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CHAPTER  XXVIL 

I  Charge  you,  Drop  tour  Daggers  1 

ENERAL  BAYNES  began  the 
story  which  you  and  I  have  heard 
at  length.  He  told  it  in  his  own 
way.  He  grew  very  angry  with 
himself  whilst  defending  himself. 
He  had  to  abuse  Philip  very 
fiercely,  in  order  to  excuse  his 
own  act  of  treason.  He  had  to 
show  that  his  act  was  not  his 
act ;  that,  after  all,  he  never  had 
promised;  and  that,  if  he  had 
promised,  Philip's  atrocious  con- 
duct ought  to  absolve  him  from 
any  previous  promise.  I  do  not 
wonder  that  the^  general  was  abusive,  and  out  of  temper.  Such  a  crime 
as  he  was  committing  can't  be  performed  cheerfully  by  a  man  who  is 
habitually  gentle,  generous,  and  honest.  I  do  not  say  that  men  cannot 
cheat,  cannot  lie,  cannot  inflict  torture,  cannot  commit  rascally  actions, 
without  in  the  least  losing  their  equanimity  ;  but  these  are  men  habitually 
false,  knavish,  and  cruel.  They  are  accustomed  to  break  their  promises, 
to  cheat  their  neighbours  in  bargains,  and  what  not.  A  roguish  word  or 
action  more  or  less  is  of  little  matter  to  them  :  their  remorse  only  awakens 
after  detection,  and  they  don't  begin  to  repent  till  they  come  sentenced 
out  of  the  dock.  But  here  was  an  ordinarily  just  man  withdrawing  from 
his  promise,  turning  his  back  on  his  benefactor,  and  justifying  himself  to 
Jiimself  by  maligning  the  man  whom  he  injured.  It  is  not  an  uncommon 
\f       vol.  v. — no.  25.  1 
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event,  my  dearly  beloved  brethren  and  esteemed  miserable  sister  sinners  ; 
but  you  like  to  say  a  preacher  is  "  cynical "  who  admits  this  sad  truth — 
and,  perhaps,  don't  care  to  hear  about  the  subject  on  more  than  one  day 
in  the  week. 

So,  in  order  to  moke  out  some  sort  of  case  for  himself,  our  poor 
good!  old  General  Baynea  ahoser  to  think  and  declare  that  Philip  was  so 
violent,  ill-conditioned,  and  abandoned  a  fellow,  that  no  faith  ought  to  be 
kept  with  him;  and  that  Colonel  Bunch  had  behaved  with  such  brutal 
insolence  that  Baynes  must  call  him  to  account.  As  for  the  fact  that  there 
was  another,  a  richer,  and  a  much  more  eligible  suitor,  who  was  likely  to 
offer  for  his  daughter,  Baynes  did  not  happen  to  touch  on  this  point  at  all ; 
preferring  to  speak  of  Philip's  hopeless  poveity,  disreputable  conduct,  and 
gross  and  careless  behaviour. 

Now  MacWhirter,  having,  I  suppose;  little  to  do  at  Tours,  had  read 
Mrs.  Baynes's  letters  to  her  sister  Emily,  and  remembered  them.  Indeed, 
it  was  but  very  few  months  since  Eliza  Baynes's  letters  had  been  full  of 
praise  of  Philip,  of  his  love  for  Charlotte,  and  of  his  noble  generosity  in 
foregoing  the  great  claim  which  he  had'  upon  the  general,  his  mother's 
careless  trustee.  Philip  was  the  first  suitor  Charlotte  had  had :  in  her 
first  glow  of  pleasure,  Charlotte's  mother  had  covered  yards  of  paper  with 
compliments,  interjections,  and  those  scratches  or  dashes  under  her  words, 
by  which  some  ladies  are  accustomed  to  point  their  satire  or  emphasize 
their  delight.  He  was  an  admirable  young  man — wild,,  but  generous, 
handsome,  noble  !  He  had  forgiven  his-  father  thousands  and  thousands 
of  pounds  which  the  doctor  owed  him — all  his  mother/a  fortune^;  and  he 
had  acted  most  nobly  by  her  trustees— that  she.  must  say,,  though  poor 
dear  weak  Baynes  was  one  of  them  !  Baynes  wfta>  was  as  simple  as 
a  child.  Major  Mac  and  his  wife  had  agreed  that  Philip's  forbear- 
ance was  very  generous  and  kind,  but  after  all  ttoati  there  was  no  special 
cause  for  rapture  at  the  notion  of  their  niece  marrying,  a\  struggling  young 
fellow  without  a  penny  in  the  world ;  and  they  ha<f  beeir.  not  a  little 
amused  with  the  change  of  tone  in  Elizais  later  letters,  wfton  she  began  to 
go  out  in  the  great  world,  and  to  look  coldly  upon  poor,  penniless  Firmin, 
her  hero  of  a  few  months  since.  Then  Emily  remembered  how  Eliza  had 
always  been  fond  of  great  people ;  how  her  head  was  turned  by  going  to 
a  few  parties  at  Government  House ;  how  absurdly  she  went  on  with  that 
little  creature  Fitzrickets  (because  he  was  an  Honourable,  forsooth)  at 
Dumdum.  Eliza  was  a  good  wife  to  Baynes ;  a  good  mcther  to  the  chil- 
dren; and  made  both  ends  of  a  narrow  income  meet  with  surprising 
dexterity;  but  Emily  was  bound  to  say  of  her  sister  Eliza,  that  a  more, 
&c.  &c.  &c.  And  when  the  news  came  at  length  that  Philip  was  to  be 
thrown  overboard,  Emily  clapped  her  hands  together,  and  said  to  her 
husband,  "  Now,  Mac,  didn't  I  always  tell  you  so  ?  If  she  could  get  a 
ftshionable  husband  for  Charlotte,  I  knew  my  sister  would  put  the  doctor's 
son  to  the  door !  "  That  the  poor  child  would  suffer  considerably,  her 
aunt  was  assured.    Indeed,  before  her  own  union  with  Mac,  Emily  had 
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undergone  heart-breakings  and  pangs  of  separation  on  her  own  account; 
The  poor  child  would  want  comfort  and  companionship.    She  would  go. 
to  fetch  her  niece.    And  though  the  major  said,  "  My  dear,  . you  want  to 
go  to  Paris,  and  buy  a  new  bonnet,"  Mrs.  Mac Whirter  spurned- the  insi- 
nuation, and  came  to  Paris  from  a  mere  sense  of  duty. 

So  Baynes  poured  out  his  history  of  wrongs  to  his  brother-in-law,  who 
marvelled  to  hear  a  man,  ordinarily  chary  of  words  and  cool  of  demeanour, 
po  angry  and  so  voluble.  If  he  had  done  a  bad  action,  at  least,  after  doing  it, 
Baynes  had  the  grace  to  be  very  much  out  of  humour.  If  I  ever,  for  my 
part,  do  anything  wrong  in  my  family,  or  to  them,  I  accompany  that 
action  with  a  furious  rage  and  blustering  passion.  I  won't  have  wife  or 
children  question  it.  No  querulous  Nathan  of  a  family  friend  (or  an 
incommodious  conscience,  may  be)  shall  come  and  lecture  me  about  my  ill- 
doings.  No— no.  Out  of  the  house  with  him !  Away,  you  preaching 
bugbear,  don't  try  to  frighten  me  !  Baynes,  I  suspect,  to  browbeat,  bully, 
and  outtalk  the  Nathan  pleading  in  his  heart— Baynes  will  outbawl  that 
prating  monitor,  and  thrust  that  inconvenient  preacher  out  of  sight,  out  of  • 
bearing,  drive  him  with  angry  words  from  our  gate.  Ah !  in  vain  we 
expel  him;  and  bid  John  say,  not  at  home  !  There  he  is  when  we  wake, 
sitting  at  our  bed-foot.  We  throw  him  overboard  for  daring  to  put  an 
oar  in  our  boat.  Whose  ghastly  head  is  that  looking  up  from  the  water 
and  swimming  alongside  us,  row  we  never  so  swiftly?  Fire  at  him.  Brain 
him  with  an  oar,  one  of  you,  and  pull  on!  Flash  goes  the  pistol.  Surety 
that  oar  has  stove  tbe  old  skull  in  ?  See  I  there  comes  the  awful  companion 
popping  up  out  of  water  again,  and  crying,  "  Remember,  remember,  I  am 
here,  I  am  here ! "  Baynes  had  thought  to  bully  away  one  monitor  by 
the  threat  of  a  pistol,  and  here  was  another  swimming  alongside  of  his 
boat.  And  would  you  have  it  otherwise,  my  dear  reader,  for  you,  for  me? 
That  you  and  I  shall  commit  sins,  in  this,  and  ensuing  years,  is  certain  ; 
but  I  hope — I  hope  they  won't  be  past  praying  for.  Here  is  Baynes, 
having  just  done  a  bad  action,  in  a  dreadfully  wicked,  murderous,  and 
dissatisfied  state  of  mind.  His  chafing,  bleeding  temper  is  one  raw;  his 
whole  soul  one  rage,  and  wrath,  and  fever.  Charles  Baynes,  thou  old 
sinner,  I  pray  that  heaven  may  turn  thee  to  a  better  state  of  mind.  I 
will  kneel  down  by  thy  side,  scatter  ashes  on  my  own  bald  pate,  and  we 
will  quaver  out  Peccavimus  together. 

41  In  one  word,  the  young  man's  conduct  has  been  so  outrageous  and 
disreputable  that  I  can't,  Mac,  as  a  father  of  a  family,  consent  to  my  girl's 
marrying.  Out  of  a  regard  for  her  happiness,  it  is  my  duty  to  break  off 
the  engagement,"  cries  the  general,  finishing  the  story. 

"  Has  he  formally  released  you  from  that  trust  business  ?  "  asked  the 

"  Good  heavens,  Mac  ! "  cries  the  general;  turning  very  red.   "  You 
know  I  am  as  innocent- of  all  wrong  towards  him  as  you  are  1" 
"  Innocent— only  you  did  not  look  to  your  trust  " 
"  I  think  ill  of  him,  sir.     I  think  he  is  a  wild,  reckless,  overbearing 
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young  fellow,"  calls  out  the  general,  very  quickly,  "  who  would  make  my 
child  miserable ;  but  I  don't  think  he  is  such  a  blackguard  as  to  come  down 
on  a  retired  elderly  man  with  a  poor  family — a  numerous  family ;  a  man  who 
has  bled  and  fought  for  his  sovereign  in  the  Peninsula,  and  in  India,  as  the 
Army  List  will  show  you,  by  George.  I  don't  think  Firmin  will  be  such  a 
scoundrel  as  to  come  down  on  me,  I  say;  and  I  must  say,  MacWhirter,  I 
think  it  most  unhandsome  of  you  to  allude  to  it — most  unhandsome,  by 
George ! " 

"  Why,  you  are  going  to  break  off  your  bargain  with  him ;  why  should 
he  keep  his  compact  with  you  ?  "  asks  the  gruff  major. 

"  Because,"  shouted  the  general,  "  it  would  be  a  sin  and  a  shame  that 
an  old  man  with  seven  children,  and  broken  health,  who  has  served  in 
every  place — yes,  in  the  West  and  East  Indies,  by  George  1 — in  Canada — 
in  the  Peninsula,  and  at  New  Orleans ; — because  he  has  been  deceived  and 
humbugged  by  a  miserable  scoundrel  of  a  doctor  into  signing  a  sham  paper, 
by  George !  should  be  ruined,  and  his  poor  children  and  wife  driven  to 
beggary,  by  Jove  !  as  you  seem  to  recommend  young  Firmin  to  do,  Jack 
MacWhirter ;  and  I'll  tell  you  what,  Major  MacWhirter,  I  take  it  deed 
unfriendly  of  you;  and  I'll  trouble  you  not  to  put  your  oar  into  my  boat, 
and  meddle  with  my  affairs,  that's  all,  and  I'll  know  who's  at  the  bottom  of 
it,  by  Jove  1  It's  the  gray  mare,  Mac — it's  your  better  half,  MacWhirter — 
it's  that  confounded,  meddling,  sneaking,  backbiting,  domineering  " 

"  What  next?"  roared  the  major.  "Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Do  you  think  I 
don't  know,  Baynes,  who  has  put  you  on  doing  what  I  have  no  hesitation 
in  calling  a  most  sneaking  and  rascally  action — yes,  a  rascally  action,  by 
George !  I  am  not  going  to  mince  matters  I  Don't  come  your  Major-General 
or  your  Mrs.  Major-General  over  me  !  It's  Eliza  that  has  set  you  on.  And 
if  Tom  Bunch  has  been  telling  you  that  you  have  been  breaking  from  your 
word,  and  are  acting  shabbily,  Tom  is  right ;  and  you  may  get  somebody 
else  to  go  out  with  you,  General  Baynes,  for,  by  George,  I  won't  1 " 

"  Have  you  come  all  the  way  from  Tours,  Mac,  in  order  to  insult  mc  ?" 
asks  the  general. 

"  I  came  to  do  you  a  friendly  turn  ;  to  take  charge  of  your  poor  girl, 
upon  whom  you  are  being  very  hard,  Baynes.  And  this  is  the  reward  I 
get  1  Thank  you.  No  more  grog  !  What  I  have  had  is  rather  too  strong 
for  me  already."  And  the  major  looks  down  with  an  expression  of  scorn 
at  the  emptied  beaker,  the  idle  spoon  before  him. 

As  the  warriors  were  quarrelling  over  their  cups,  there  came  to  them 
a  noise  as  of  brawling  and  of  female  voices  without.  "  Mais,  madame  /" 
pleads  Madame  Smolensk,  in  her  grave  way.  "  Taisez-vous,  madame, 
laissez-moi  tranquille,  s'iY  vous  plait!'1  exclaims  the  well-known  voice  of 
Mrs.  General  Baynes,  which  I  own  was  never  pleasant  to  me,  either  in 
anger  or  good-humour.  u  And  your  Little,  —  who  tries  to  sleep  in  my 
chamber  1"  again  pleads  the  mistress  of  the  boarding-house.  "  Vous  riavez 
pas  droit  dappeler  Mademoiselle  Baynes  petite  /"  calls  out  the  general's 
lady.    And  Baynes,  who  was  fighting  and  quarrelling  himself  just  now, 
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trembled  when  he  heard  her.  His  angry  face  assumed  an  alarmed  expres- 
sion. He  looked  for  means  of  escape.  He  appealed  for  protection  to 
MacWhirter,  whose  nose  he  had  been  ready  to  pull  anon.  Samson  was 
a  mighty  man,  but  he  was  a  fool  in  the  hands  of  a  woman.  Hercules  was 
a  brave  man  and  strong,  but  Omphale  twisted  him  round  her  spindle. 
Even  so  Baynes,  who  had  fought  in  India,  Spain,  America,  trembled  before 
the  partner  of  his  bed  and  name. 

It  was  an  unlucky  afternoon.  Whilst  the  husbands  had  been  quarrel- 
ling in  the  dining-room  over  brandy-and-water,  the  wives,  the  sisters 
had  been  fighting  over  their  tea  in  the  salon.  I  don't  know  what  the 
other  boarders  were  about.  Philip  never  told  me.  Perhaps  they  had 
left  the  room  to  give  the  sisters  a  free  opportunity  for  embraces  and  con- 
fidential communication.  Perhaps  there  were  no  lady  boarders  left. 
Howbeit,  Emily  and  Eliza  had  tea ;  and  before  that  refreshing  meal  was 
concluded,  those  dear  women  were  fighting  as  hard  as  their  husbands  in 
the  adjacent  chamber. 

Eliza,  in  the  first  place,  was  very  angry  at  Emily's  coming  without 
invitation.  Emily,  on  her  part,  was  angry  with  Eliza  for  being  angry, 
"lam  sure,  Eliza,"  said  the  spirited  and  injured  MacWhirter,  "  that  is 
the  third  time  you  have  alluded  to  it  since  we  have  been  here.  Had  you 
and  all  your  family  come  to  Tours,  Mac  and  I  would  have  made  them 
welcome — children  and  all ;  and  I  am  sure  yours  make  trouble  enough  in 
a  house." 

"  A  private  house  is  not  like  a  boarding-house,  Emily.  Here  Madame 
makes  us  pay  frightfully  for  extras,"  remarks  Mrs.  Baynes. 

"  I  am  sorry  I  came,  Eliza.  Let  us  say  no  more  about  it.  I  can't  go 
away  to-night,"  says  the  other. 

u  And  most  unkind  it  is  that  speech  to  make,  Emily.  Any  more 
tea?" 

"  Most  unpleasant  to  have  to  make  that  speech,  Eliza.  To  travel 
a  whole  day  and  night — and  I  never  able  to  sleep  in  a  diligence — to 
hasten  to  my  sister  because  I  thought  she  was  in  trouble,  because  I 
thought  a  sister  might  comfort  her  ;  and  to  be  received  as  you — re — as 
you — oh,  oh,  oh — boh !  How  stoopid  I  am  ! "  A  handkerchief  dries  the 
tears  :  a  smelling-bottle  restores  a  little  composure.  ((  When  you  came  to 
us  at  Dumdum,  with  two — o — o  children  in  the  whooping-cough,  I  am 
sure  Mac  and  I  gave  you  a  very  different  welcome." 

The  other  was  smitten  with  a  remorse.  She  remembered  her  sister's 
kindness  in  former  days.  " 1  did  not  mean,  sister,  to  give  you  pain,"  she 
said.  "  But  I  am  very  unhappy  myself,  Emily.  My  child's  conduct  is 
making  me  most  unhappy." 

"  And  very  good  reason  you  have  to  be  unhappy,  Eliza,  if  woman 
ever  had ! "  says  the  other. 

"  Oh,  indeed,  yes  !"  gasps  the  general's  lady. 

"  If  any  woman  ought  to  feel  remorse,  Eliza  Baynes,  I  am  sure  it's 
you.    Sleepless  nights  I    What  was  mine  in  the  diligence,  compared  to 
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.he  nights  you  must  have  ?  I  said  so  to  myself.  1 1  am  wretched,'  I 
said,  «  but  what  must  she  be  ?'  " 

"  Of  course,  as  a  feeling  mother,  I  feel  that  poor  Charlotte  is  unhappy, 
mj  dear." 

"  But  what  makes  her  so,  my  dear  ?  "  cries  Mrs.  MacWhirter,  who 
presently  showed  that  she  was  mistress  of  the  whole  controversy.  "  No 
wonder  Charlotte  is  unhappy,  dear  love !  Can  a  girl  be  engaged  to  a 
young  man,  a  most  interesting  young.man,  a. clever,  accomplished,  highly 
educated  young  man  " 

"  What?1'  cries  Mrs.  Baynes. 

"  Haven't  I  your  letters?  I  have  them  all  in  my  desk.  They  are  in 
that  hall  now.  Didn't  you  tell  me  so  over  and  over  again ;  and  rave 
about  him,  till  I  thought  you  were  in  love  with  him  yourself  almost?" 
cries  Mrs.  Mac. 

" A  most  indecent  observation  !"  cries  out  Eliza  Baynes,  in  her  deep» 
awful  voice.    "  No  woman,  no  sister,  shall  say  that  to  me  ! " 

"  Shall  I  go  and  get  the  letters  ?  It  used  to  be,  1  Dear  Philip  has  just 
left  us.  Dear  Philip  has  been  more  than  a  son  to  me.  He  is  our  preserver  !' 
Didn't  you  write  all  that  to  me  over  and  over  again  ?  And  because  you 
have  found  a  richer  husband  for  Charlotte,  you  are  going  to  turn  your 
preserver  out  of  doors  !  '* 

"Emily  MacWhirter,  am  I  to  sit  here  and  be  accused  of  crimes, 
uninvited,  mind — uninvited,  mind,  by  my  sister?  Is  a  general  officer's  lady 
to  be  treated  in  this  way  by  a  brevet-major's  wife  ?  Though  you  are  my 
senior  in  age,  Emily,  I  am  yours  in  rank.  Out  of  any  room  in  England, 
but  this,  I  go  before  you  !  And  if  you  have  come  uninvited  all  the  way 
from  Tours  to  insult  me  in  my  own  house  " 

"  House,  indeed  !  pretty  house  I  Everybody  else's  house  as  well  as 
yours ! n 

"  Such  as  it  is,  I  never  asked  you  to  come  into  it,  Emily  !  " 

"  Oh,  yes  !    You  wish  me  to  go, out  in  the  night.    Mac  !  I  say !  " 

"  Emily  ! "  cries  the  generaless. 

"  Mac,  I  say !  "  screams  the  majoress,  flinging  open  the  door  of  the 
salon,  "  my  sister  wishes  me  to  go.    Do  you  hear  me  ?  " 

"  Au  nom  de  J)ieu,  vuidcune,  pensez  a  cette  pauvre  petite,  qui  souffre  a 
cote',1'  cries  the  mistress  of  the  house,  pointing  to  her  own  adjoining 
chamber,  in  which,  we  have  said,  our  poor  little  Charlotte  was  lying. 

"  Nappley  pas  Madamaselle  Baynes  petite,  sivoplay  !  "  booms  out  Mrs. 
Baynes's  contralto. 

"  MacWhirter,  I  say,  Major  MacWhirter  !"  cries  Emily,  flinging  open 
the  door  of  the  dining-room  where  the  two  gentlemen  were  knocking  their 
own  heads  together.  "  MacWhirter !  My  sister  chooses  to  insult  me,  and 
say  that  a  brevet  major's-wife  " 

"By  George  1  are  you  fighting,  too?  "  asks  the  general. 

"  Baynes,  Emily  MacWhirter  has  insulted  me  1  "  cries  Mrs.  Baynes. 

"  It  seems  to  have  been  a  settled  thing  beforehand,"  yells  the  general. 
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li  Major  MacWhirter  has  done  the  same  tiling  by  mc  !  He  has  forgotten 
that  he  is  a  gentleman,  end  that  I  am." 

"  He  only  insults  you  because  he  thinks  you  are  his  relative,  and  must 
bear  everything  from  him,"  says  the  general's  wife. 

"  By  George !  I  will  not  bear  everything  from  him !  "  shouts  the 
general.  The  two  gentlemen  and  their  two  wives  are  squabbling  in  the  hall. 
Madame  and  the.'servants  are  peering  up  from  the  kitchen-regions.  1  dare- 
say the  boys  from  the  topmost  banisters  are  saying  to  each  other,  "  How 
between  Ma  and  Aunt  Mac  1 "  I  daresay  scared  little  Charlotte,  in  her 
temporary  apartment,  is,  for  awhile,  almost  forgetful  of  her  own  grief; 
and  wondering  what  quarrel  is  agitating  her  aunt  and  mother,  her  father 
and  uncle  ?  Place  the  remaining  male  and  female  boarders  about  in  the 
corridors  and  on  the  landings, in  various  attitudes  expressive  of  interest,  of 
satiric  commentary,  wrath  at  being  disturbed  by  unseemly  domestic 
quarrels— in  what  posture  you  will.  As  ibr  Mrs.  Colonel  Bunch,  she, 
poor  thing,  does  not  know  that  the  general  and  her  own  colonel  have 
entered  on  a  mortal  quarrel.  She  imagines  the  dispute  is  only  between 
Mrs.  Baynes  and  her  sister  as  yet;  and  she  has  known  tfhis  pair  quarrelling 
for  a  6core  of  yeare  past.  "  Toujours  c.omme  cu,'fightrng  vous  savez,  et  puis 
make  it  up  again.  >Oui,"  she  explains  to  a  French  friend  on  the  landing. 

In  the  very  midst  of  this  storm  Colonel  Bunch  returns,  his  friend  and 
second,  Dr.  Martin,  on  his  arm.  He  does  not  know  that  two  battles  have 
been  fought  since  hk  own  combat.  Hia,  we  will  say,  was  Ligny.  Then 
came  Quatre-Bras,  in  which  Baynes  and  MacWhirter  were  engaged.  Then 
came  the  general  action  of  Waterloo.  And  here  enters  Colonel  Bunch, 
quite  unconscious  of  the  great  engagements  which  have  taken  place  since 
his  temporary  retreat  in  search  of  reinforcements. 

M  How  are  you,  MacWhirter  ?  "  cries  the  colonel  of  the  -purple  whiskers. 
"  My  friend,  Br.  Martin  !"  And  as  he  addresses  himself  to  the  general, 
his  eyes  almost  start  out  of  his  head,  as  if  they  would  shoot  themselves  into 

"My  dear,  hush!  JErnily  MacWhirter,  hnd  we  not  better  defer  this 
most  rjamfal  dispute?  The  whole  house  is  listening  to  us!"  whispers 
the  general,  in  a  rapid  low  voice.  u  Doctor—Colonel  Bunch — -Major 
MacWhirter,  had  we  not  better  go  into  the  dining-room  ?  " 

The  general  and  the  doctor  go  first,  Major  MacWhirter  and  Colonel 
Bunch  pause  at  the  door.  Soya  Bunch  to  MacWhirter :  "  Major,  you  act 
as  the  general's  friend  in  this  affair  ?  It's  mo6t  awkward,  but,  by  George ! 
Baynes  has  said  things  to  me  that  I  won't  near,  were  he  my  own  flesh  and 
blood,  by  George  I  And  I  know  him  a  deuced  deal  too  well  to  think  he 
will  ewer  apologize!" 

"  He  has  said  things  to  he,  Bunch,  that  I  won't  "bear  from  fifty  "brother- 
in-law's,  by  George  1 "  growls  MacWhirter. 

"  What  ?    Don't  you  bring  me  any  message  from  him  ?" 

"  I  tell  you,  Tom  Bunch,  I  wont  to  send  a  message  to  him.  Invite  me 
to  his  house,  and  insult  me  and  Emily  when  we  come  !    By  George,  it 
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makes  my  blood  boil !  Insult  us  after  travelling  twenty-four  hours  in  a 
confounded  diligence,  and  say  we're  not  invited!  He  and  his  little 
catamaran." 

M  Hush  I  *'  interposed  Bunch. 

"  I  say  catamaran,  sir !  don't  tell  me  !  They  came  and  stayed  with  us 
four  months  at  Dumdum — the  children  ill  with  the  pip,  or  some  con- 
founded thing — went  to  Europe,  and  left  me  to  pay  the  doctor's  bill ;  and 
now,  by  " 

Was  the  major  going  to  invoke  George,  the  Cappadocian  champion* 
or  Olympian  Jove?  At  this  moment  a  door,  by  which  they  stood,  opens. 
You  may  remember  there  were  three  doors,  all  on  that  landing ;  if  you 
doubt  me,  go  and  see  the  house  (Avenue  de  M arli,  Champs  Elysees,  Paris). 
A  third  door  opens, '  and  a  young  lady  comes  out,  looking  very  pale  and 
sad,  and  her  hair  hanging  over  her  shoulders; — her  hair,  which  hung  in 
rich  clusters  generally,  but  I  suppose  tears  have  put  it  all  out  of  curl. 

*4  Is  it  you,  uncle  Mac  ?  I  thought  I  knew  your  voice,  and  I  heard 
aunt  Emily's,"  says  the  little  person. 

"  Yes,  it  is  I,  Charley,"  says  uncle  Mac.  And  he  looks  into  the  round 
face,  which  looks  so  wild  and  is  so  full  of  grief  unutterable  that  uncle  Mac 
is  quite  melted,  and  takes  the  child  to  his  arms,  and  says,  "  What  is  it, 
my  dear?"  And  he  quite  forgets  that  he  proposes  to  blow  her  father's 
brains  out  in  the  morning.    "  How  hot  your  little  hands  are ! " 

"  Uncle,  uncle ! "  she  says,  in  a  swift  febrile  whisper,  "  you're  come  to 
take  me  away,  I  know.  I  heard  you  and  papa,  I  heard  mamma  and 
aunt  Emily  speaking  quite  loud,  loud  !  But  if  I  go— I'll — PI!  never  love 
any  but  him !" 

"But  whom,  dear?" 

"  But  Philip,  uncle." 

"  By  George  I  Char,  no  more  you  shall !"  says  the  major.  And  here- 
with the  poor  child,  who  had  been  sitting  up  on  her  bed  whilst  this 
quarrelling  of  sisters, — whilst  this  brawling  of  majors,  generals,  colonels, — 
whilst  this  coming  of  hackney-coaches, — whilst  this  arrival  and  departure 
of  visitors  on  horseback, — had  been  taking  place,  gave  a  fine  hysterical 
scream,  and  fell  into  her  uncle's  arms  laughing  and  crying  wildly. 

This  outcry,  of  course,  brought  the  gentlemen  from  their  adjacent  room, 
and  the  ladies  from  theirs. 

"  What  are  you  making  a  fool  of  yourself  about  ?  "  growls  Mrs.  Baynes, 
in  her  deepest  bark. 

"  By  George,  Eliza,  you  are  too  bad ! "  says  the  general,  quite  white. 

"  Eliza,  you  are  a  brute  ! "  cries  Mrs.  MacWhirter. 

"  So  she  is ! "  shrieks  Mrs.  Bunch  from  the  landing-place  overhead, 
where  other  lady-boarders  were  assembled  looking  down  on  this  awful 
family  battle. 

Eliza  Baynes  knew  she  had  gone  too  far.  Poor  Charley  was  scarce 
conscious  by  this  time,  and  wildly  screaming,  "  Never,  never  ! "  .  .  . 
When,  as  I  live,  who  should  burst  into  the  premises  but  a  young  man 
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with  fair  hair,  with  flaming  whiskers,  with  flaming  eyes,  who  calls  out, 
44  What  is  it  ?    I  am  here,  Charlotte,  Charlotte  P 

Who  is  that  young  man?  We  had  a  glimpse  of  him,  prowling  about 
the  Champs  Elysees  just  now,  and  dodging  behind  a  tree  when  Colonel 
Bunch  went  out  in  search  of  his  second.  Then  the  young  man  saw  the 
MacWhirter  hackney-coach  approach  the  house.  Then  he  waited  and 
waited,  looking  to  that  upper  window  behind  which  we  know  his  beloved 
was  not  reposing.  Then  he  beheld  Bunch  and  Doctor  Martin  arrive. 
Then  he  passed  through  the  wicket  into  the  garden,,  and  heard  Mrs.  Mac 
and  Mrs.  Baynes  fighting.  Then  there  came  from  the  passage — where, 
you  see,  this  battle  was  going  on— that  ringing,  dreadful  laugh  and 
scream  of  poor  Charlotte ;  and  Philip  Firmin  burst  like  a  bombshell  into 
the  midst  of  the  hall  where  the  battle  was  raging,  and  of  the  family  circle 
who  were  fighting  and  screaming. 

Here  is  a  picture  I  protest.  We  have— first,  the  boarders  on  the  first 
landing,  whither,  too,  the  Baynes  children  have  crept  in  their  night-gowns. 
Secondly,  we  have  Auguste,  Francoise,  the  cook,  and  the  assistant  coming 
up  from  the  basement.  And,  third,  we  have  Colonel  Bunch,  Doctor  Martin, 
Major  MacWhirter,  with  Charlotte  in  his  arms;  madame,  General  B., 
airs,  Mac,  Mrs.  General  B.,  all  in  the  passage,  when  our  friend  the  bomb- 
shell bursts  in  amongst  them. 

44  What  is  it?  Charlotte  I  am  here !"  cries  Philip,  with  his  great 
voice;  at  hearing  which,  little  Char,  gives  one  final  scream,  and,  at  the 
next  moment,  she  has  fainted  quite  dead — but  this  time  she  is  on  Philip's 
shoulder. 

44  You  brute,  how  dare  you  do  this?"  asks  Mrs.  Baynes,  glaring  at  the 
young  man. 

u  It  is  you  who  have  done  it,  Eliza  ! "  says  aunt  Emily. 

44  And  so  she  has,  Mrs.  MacWhirter  P  calls  out  Mrs.  Colonel  Bunch, 
from  the  landing  above. 

And  Charles  Baynes  felt  he  had  acted  like  a  traitor,  and  hung  down 
his  head.  He  had  encouraged  his  daughter  to  give  her  heart  away,  and 
the  had  obeyed  him.  When  he  saw  Philip  I  think  he  was  glad  :  so  was 
the  major,  though  Firmin,  to  be  sure,  pushed  him  quite  roughly  up  against 
the  wall. 

"Is  this  vulgar  scandal  to  go  on  in  the  passage  before  the  whole 
house  ?  "  gasped  Mrs.  Baynes. 

*  Bunch  brought  me  here  to  prescribe  for  this  young  lady,"  says  little 
Doctor  Martin,  in  a  very  courtly  way.  44  Madame,  will  you  get  a  little 
sal  volatile  from  Anjubeau's  in  the  Faubourg  ;  and  let  her  be  kept  very 
quiet  1" 

44  Come,  Monsieur  Philippe.    It  is  enough  like  that ! "  cries  madame, 
who  can't  repress  a  smile.    44  Come  to  your  chamber,  dear  little  I " 
44  Madame  1"  cries  Mrs.  Baynes,  44  une  mere  " 

Madame  shrugs  her  shoulders.  "Une  mere,  une  belle  mere,  ma  Joifu 
&he  says.    44  Come,  mademoiselle  P 
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There  were  only  very  few  people  in  the  boarding-house:  if  they  knew, 
if  they  saw,  what  happened,  how  can  we  help  ourselves?  But  that  they 
had  all  been  sitting  over  a  powder  magazine,  which  might  have  blown  up 
and  destroyed  one,  two,  three,  five  people,  even  Philip  did  not  know,  nntil 
afterwards,  when,  laughing,  Major  MacWhirter  told  him  how  that  meek 
but  most  savage  Baynes  had  first  challenged  Bunch,  had  then  challenged 
his  brother-in-law,  and  how  all  sorts  of  battle,  murder,  sudden  death 
might  have  ensued  had  the  quarrel  not  come  to  an  end. 

Were  your  humble  servant  anxious  to  harrow  his  reader's  feelings,  or 
display  his  own  graphical  powers,  you  understand  that  I  never  would  have 
allowed  those  two  gallant  officers  to  quarrel  and  threaten  each  other's  very 
noses,  without  having  the  insult  wiped  out  in  blood.  The  Bois  de  Boulogne 
is  hard  by  the  Avenue  de  Marli,  with  plenty  of  cool  fighting  ground.  The 
octroi  officers  never  stop  gentlemen  going  out  at  the  neighbouring  barrier 
upon  duelling  business,  or  prevent  the  return  of  the  slain  victim  in  the 
hackney-coach  when  the  dreadful  combat  is  over.  Prom  my  knowledge  of 
Mrs.  Barnes's  character,  I  have  not  the  slightest  doubt  that  she  would 
have  encouraged  her  husband  to  fight ;  and,  the  general  down,  would  have 
put  pistols  into  the  hands  of  her  boys,  and  bidden  them  carry  on  the  ven- 
detta ;  but  as  I  do  not,  for  my  part,  love  to  see  brethren  at  war,  or  Moses 
and  Aaron  tugging  white  handfuls  out  of  each  other's  beards,  I  am  glad 
there  is  going  to  be  no. fight  between  the  veterans,  and  that  either 's  stout 
old  breast  is  secure  from  the  fratricidal  bullet. 

Major  MacWhirter  forgot  all  about  bullets  and  battles  when  poor  little 
Charlotte  kissed  him,  and  was  not  in  the  least  jealous  when  he  sow  the 
little  maiden  clinging  on  Philip's  arm.  He  was  melted  at  the  sight  of 
that  grief  and  innocence,  when  Mrs.  Baynes  still  continued  to  bark  out 
her  private  rage,  and  said  :  "  If  the  general  won't  protect  me  from  insult, 
I  think  I  had  better  go." 

"  By  Jove,  I  think  you  had ! "  exclaimed  MacWhirter,  to  which  remark 
the  eyes  of  the  doctor  and  Colonel  Bunch  gleamed  an  approval. 

"  AllonSj  Monsieur  Philippe.  Enough  like  that — Jet  me  take  her  to 
bed  again,"  madame  resumed.    "  Come,  dear  miss  I " 

What  a  pity  that  the  bedroom  was  but  a  yard  from  where  they  stood  ! 
Philip  felt  strong  enough  to  carry  his  little  Charlotte  to  the  Toileries. 
The  thick  brown  locks,  which  had  fallen  over  his  shoulders,  are  lifted 
away.  The  little  wounded  heart  that  had  lain  against  his  own,  parts 
from  him  with  a  reviving  throb.  Madame  and  her  mother  carry  away 
little  Charlotte.  The  door  of  the  neighbouring  chamber  closes  on  her. 
The  sad  little  vision  has  disappeared.  The  men,  quarrelling  anon  in  the 
passage,  stand  there  silent. 

"  I  heard  her  voice  outside,"  said  Philip,  after  a  little  pause  (with  love, 
with  griefj  with  excitement,  I  suppose  his  head  was  in  a  whirl).  "  I  beard 
her  voice  outside,  and  I  couldn't  help  coming  in." 

"  By  George,  I  should  think  not,  young  fellow ! "  says  Major  Mac- 
Whirter, stoutly  shaking  the  young  man  by  the  hand. 
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"  Hiwh,  hush  !"  whispers  the  doctor;  "she  must  be  kept  quite  quiet. 
She  has  had  quite  excitement  enough  for  to-night.  There  must  be  no 
more  scenes,  my  young  fellow." 

And  Philip  says,  when  in  this  his  agony  of  grief  and  doubt  he  found  a 
friendly  hand  put  out  to  him,  he  himself  was  so  exceedingly  moved  that 
he  was  compelled  to  fly  out  of  the  company  of  the  old  men,  into  the  night, 
where  the  rain  was  pouring — the  gentle  rain. 

While  Philip,  without  Madame  Smolensk's  premises,  is  saying  his 
tenderest  prayers,  offering  up  his  tears,  heart-throbs,  and  most  passionate 
vows  of  love  far  little  Charlotte's  benefit,  the  warriors  assembled  within 
once -more  retreat  to  a  colloquy  in  the  salle  a  manger;  and,  in  consequence 
of  the  rainy  state  of  the  night,  the  astonished  Auguste  has  to  bring  a  third 
supply  of  hot- water  for  the  four  gentlemen  attending  the  congress.  The 
colonel,  the  major,  the  doctor,  ranged  themselves  on  one  side  the  table, 
defended,  as  it  were,  by  a  line  of  armed  tumblers,  flanked  by  a  strong 
brandy-bottle  and  a  stout  earth-work  from  an  embrasure  in  which  scalding 
water  could  be  discharged.  Behind  these  fortifications  the  veterans 
awaited  their  enemy,  who,  after  marching  up  and  down  the  room  for 
a  while,  takes  position  finally  in  their  front  and  prepares  to  attack. 
The  general  remounts  his  cheval  de  bataille,  but  cannot  bring  the 
animal  to  charge  as  fiercely  as  before.  Charlotte's  white  apparition  has 
come  amongst  them,  and  flung  her  fair  arms  between  the  men  of  war. 
In  vain  Baynes  tries  to  get  up  a  bluster,  and  to  enforce  his  passion 
with  by  Georges,  by  Joves,  and  words  naughtier  still.  That  weak, 
meek,  quiet,  henpecked,  but  most  bloodthirsty  old  general,  found 
himself  forming  his  own  minority,  and  against  him  his  old  comrade  Bunch, 
whom  he  had  insulted  and  nose-pulled;  his  brother-in-law  MaoWhirter, 
whom  he  had  nose-pulled  and  insulted ;  and  the  doctor,  who  had  been 
called  in  as  the  friend  of  the  former.  As  they  faced  him,  shoulder  to 
shoulder,  each  of  those  three  acquired  fresh  courage  from  bis  neighbour. 
Each,  taking  his  aim  deliberately,  poured  his  fire  into  Baynes.  To  yield 
to  such  odds,  on  the  other  hand,  was  not  so  distasteful  to  the  veteran,  as 
to  have  to  give  up  his  sword  to  any  single  adversary.  Before  he  would 
own  himself  in  the  wrong  to  any  individual,  he  would  eat  that  individual's 
ears  and  nose :  but  to  be  surrounded  by  three  enemies,  and  strike  your 
flag  before  such  odds,  was  no  disgrace  ;  and  Baynes  could  take  the  circum- 
bendibus way  of  apology  to  which  some  proud  spirits  will  submit.  Thus 
lie  could  say  to  the  doctor,  "  Well,  doctor,  perhaps  I  was  hasty  in  accusing 
Bunch  of  employing  bad  language  to  me.  A  bystander  can  see  these  things 
sometimes  when  a  principal  is  too  angry ;  and  as  you  go  against  me — well 
— there,  then,  I  ask  Bunch's  pardon.  That  business  over,  the  MacWhirter 
reconciliation  was  very  speedily  brought  about.  Fact  was,  was  in  a 
confounded  ill -temper — very  much  disturbed  by  events  of  the  day — didn't 
mean  anything  but  this,  that,  and  30  forth.  If  this  old  chief  had  to  eat 
humble  pie,  his  brave  adversaries  were  anxious  that  he  should  gobble  up 
his  portion  as  quickly  as  possible,  and  turned  away  their  honest  old  heads 
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ns  he  swallowed  it  One  of  the  party  told  his  wife  of  the  quarrel  which 
had  arisen,  but  Baynes  never  did.  "  I  declare,  sir,"  Philip  used  to  say, 
"had  she  known  anything  about  the  quarrel  that  night,  Mrs.  Baynea 
would  have  made  her  husband  turn  out  of  bed  at  midnight,  and  challenge 
his  old  friends  over  again  1 "  But  then  there  was  no  love  between  Philip 
and  Mrs.  Baynes,  and  in  those  whom  he  hates  he  is  accustomed  to  see 
little  good. 

Thus,  any  gentle  reader  who  expected  to  be  treated  to  an  account 
of  the  breakage  of  the  sixth  commandment  will  close  this  chapter 
disappointed.  Those  stout  old  rusty  swords  which  were  fetched  off  their 
hooks  by  the  warriors,  their  owners,  were  returned  undrawn  to  their 
flannel  cases.  Hands  were  shaken  after  a  fashion — at  least  no  blood  was 
shed.  But,  though  the  words  spoken  between  the  old  boys  were  civil 
enough,  Bunch,  Baynes,  and  the  Doctor  could  not  alter  their  opinion 
that  Philip  had  been  hardly  used,  and  that  the  benefactor  of  his  family 
merited  a  better  treatment  from  General  Baynes. 

Meanwhile,  that  benefactor  strode  home  through  the  rain  in  a  state  of 
perfect  rapture.  The  rain  refreshed  him,  as  did  his  own  tears.  The 
dearest  little  maiden  had  sunk  for  a  moment  on  his  heart,  and,  as  she  lay 
there,  a  thrill  of  hope  vibrated  through  his  whole  frame.  Her  father's  old 
friends  had  held  out  a  hand  to  him,  and  bid  him  not  despair.  Blow  wind, 
fall  autumn  rains  I  In  the  midnight,  under  the  gusty  trees,  amidst  which 
the  lamps  of  the  reverberts  are  tossing,  the  young  fellow  strides  back 
to  his  lodgings.  He  is  poor  and  unhappy,  but  he  has  Hope  along  with 
him.  He  looks  at  a  certain  breast-button  of  his  old  coat  ere  he  takes  it 
off  to  sleep.  "  Her  cheek  was  lying  there,"he  thinks,  "just  there."  My 
poor  little  Charlotte !  what  could  she  have  done  to  the  breast-button  of 
the  old  coat? 
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CHAPTER  XXVHL 

Is  which  Mrs.  MacWhibteb  has  a  New  Bonnet. 

OW  though  the  unhappy  Philip  slept  quite 
soundly,  so  that  his  boots,  those  tramp- worn 
sentries,  remained  en  faction  at  his  door  until 
quite  a  late  hour  next  morning;  and  though 
little  Charlotte,  after  a  prayer  or  two,  sank  into 
the  sweetest  and  most  refreshing  girlish  slumber, 
Charlotte's  father  and  mother  had  a  bad  night ; 
and,  for  my  part,  I  maintain  that  they  did  not 
deserve  a  good  one.  It  was  very  well  for 
Mrs.  Baynes  to  declare  that  it  was  MacWhirter's 
snoring  which  kept  them  awake  (Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Mac  being  lodged  in  the  bed-room  over 
their  relatives)— I  don't  say  a  snoring  neighbour 
is  pleasant — but  what  a  bedfellow  is  a  bad  con- 
science! Under  Mrs.  Baynes  s  night-cap  the 
grim  eyes  lie  open  all  night ;  on  Baynes's  pillow 
is  a  silent,  wakeful  head  that  hears  the  hours  toll.  A  plague  upon  the 
young  man !  (thinks  the  female  bonnet  de  unit) ;  how  dare  he  come  in 
and  disturb  everything  ?  How  pale  Charlotte  will  look  to-morrow  when 
Mrs.  Hely  calls  with  her  son!  When  she  has  been  crying  she  looks 
hideous,  and  her  eyelids  and  nose  are  quite  red.  She  may  fly  out,  and 
say  something  wicked  and  absurd,  as  she  did  to-day.  I  wish  I  had  never 
seen  that  insolent  young  man,  with  his  carroty  beard,  and  vulgar  blucher 
boots  !  If  my  boys  were  grown  up,  he  should  not  come  hectoring  about 
the  house  as  he  does;  they  would  soon  find  a  way  of  punishing  his 
impudence !  Baulked  revenge  and  a  hungry  disappointment,  I  think,  are 
keeping  that  old  woman  awake ;  and,  if  she  hears  the  hours  tolling,  it  is 
because  wicked  thoughts  make  her  sleepless. 

As  for  Baynes,  I  believe  that  old  man  is  awake,  because  he  is  awake 
to  the  shabbiness  of  his  own  conduct.  His  conscience  has  got  the  better 
of  him,  which  he  has  been  trying  to  bully  out  of  doors.  Do  what  he  will, 
that  reflection  forces  itself  upon  him.  Mac,  Bunch,  and  the  doctor  all  saw 
the  thing  at  once,  and  went  dead  against  him.  He  wanted  to  break 
his  word  to  a  young  fellow,  who,  whatever  his  faults  might  be,  had  acted 
most  nobly  and  generously  by  the  Baynes  family.  He  might  have  been 
ruined  but  for  Philip's  forbearance ;  and  showed  his  gratitude  by  breaking 
his  promise  to  the  young  fellow.  He  was  a  henpecked  man — that  was  the 
fact.  He  allowed  his  wife  to  govern  him :  that  little  old  plain,  cantan- 
kerous woman  asleep  yonder.  Asleep.  Was  she  ?  No.  He  knew  she 
wasn't.    Both  were  lying  quite  still,  wide  awake,  purauing  their  dismal 


Digitized  by  Google 


14 


THE  ADVENTURES  OF  PHILIP 


thoughts.  Only  Charles  was  owning  that  he  was  a  sinner,  whilst  Eliza, 
his  wife,  in  a  rage  at  her  last  defeat,  was  meditating  how  she  could  continue 
and  still  win  her  battle. 

Then  Baynes  reflects  how  persevering  his  wife  is;  how,  all  through 
life,  she  has  come  back  and  back  and  back  to  her  point,  until  he  has 
ended  by  an  almost  utter  subjugation.  He  will  resist  for  a  day :  she 
will  fight  for  a  year,  for  a  life.  If  once  she  hates  people,  the  sentiment 
always  remains  with  her  fresh  and  lively.  Her  jealousy  never  dies ;  nor 
her  desire  to  rule.  What  a  life  she  will  lead  poor  Chaxfitite  now  she  has 
declared  against  Philip!  The  poor  child  will  be  subject  to  a  dreadful 
tyranny:  the  father  knows  it:  As  soon  as  he  leaves  the  hmne  on  his  daily 
walks,  the  girl's  torture  will  begin.  Baynes  knows  how  mawiftrcan  torture  a 
woman.  As  she  groans  out  a  hollow  cough  from  her  bad  in  tfie.  midnight, 
the  guilty  man  lies  quite  mum  under  his  own  counterpane.  If  site  fancies 
him  awake,  it  will  be  his  turn  to  receive  the  torture.  Ah,  Othello,  mon 
ami!  when  you  look  round  at  married  life,  and  know  what  yon  Know,  don't 
you  wonder  that  the  bolster  is  not  used  a  great  deal  more  freely."  on  both 
aides  ?  Horrible  cynicism  !  Yes — I  know.  These  proposition*  served 
raw  are  savage,  and  shock  your  sensibility;  cooked  with. a  little  piquant 
sauce,  they  are  welcome  at  quite  polite  tables. 

"  Poor  child  !  Yes,  by  George  !  What  a  life  her  mother  will  lead 
her  ! "  thinks  the  general,  rolling  uneasy  on  the  midnight  pillow.  "  No 
rest  for  her,  day  or  night,  until  she  marries  the  man  of  her  mother's 
choosing.  And  she  has  a  delicate  chest — Martin  says  she  has  ;  and  she 
wants  coaxing  and  soothing,  and  pretty  coaxing  she  will  have  from 
mamma  ! "  Then,  I  daresay,  the  past  rises  up  in  that  wakeful  old  man's 
uncomfortable  memory.  His  little  Charlotte  is  a  child  again,  laughing  on 
his  knee,  and  playing  with  his  accoutrements  as  he  comes  home  from 
parade.  He  remembers  the  fever  which  she  had,  when  she  would  take 
medicine  from  no  other  hand and  how,  though  silent  with  her  mother, 
with  him  she  would  never  tire  of  prattling,  prattling.  Guilt-stricken 
old  man  !  are  those  tears  trickling  down  thy  old  nose  ?  It  is  midnight. 
We  cannot  see.  When  you  brought  her  to  the  river,  and  parted  with  her 
to  send  her  to  Europe,  how  the  little  maid  clung  to  you,  and  cried,  "  Papa, 
papa  ! "  Staggering  up  the  steps  of  the  ghaut,  how  you  wept  yourself — 
yes,  wept  tears  of  passionate,  tender  grief  at  parting  with  the  darling  of 
your  soul.  And  now,  deliberately,  and  for  the  sake  of  money,  you  stab 
her  to  the  heart,  and  break  your  plighted  honour  to  your  child.  "  And  it 
is  yonder  cruel,  shrivelled,  bilious,  plain  old  woman  who  makes  me  do  all 
this,  and  trample  on  my  darling,  and  torture  her  1  "  he  thinks.  In 
Zoffany's  famous  picture  of  Garrick  and  Mrs.  Pritchard  as  Macbeth  and 
Lady  Macbeth,  Macbeth  stands  in  an  attitude  hideously  contorted  and 
constrained,  while  Lady  Mac  is  firm  and  easy.  Was  this  the  actor's  art, 
or  the  poet's  device?  Baynes  is  wretched,  then.  He  is  wrung  with 
remorse,  and  shame,  and  pity.  Well,  I  am  glad  of  it.  Old  man,  old 
man  !  how  darcst  thou  to  cause  that  child's  tender  little  bosom  to  bleed  ? 
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How  bilious  he  looks  the  next  morning'  1  I  declare  as  yellow  as  his  grim 
old  wife.  When  Mrs.  General  B.  hears  the  children  their  lessons,  how 
3he  will  scold  them !  It  is  my  belief  she  will  bark  through  the  morning 
chapter,  and  scarce  understand  a  word  of  its  meaning.  As  fbr  Charlotte, 
when  she  appears  with  red  eyes,  and  ever  so  little  colour  in  her  round 
cheek,  there  is  that  in  her  look  and  demeanour  which  warns  her  mother 
to  refrain  from  too  familiar  abuse  or  scolding.  The  girl  is  in  rebellion.  AH 
day  Char  was  in  a  feverish  state,  her  eyes  flashing  war.  There  was  a  song 
which  Philip  loved  in  those  days  :  the  song  of  Ruth.  Char  sate  down  to 
the  piano,  and  sang  it  with  a  strange  energy.  "  Thy  people  shall  be  my 
people" — she  sang  with  all  her  heart — "and  thy  God  my  God  !"  The 
slave  had  risen.  The  little  heart  was  in  arms  and  mutiny.  The  mother 
was  scared  by  her  defiance. 

As  for  the  guilty  old  father;  pursued  by  the  ftend: remorse,  he  fled 
early  from  his  house,  and  read  all  the  papers  at  Galignani's  without  com- 
prehending them.  Madly  regardless  of  expense,  he  then  plunged  into  one 
of  those  luxurious  restaurants  in  the  Palais  Royal,  where  you  get  soup, 
three  dishes,  a  sweet*  and-  a  pint  of  delicious  wine  fbr  two  frongBj  by 
George !  But  all'  the  luxuries  there  presented  to  him  could  not  drive  away 
care,  or  create  appetite;  Then  the  poor  old  wretch  went  off,  and  saw  a 
ballet  at  the  Grand  Opera.  In  vain.  The  pink  nymphs  had  not  the 
slightest  fascination  fbr  him.  He  hardly  was  aware  of  their  ogles,  bounds, 
and  capers.  He  saw  a  little  maid  with  round,  sad  eyes; — his  Iphigenia 
whom  he  was  stabbing.  He  took  more  b randy -and-water  at  cafes  on  his 
way  home.  In  vain,  in  vain,  I  tell  you  1  The  old  wife  was  sitting  up  for 
him,  scared  at  the  unusual  absence  of  her  lord.  She  dared  not  remon- 
strate with  him  when  he  returned.  His  face  was  pale.  His  eyes  were 
fierce,  and  bloodshot.  When  the  general  had  a  particular  look,  Eliza 
Baynes  cowered  in  silence.  Mac,  the  two  sisters,  and,  I  think,  Colonel 
Bunch  (but  on  this  point  my  informant*  Philip,  cannot  be  sure)  were 
having  a  dreary  rubber  when  the  general  came  in.  Mrs.  B.  knew  by  the 
general's  face  that  he  had  been  having  recourse  to  alcoholic  stimulus. 
But  she  dared  not  speak.  A  tiger  in  a  jungle  was  not  more  savage  than 
Baynes  sometimes.  "Where's  Char 7"  he  asked  in  his  dreadful,  his 
Bluebeard  voice.  "Char  was  gone  to  bed,"  said  mamma,  sorting  her 
trumps.  "Hm!  Augooet,  Odevee,  Oshol  "  Did  Eliza  Baynes  interfere, 
though  she  knew  he  had  had  enough  ?  As  soon  interfere  with  a  tiger,  and 
tell  him  he  had  eaten  enough  Sepoy.  After  Lady  Macbeth  had  induced 
Mac  to  go  through  that  business  with  Duncan,  depend  upon  it  she  was  very 
deferential  and* respectful  to  her  general.  No  groans,  prayers,  remorses 
could  avail  to  bring  his  late  majesty  back  to  life  again.  As  for  you, 
old  man,  though  your  deed  is  done,  it  is  not  past  recalling.  Though  you 
have  withdrawn  from  your  word  on  a  sordid  money  pretext ;  made  two 
hearts  miserable,  stabbed  cruelly  that  one  which  you  love  best  in  the 
world  ;  acted  with  wicked  ingratitude  towards  a  young  man,  who  has  been 
nobly  forgiving  towards  you  and  yours ;  and  are  suffering  with  rage  and 
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remorse,  as  you  own  your  crime  to  yourself; — your  deed  is  not  post 
recalling  as  yet.  You  may  soothe  that  anguish,  and  dry  those  tears.  It 
is  but  an  act  of  resolution  on  your  part,  and  a  firm  resumption  of  your 
marital  authority.  Mrs.  Baynes,  after  her  crime,  is  quite  humble  and 
gentle.  She  has  half  murdered  her  child,  and  stretched  Philip  on  an 
infernal  rack  of  torture ;  but  she  is  quite  civil  to  everybody  at  madame's 
house.  Not  one  word  does  she  say  respecting  Mrs.  Colonel  Bunch's  out- 
break of  the  night  before.  She  talks  to  sister  Emily  about  Paris,  the 
fashions,  and  Emily's  walks  on  the  Boulevard  and  the  Palais  Royal  with 
her  major.  She  bestows  ghastly  smiles  upon  sundry  lodgers  at  table. 
She  thanks  Augoost  when  he  serves  her  at  dinner— and  says, "  Ah,  madame, 
que  It  hoof  est  bong  aujourdhui,  rien  que  faime  comme  le  polofou."  Oh, 
you  old  hypocrite  !  But  you  know  I,  for  my  part,  always  disliked  the 
woman,  and  said  her  good  humour  was  more  detestable  than  her  anger. 
You  hypocrite  1  I  say  again : — ay,  and  avow  that  there  were  other 
hypocrites  at  the  table,  as  you  shall  presently  hear. 

When  Baynes  got  an  opportunity  of  speaking  unobserved,  as  he 
thought,  to  madame,  you  may  be  sure  the  guilty  wretch  asked  her  how 
his  little  Charlotte  was.  Mrs.  Baynes  trumped  her  partner's  best  heart  at 
that  moment,  but  pretended  to  observe  or  overhear  nothing.  "  She  goes 
better— she  sleeps,"  madame  said.  "Mr.  the  Doctor  Martin  has  com- 
manded her  a  calming  potion."  And  what  if  I  were  to  tell  you  that 
somebody  had  taken  a  little  letter  from  Charlotte,  and  actually  had  given 
fifteen  sous  to  a  Savoyard  youth  to  convey  that  letter  to  somebody  else  ? 
What  if  I  were  to  tell  you  that  the  party  to  whom  that  letter  was 
addressed,  straightway  wrote  an  answer — directed  to  Madame  de  Smolensk, 
of  course  ?  I  know  it  was  very  wrong;  but  I  suspect  Philip's  prescription 
did  quite  as  much  good  as  Doctor  Martin's,  and  don't  intend  to  be  very 
angry  with  madame  for  consulting  the  unlicensed  practitioner.  Don't 
preach  to  me,  madam,  about  morality,  and  dangerous  examples  set  to 
young  people.  Even  at  your  present  mature  age,  and  with  your  dear 
daughters  around  you,  if  your  ladyship  goes  to  hear  the  Barber  of  Seville, 
_on  which  side  are  your  sympathies— on  Dr.  Bartolo's,  or  Miss  Rosina's? 

Although,  then,  Mrs.  Baynes  was  most  respectful  to  her  husband,  and 
by  many  grim  blandishments,  humble  appeals,  and  forced  humiliations, 
strove  to  conciliate  and  soothe  him,  the  general  turned  a  dark,  lowering 
face  upon  the  partner  of  his  existence  :  her  dismal  smiles  were  no  longer 
pleasing  to  him  :  he  returned  curt  "  Oh's  !"  and  "  Ah's  1"  to  her  remarks. 
When  Mrs.  Hely  and  her  son  and  her  daughter  drove  up  in  their  family 
coach  to  pay  yet  a  second  visit  to  the  Baynes'  family,  the  general  flew  in 
a  passion,  and  cried,  "  Bless  my  soul,  Eliza,  you  can't  think  of  receiving 
visitors,  with  our  poor  child  sick  in  the  next  room  ?  It's  inhuman ! " 
The  scared  woman  ventured  on  no  remonstrances.  She  was  so  frightened 
that  she  did  not  attempt  to  scold  the  younger  children.  She  took  a  piece 
of  work,  and  sat  amongst  them,  furtively  weeping.  Their  artless  queries 
and  unseasonable  laughter  stabbed  and  punished  the  matron.    You  sec 
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people  do  wrong,  though  they  are  long  past  fifty  years  of  age.  It  is  not 
only  the  scholars,  but  the  ushers,  and  the  head-master  himself,  who  some- 
times deserve  a  chastisement.  I,  for  my  part,  hope  to  remember  this  sweet 
truth,  though  I  live  into  the  year  1900. 

To  those  other  ladies  boarding  at  madame's  establishment,  to  Mrs.  Mac 
and  Mrs.  Colonel  Bunch,  though  they  had  declared  against  him,  and 
expressed  their  opinions  in  the  frankest  way  on  the  night  of  the  battle 
royal,  the  general  was  provokingly  polite  and  amiable.  They  had  said, 
but  twenty  four  hours  since,  that  the  general  was  a  brute;  and  Lord 
Chesterfield  could  not  have  been  more  polite  to  a  lovely  young  duchess 
than  was  Baynes  to  these  matrons  next  day.  You  have  heard  how 
Mrs.  Mac  had  a  strong  desire  to  possess  a  new  Paris  bonnet,  so  that  she 
might  appear  with  proper  lustre  among  the  ladies  on  the  promenade  at 
Tours?  Major  and  Mrs.  Mac  and  Mrs.  Bunch  talked  of  going  to  the 
Palais  Royal  (where  MacWhirter  said  he  had  remarked  some  uncom- 
monly neat  things,  by  George  !  at  the  corner  shop  under  the  glass  gallery). 
On  this,  Baynes  started  up,  and  said  he  would  accompany  his  friends, 
adding,  "You  know,  Emily,  I  promised  you  a  hat  ever  so  long  ago!" 
And  those  four  went  away  together,  and  not  one  offer  did  Baynes  make  to 
his  wife  to  join  the  party;  though  her  best  bonnet,  poor  thing,.was  a  dread 
fully  old  performance,  with  moulting  feathers,  rumpled  ribbons,  tarnished 
flowers,  and  lace  bought  in  St.  Martin's  Alley  months  and  months  before. 
Emily,  to  be  sure,  said  to  her  sister,  "  Eliza,  won't  you  be  of  the  party  ? 
"We  can  take  the  omnibus  at  the  corner,  which  will  land  us  at  the  very 
gate."  But  as  Emily  gave  this  unlucky  invitation,  the  general's  face  wore 
an  expression  of  ill-will  so  savage  and  terrific,  that  Eliza  Baynes  said, 
"No,  thank  you,  Emily  ;  Charlotte  is  still  unwell,  and  I — I  may  be 
wanted  at  home."  And  the  party  went  away  without  Mrs.  Baynes ;  and 
they  were  absent  I  don't  know  how  long:  and  Emily  MacWhirter  came 
back  to  the  boarding-house  in  a  bonnet — the  sweetest  thing  you  ever 
saw ! — green  piqu£  velvet,  with  a  ruche  full  of  rosebuds,  and  a  bird  of 
paradise  perched  on  the  top,  pecking  at  a  bunch  of  the  most  magnificent 
grapes,  poppies,  ears  of  corn,  barley,  &c,  all  indicative  of  the  bounteous 
autumn  season.  Mrs.  General  Baynes  had  to  see  her  sister  return  home 
in  this  elegant  bonnet ;  to  welcome  her ;  to  acquiesce  in  Emily's  remark 
that  the  general  had  done  the  genteel  thing ;  to  hear  how  the  party  had 
further  been  to  Tortoni's,  and  had  ices ;  and  then  to  go  upstairs  to  her 
own  room,  and  look  at  her  own  battered,  blowsy  old  chapeau,  with  its 
limp  streamers,  hanging  from  its  peg.  This  humiliation,  I  say,  Eliza 
Baynes  had  to  bear  in  silence,  without  wincing,  and,  if  possible,  a  smilo 
on  her  face. 

In  consequence  of  circumstances  before  indicated,  Miss  Charlotte  was 
pronounced  to  be  very  much  better  when  her  papa  returned  from  his 
Palais  Royal  trip.  He  found  her  seated  on  madame's  sofa,  pale,  but  with 
the  wonted  sweetness  in  her  smile.  He  kissed  and  caressed  her  with 
many  tender  words.    I  daresay  he  told  her  there  was  nothing  in  the 
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world  lie  loved  so  much  as  his  Charlotte.  He  would  never  willingly  do 
anything  to  give  her  pain,  never  !  She  had  been  his  good  girl,  and  his 
blessing,  all  his  life  !  Ah !  that  is  a  prettier  little  picture  to  imagine — 
that  repentant  man,  and  his  child  clinging  to  him — than  the  tableau  over- 
head, viz.  Mrs.  Baynes  looking  at  her  old  bonnet.  Not  one  word  was 
said  about  Philip  id  the  talk  between  Baynes  and  his  daughter,  but  those 
tender  paternal  looks  and  caresses  carried  hope  into  Charlotte's  heart ;  and 
when  her  papa  went  away  (she  said  afterwards  to  a  female  friend),  "  I  got 
up  and  followed  him,  intending  to  show  him  Philip's  letter.  But  at  th<j 
door  I  saw  mamma  coming  down  the  stairs;  and  she  looked  so  dreadful, 
and  frightened  me  so,  that  I  went  back."  There  are  some  mothers  I  have 
heard  of,  who  won't  allow  their  daughters  to  read  the  works  of  this  humble 
homilist,  lest  they  should  imbibe  "dangerous"  notions,  &c.  &c.  My 
good  ladies,  give  them  Goody  Twoshocs  if  you  like,  or  whatever  work, 
combining  instruction  and  amusement,  you  think  most  appropriate  to  their 
juvenile  understandings;  but  I  beseech  you  to  be  gentle  with  them.  I 
never  saw  people  on  better  terms  with  each  other,  more  frank,  affec- 
tionate, and  cordial,  than  the  parents  and  the  grown-up  young  folks  in  the 
United  States.  And  why  ?  Because  the  children  were  spoiled,  to  be  sure  ! 
I  say  to  you,  get  the  confidence  of  yours — before  the  day  comes  of  revolt 
and  independence,  after  which  love  returneth  not. 

Now,  when  Mrs.  Baynes  went  in  to  her  daughter,  who  had  l>een  sitting 
pretty  comfortably  kissing  her  father,  on  the  sofa  in  madame's  chamber,  all 
those  soft  tremulous  smiles  and  twinkling  dew-drops  of  compassion  and 
forgiveness  which  anon  had  come  to  soothe  the  little  maid,  fled  from  cheek 
and  eyes.  They  began  to  flash  again  with  their  febrile  brightness,  and 
her  heart  to  throb  with  dangerous  rapidity.  "  How  are  you  now  ? "  asks 
mamma,  with  her  deep  voice.  4<  I  am  much  the  same,"  says  the  girl, 
beginning  to  tremble.  "  Leave  the  child ;  you  agitate  her,  madam,"  cries 
the  mistress  of  the  house,  coming  in  after  Mrs.  Baynes.  That  sad, 
humiliated,  deserted  mother  goes  out  from  her  daughter's  presence, 
tanging  her  head.  She  put  on  the  poor  old  bonnet,  and  had  a  walk  that 
evening  on  the  Champs  Elysces  with  her  little  ones,  and  showed  them 
Ouignol :  she  gave  a  penny  to  Guignol's  man.  It  is  my  belief  that  she- 
saw  no  more  of  the  performance  than  her  husband  had  seen  of  the  ballet 
the  night  previous,  when  Taglioni,  and  Noblet,  and  Duvernay,  danced 
before  his  hot  eyes.  But  then,  you  see,  the  hot  eyes  had  been  washed 
with  a  refreshing  water  since,  which  enabled  them  to  see  the  world  much 
more  cheerfully  and  brightly.  Ah,  gracious  heaven  gives  us  eyes  to  see 
•our  own  wrong,  however  dim  age  may  make  them  ;  and  knees  not  too 
stiff  to  kneel,  in  spite  of  years,  cramps,  and  rheumatism  !  That  stricken 
old  woman,  then,  treated  her  children  to  the  trivial  comedy  of  Guignol. 
She  did  not  cry  out  when  the  two  boys  climbed  up  the  trees  of  the  Elysian 
Fields,  though  the  guardians  bade  them  descend.  She  bought  pink  sticks  of 
barley-sugar  for  the  young  ones.  Withdrawing  the  glistening  sweetmeats 
from  their  lips,  they  pointed  to  Mrs.  Hely'a  splendid  barouche  as  it  rolled 
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citywards  from  the  Bois  de  Boulogne.  The  grey  shades  were  falling,  and 
Augu*te  was  in .  the  act  of  ringing  the  first  dinner  bell  at  Madame 
Smolensk's  establishment,  when  Mrs.  General  Baynes  returned  to  her 

loggings. 

Meanwhile,  annt  MacWhirter  had  been  to  pay  a  visit  to  little  Miss 
Charlotte,   in   the  new  bonnet  which    the  general,   Charlotte's  papa, 
had  bought  for  her.    This  elegant  article  had  furnished  a  subject  of  pleas- 
ing conversation  between  niece  and  aunt,  who  held  each  other  in  very 
kindly  regard,  and  all  the  details  of  the  bonnet,  the  blue  flowers,  scarlet 
flowers,  grapes,  sheaves  of  corn,  lace,  <fcc,  were  examined  and  admired  in 
detail.    Charlotte  remembered  the  dowdy  old  English  thing  which  aunt 
Mac  wore  when  she  went  out  ?    Charlotte  did  remember  the  bonnet,  and 
laughed  when  Mrs.  Mac  described  how  papa,  in  the  hackney  coach  on 
their  return  home,  insisted  upon  taking  the  old  wretch  of  a  bonnet, 
and  flinging  it  out  of  the  coach  window  into  the  road,  where  an  old 
chiffonnier  passing  picked  it  up  with  his  iron  hook,  put  it  on  his  own 
head,  and  walked  away  grinning.  I  declare,  at  the  recital  of  this  narrative, 
Charlotte  laughed  as  pleasantly  and  happily  as  in  former  days ;  and,  no 
doubt,  there  were  more  kisses  between  this  poor  little  maid  and  her  aunt. 

Now.  you  will  remark,  that  the  general  and  his  party,  though  they 
returned  from  the  Palais  Royal  in  a  hackney  coach,  went  thither  on  foot, 
two  and  two — viz.  Major  MacWhirter  leading,  and  giving  his  arm  to 
Mrs.  Bunch  (who,  I  promise  you,  knew  the  shops  in  the  Palais  Royal 
well),  and  the  general  following  at  some  distance,  with  his  sister-in-law 
for  a  partner. 

In  that  walk  a  conversation  very  important  to  Charlotte's  interests 
took  place  between  her  aunt  and  her  father. 

"  Ah,  Baynes !  this  is  a  sad  business  about  dearest  Char,"  Mrs.  Mac 
broke  out  with  a  sigh. 

"  It  is,  indeed,  Emily,"  says  the  general,  with  a  very  sad  groan  on 
his  part. 

4*  It  goes  to  ray  heart  to  see  you,  Baynes  ;  it  goes  to  Mac's  heart.  We 
talked  about  it  ever  so  late  last  night.  You  were  suffering  dreadfully;  and 
all  the  brandy-pawnee  in  the  world  won't  cure  yon,  Charles." 

*•  No,  faith,"  says  the  general,  with  a  dismal  screw  of  the  mouth. 
"  You  see,  Emily,  to  see  that  child  suffer  tears  my  heart  out — by  George, 
it  does.  She  has  been  the  best  child,  and  the  most  gentle,  and  the 
merriest,  and  the  most  obedient,  and  I  never  had  a  Avord  of  fault  to  find 
with  her  ;  and — poo-ooh  !  "  Here  the  general's  eyes,  which  have  been 
winking  with  extreme  rapidity,  give  way  ;  and  at  the  signal  pooh  !  there 
issue  out  from  them  two  streams  of  that  eye-water  which  we  have  said  is 
sometimes  so  good  for  the  sight. 

44  My  dear  kind  Charles,  you  were  always  a  good  creature,"  says 
Emily,  patting  the  arm  on  which  hers  rests.  Meanwhile  Major-General 
Baynes,  C.B.,  puts  his  bamboo  cane  under  his  disengaged  arm,  extracts 
from  his  hind  pocket  a  tine  large  yellow  bandana  pocket-handkerchiei, 
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and  performs  a  prodigious  loud  obligate — just  under  the  spray  of  the 
Rond-point  fountain,  opposite  the  Bridge  of  the  Invalides,  over  which 
poor  Philip  has  tramped  many  and  many  a  day  and  night  to  see  his 
little  maid. 

"  Have  a  care  with  your  cane,  then,  old  imbecile  ! "  cries  an  ap- 
proaching foot-passenger,  whom  the  general  meets  and  cliarges  with  his 
iron  ferule. 

"  Milh  pardong,  mosoo,  je  vous  demand*  mille  pardong"  says  the  old 
man,  quite  meekly. 

"You  are  a  good  soul,  Charles,"  the  lady  continues;  "  and  my  little 
Char  is  a  darling.  You  never  would  have  done  this  of  your  own  accord. 
Mercy  !  And  sec  what  it  was  coming  to  !  Mac  only  told  me  last  night. 
You  horrid,  blood-thirsty  creature  !  Two  challenges — and  dearest  Mac  as 
hot  as  pepper  !  Oh,  Charles  Baynes,  I  tremble  when  I  think  of  the  danger 
from  which  you  have  all  been  rescued  !  Suppose  you  brought  home  to 
Eliza — suppose  dearest  Mac  brought  home  to  me  killed  by  this  arm  on 
which  I  am  leaning.  Oh,  it  is  dreadful,  dreadful !  We  are  sinners,  all 
that  we  are,  Baynes  ! " 

"  I  humbly  ask  pardon  for  having  thought  of  a  great  crime.  I  ask 
pardon,"  says  the  general,  very  pale  and  solemn. 

"  If  you  had  killed  dear  Mac,  would  you  ever  had  rest  again,  Charles?  " 

"No;  I  Miink  not.  I  should  not  deserve  it,"  answers  the  contrite 
Baynes. 

"  You  have  a  good  heart.  It  was  not  you  who  did  this.  I  know  who 
it  was.  She  always  had  a  dreadful  temper.  The  way  in  which  she  used 
to  torture  our  poor  dear  Louisa  who  is  dead,  I  can  hardly  forgive  now, 
Baynes.  Poor  suffering  angel  !  Eliza  was  at  her  bed-side  nagging  and 
torturing  her  up  to  the  very  last  day.  Did  you  ever  see  her  with  her 
nurses  and  servants  in  India  ?  The  way  in  which  she  treated  them 
was  " 

"  Don't  say  any  more.  I  am  aware  of  my  wife's  faults  of  temper. 
Heaven  knows  it  has  made  me  suffer  enough  !  "  says  the  general,  hanging 
his  head  down. 

"Why,  man — do  you  intend  to  give  way  to  her  altogether?  I  said 
to  Mac  last  night,  '  Mac,  does  he  intend  to  give  way  to  her  altogether  ?  The 
Army  List  doesn't  contain  the  name  of  a  braver  man  than  Charles  Baynes, 
and  is  my  sister  Eliza  to  rule  him  entirely,  Mac  ! '  I  said.  No ;  if  you 
stand  up  to  Eliza,  I  know  from  experience  she  will  give  way.  We  have 
had  quarrels,  scores  and  hundreds,  as  you  know,  Baynes." 

"  Faith,  I  do,"  owns  the  general,  with  a  sad  smile  on  his  countenance. 

"  And  sometimes  she  has  had  the  best  and  sometimes  I  have  had  the 
best,  Baynes  !  But  I  never  yielded,  as  you  do,  without  a  fight  for  my 
own.  No,  never,  Baynes  I  And  me  and  Mac  are  shocked,  I  tell  you, 
iairly,  when  we  see  the  way  in  which  you  give  up  to  her  !  " 

"  Come,  come.  I  think  you  have  told  me  often  enough  that  I  am 
henpecked,"  says  the  general. 
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"And  you  give  up  not  yourself  only,  Charles,  but  your  dear,  dear 
child— poor  little  suffering  love  ! " 

"  The  young  man's  a  beggar  !  "  cries  the  general,  biting  his  lips. 

"  What  were  you,  what  was  Mac  and  me  when  we  married  ?  We 
hadn't  much  besides  our  pay,  had  we  ?  we  rubbed  on  through  bad  weather 
and  good,  managing  as  best  we  could,  loving  eacli  other,  God  be  praised  ! 
And  here  we  are,  owing  nobody  anything,  and  me  going  to  have  a  new 
bonnet !  "  and  she  tossed  up  her  head,  and  gave  her  companion  a  good- 
natured  look  through  her  twinkling  eyes. 

"  Kmily,  you  have  a  good  heart !  that's  the  truth,"  says  the  general. 

4i  And  you  have  a  good  heart,  Charles,  as  sure  as  my  name's  Mac- 
Whirter ;  and  I  want  you  to  act  upon  it,  and  I  propose  " 

-What?" 

"  Well,  I  propose  that  "    But  now  they  have  reached  the  Tuile- 

ries  garden  gates,  and  pass  through,  and  continue  their  conversation 
in  the  midst  of  such  a  hubbub  that  we  cannot  overhear  them.  They 
cross  the  garden,  and  so  make  their  way  into  the  Palais  Koyal,  and  the 
purchase  of  the  bonnet  takes  place ;  and  in  the  midst  of  the  excitement 
occasioned  by  that  event,  of  course,  all  discussion  of  domestic  affairs 
becomes  uninteresting. 

But  the  gist  of  Baynes's  talk  with  his  sister-in-law  may  be  divined 
from  the  conversation  which  presently  occurred  between  Charlotte  and 
her  aunt.  Charlotte  did  not  come  in  to  the  public  dinner.  She  was  too 
weak  for  that ;  and  "  un  bon  bouillon  "  and  a  wing  of  fowl  were  served  to 
her  in  the  private  apartment,  where  she  had  been  reclining  all  day.  At 
dessert,  however,  Mrs.  MacWhirter  took  a  fine  bunch  of  grapes  and  a 
plump  rosy  peach  from  the  table,  and  carried  them  to  the  little  maid,  and 
their  interview  may  be  described  with  sufficient  accuracy,  though  it  passed 
without  other  witnesses. 

From  the  outbreak  on  the  night  of  quarrels,  Charlotte  knew  that  her 
aunt  was  her  friend.  The  glances  of  Mrs.  MacWhirter's  eyes,  and  the 
expression  of  her  bonny,  homely  face,  told  her  sympathy  to  the  girl. 
There  were  no  pallors  now,  no  angry  glances,  no  heart-beating.  Miss 
Char  could  even  make  a  little  joke  when  her  aunt  appeared,  and  say, 
"  What  beautiful  grapes  !  Wrhy,  aunt,  you  must  have  taken  them  out  of 
the  new  bonnet ! " 

44  You  should  have  had  the  bird  of  paradise,  too,  dear,  only  I  see  you 
have  not  eaten  your  chicken  !  She  is  a  kind  woman,  Madame  Smolensk. 
I  like  her.  She  gives  very  nice  dinners.  I  can't  think  how  she  does  it 
for  the  money,  I  am  sure  1 " 

44  She  has  been  very,  very  kind  to  me;  and  I  love  her  with  all  my 
heart !"  cries  Charlotte. 

*'  Poor  darling !  We  have  all  our  trials,  and  yours  have  begun,  my 
love!" 

u  Yes,  indeed,  aunt  ! "  whimpers  the  young  person ;  upon  which  oscu- 
lation possibly  takes  place. 
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"  My  dear  !  when  your  papa  took  me  to  buy  the  bonnet,  we  had  a 
long  talk,  and  it  was  about  you." 

"  About  me,  aunt  !"  warbles  Miss  Charlotte. 

"  He  would  not  take  mamma ;  he  would  only  go  with  me,  alone.  I 
knew  he  wanted  to  say  something  about  you;  and  what  do  you  think  it 
was  ?  My  dear,  you  hare  Tt>een  very  much  agitated  here.  You  and  your 
poor  mamma  are  likely  to  disagree  for  some  time.  She  will  drag  you  to 
those  balls  and  fine  parties,  and  bring  you  those  fine  partners." 

"Oh,  I  hate  them!"  cries  Charlotte.  Poor  little  Holy  Walsingham, 
what  had  he  done  to  be  hated  ? 

"  Well.  It  is  not  for  me  to  speak  of  a  mother  to  her  own  daughter. 
But  you  know  mamma  has  a  way  with  her.  She  expects  to  be  obeyed.  She 
will  give  you  no  peace.  She  will  come  back  to  her  point  again  and  Again. 
You  know  how  she  speaks  of  some  one — a  certain  gentleman  ?  If  ever 
she  sees  him,  she  will  be  rude  to  him.  Mamma  can  be  rude  at  times — 
that  I  must  say  of  my  own  sister.    As  long  as  you  remain  here  " 

"Oh,  aunt,  aunt !  Don't  take  me  away,  don't  take  me  away  !"  cries 
Charlotte. 

"  My  dearest,  are  you  afraid  of  your  old  aunt,  and  your  uncle  Mac, 
who  is  so  kind,  and  has  always  loved  you  ?  Major  MacWhirter  has  a 
will  of  hi3  own,  too,  though  of  course  I  make  no  allusions.  We  know 
how  admirably  somebody  has  behaved  to  your  family.  Somebody  who 
has  been  most  ungratefully  treated,  though  of  course  I  make  no  allusions. 
If  you  have  given  away  your  heart  to  your  father's  greatest  benefactor,  do 
3*ou  suppose  I  and  uncle  Mac  will  quarrel  with  you  ?  When  Eliza 
married.  Baynes  (your  father  was  a  penniless  subaltern  then,  my  dear, — 
and  my  sister  was  certainly  neither  a  fortune  nor  a  beauty),  didn't  she  go 
dead  against  the  wishes  of  our  father  ?  Certainly  she  did  !  But  she  said 
she  was  of  age — that  she  was,  and  a  great  deal  more,  too — and  she  would 
do  as  she  liked,  and  she  made  Baynes  marry  her.  Why  should  you  be  afraid 
of  coming  to  us,  love  ?  You  are  nearer  somebody  here,  but  can  you  see 
him  ?  Your  mamma  will  never  let  you  go  out,  but  she  will  follow  you 
like  a  shadow.  You  may  write  to  him.  Don't  tell  me,  child.  Haven't 
I  been  young  myself ;  and  when  there  was  a  difficulty  between  Mac  and 
poor  papa,  didn't  Mac  write  to  me,  though  he  hates  letters,  poor  dear,  ami 
certainly  is  a  stick  at  them  ?  And,  though  we  were  forbidden,  had  we  not 
twenty  ways  of  telegraphing  to  each  other  ?  Law  !  your  poor  dear  grand- 
father was  in  such  a  rage  with  me  once,  when  he  found  one,  that  he  took 
down  his  great  buggy  whip  to  me,  a  grown  girl  1  " 

Charlotte,  who  has  plenty  of  humour,  would  have  laughed  at  this  con- 
fession some  other  time,  but  now  she  was  too  much  agitated  by  that  invi- 
tation to  quit  Paris,  which  her  aunt  had  just  given  her.  Quit  Paris  ? 
Lose  the  chance  of  seeing  her  dearest  friend,  her  protector  ?  If  he  was  not 
with  her,  was  he  not  near  her?  Yes,  near  her  always !  On  that  horrible 
night,  when  all  was  so  desperate ;  did  not  her  champion  burst  forward  to 
her  rescue  ?    Oh,  the  dearest  and  bravest !    Oh,  the  tender  and  true ! 
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"Yen  arc  not  listening,  you  poor  child  1"  said  aunt  Mac,  surveying 
her  niece  with  looks  of  kindness.  Now  listen  to  me  once  more.  Whisper  !  " 
And  sitting  down  on  the  settee  by  Charlotte's  side,  aunt  Emily  first  kissed 
the  girl's  round  cheek,  and  then  whispered  into  her  ear. 

Never,  I  declare,  was  medicine  so  efficacious,  or  rapid  of  effect,  as  that 
wondrous  distilment  which  aunt  Emily  poured  into  her  niece's  ear !  "  Oh, 
yo*j  goose  ! n  she  began  by  saying,  and  the  rest  of  the  charm  she  wliispered 
into  that  pearly  little  pink  shell  round  which  Miss  Charlotte's  soft,  brown 
ringlets  clustered.  Such  a  sweet  blush  rose  straightway  to  the  cheek! 
Such  sweet  lips  began  to  cry,  **  Oh,  you  dear,  dear  aunt,"  and  then  began 
to  kiss  aunt's  kind  face,  that,  I  declare,  if  I  knew  the  spell,  I  would  like  to 
pronounce  it  right  off,  with  such  a  sweet  young  patient  to  practise  on. 

"  When  do  we  go  ?  To-morrow,  aunt,  riest-ce  pas  ?  Oh,  I  am  quite 
strong !  never  felt  so  well  in  my  life  !  I'll  go  and  pack  up  this  instant" 
cries  the  young  person. 

"  Doucanent!  Papa  knows  of  the  plan.  Indeed,  it  was  he  who  pro- 
posed it." 

"Dearest,  best  father  !  "  ejaculates  Miss  Charlotte. 

u  But  mamma  docs  not ;  and  if  you  show  yourself  very  eager,  Charlotte, 
*he  may  object,  you  know.  Heaven  forbid  that  /  should  counsel  dissimu- 
lation to  a  child ;  but  under  the  circumstances,  my  love   At  least 

I  own  what  happened  between  Mac  and  me.  Law  !  J  didn't  care  for 
papa's  buggy  whip  !  I  knew  it  wonld  not  hurt ;  and  as  for  Baynes,  I  am 
sure  he  would  not  hurt  a  fly.  Never  was  man  more  sorry  for  what  he  has 
done.  He  told  me  so  whilst  we  walked  away  from  the  bonnet-shop,  whilst 
he  was  carrying  my  old  yellow.  We  met  somebody  near  the  Bourse. 
How  sad  he  looked,  and  how  handsome,  too  !  /  bowed  to  him  and  kissed 
my  hand  to  him,  that  is,  the  knob  of  my  parasol.  Papa  couldn't  shake 
hands  with  him,  because  of  my  bonnet,  you  know,  in  the  brown-paper 
bag.  He  has  a  grand  beard,  indeed  !  He  looked  like  a  wounded  lion.  I 
said  so  to  papa.  And  I  said,  '  Ii  is  you  who  wound  him,  Charles  Baynes ! ' 
4 1  know  that,'  papa  said.  '  I  have  been  thinking  of  it.  I  can't  sleep  at 
night  for  thinking  about  it  :  and  it  makes  me  dce'd  unhappy.'  You  know 
what  papa  sometimes  says  ?  Dear  me  !  You  should  have  heard  them, 
when  Eliza  and  I  joined  the  army,  years  and  years  ago !  " 

For  once,  Charlotte  Baynes  was  happy  at  her  father's  being  unhappy. 
The  little  maiden's  heart  had  been  wounded  to  think  that  her  father  could 
do  his  Charlotte  a  wrong.  Ah  1  take  warning  by  him,  ye  greybeards  ! 
And  however  old  and  toothless,  if  you  have  done  wrong,  own  that  you 
have  done  so;  and  sit  down  and  say  grace,  and  mumble  your  humble  pie! 

The  general,  then,  did  not  shake  hands  with  Philip;  but  Major 
MacWhirtcr  went  up  in  the  most  marked  way,  and  gave  the  wounded  lion 
his  own  paw,  and  said,  "  Mr.  Firm  in.  Glad  to  see  you  !  If  ever  you 
come  to  Tours,  mind,  don't  forget  my  wife  and  me.  Fine  day.  Little 
patient  much  better !    Bon  courage,  as  they  say  ! " 

I  wonder  what  sort  of  a  bungle  Philip  made  of  his  correspondence 
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with  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette  that  night  ?  Every  man  who  lives  by  his  pen, 
if  by  chance  lie  looks  back  at  his  writings  of  former  years,  lives  in  the 
past  again.  Our  griefs,  our  pleasures,  our  youth,  our  sorrows,  our  dear, 
dear  friends,  resuscitate.  How  we  tingle  with  shame  over  some  of  those 
fine  passages !  How  dreary  are  those  disinterred  jokes  !  It  was  Wed- 
nesday night,  Philip  was  writing  off  at  home,  in  his  inn,  one  of  his  grand 
tirades,  dated  "  Paris,  Thursday  " — so  as  to  be  in  time,  you  understand, 
for  the  post  of  Saturday,  when  the  little  waiter  comes  and  says,  winking, 
"  Again  that  lady,  Monsieur  Philippe  ! " 

"  What  lady  ?  "  asks  our  own  intelligent  correspondent. 

"  That  old  lady  who  came  the  other  day  ;  you  know." 

"  Cest  mot,  mon  ami  /"  cries  Madame  Smolensk's  well-known  grave 
voice.  "  Here  is  a  letter,  <f  abord.  But  that  says  nothing.  It  was 
written  before  the  grande  nouvelle — the  great  news — the  good  news  !  " 

"  What  good  news  ?  "  asks  the  gentleman. 

"  In  two  days  miss  goes  to  Tours  with  her  aunt  and  uncle — this  good 
Macvirtcrrc.  They  have  taken  their  places  by  the  diligence  of  Lafitte 
and  Caillard.  They  are  thy  friends.  Papa  encourages  her  going.  Here 
is  their  card  of  visit.  Go  thou  also ;  they  will  receive  thee  with  open 
arms.    What  hast  thou,  my  son  ?  " 

Philip  looked  dreadfully  sad.  An  injured  and  unfortunate  gentleman 
at  New  York  had  drawn  upon  him,  and  he  had  paid  away  everything 
he  had  but  four  francs,  and  he  was  living  on  credit  until  his  next  remit- 
tance arrived. 

"  Thou  hast  no  money !  I  have  thought  of  it.  Behold  of  it !  Let  him 
wait — the  proprietor !  "  And  she  takes  out  a  bank-note,  which  she  puts 
in  the  young  man's  hand. 

"  Ticns,  il  Vembrasse  encor  c7e  vieille  ! "  says  the  little  knife-boy. 
"  J'aitnerai  pas  qa,  moi,  par  examp  !  " 
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At  the  opposite  side  of  the  globe,  where  I  write  this  narrative  of  election 
experiences,  we  have  got  "manhood  suffrage,"  together  with  "the  ballot." 
As  there  may  be  some  curiosity  in  the  old  countries,  our  parents,  to  know 
how  these  things  are  managed  in  a  gold-mining  colony,  which  eight  or 
nine  years  ago  was  comparatively  lawless,  but  is  now  reduced  to  very 
good  order,  and  possesses  the  lull  extent  of  constitutional  liberties,  I 
write  this  narrative  of  an  election  contest  in  which  I  was  the  "  popular 
candidate." 

The  wisest  speeches  made  to  a  man  after  a  disastrous  event  nre  those 
which  he  makes  to  himself  when  his  wisdom  comes  too  late.  The  event 
being  not  only  beyond  recall,  but  never  likely  to  recur  again,  and  wisdom 
being,  therefore,  of  no  practical  utility  in  that  matter,  his  soliloquy  and 
self-admonition,  in  such  cases,  take  the  air  of  disinterested,  abstract  philo- 
sophy, and  bring  him,  for  the  moment,  a  very  complacent  degree  of  conso- 
lation. For  instance : — say  I  am  an  artist,  or  a  man  of  letters,  a  student 
of  science,  a  man  well  versed  im  ancient  lore,  or  one  possessing  various 
accomplishments ;  I  ask  myself,  in  the  first  place, 44  What  business  have 
you,  or  any  one  of  your  class,  in  Australia  at  the  present  time  ?  You 
are  not  the  sort  of  4  fast,'  knowing  fellow  that  is  wanted  out  here ;  but 
you  are  the  sort  of  person  knowing  something  else,  who  is  not  at  all 
wanted  here  at  present,  and  not  likely  to  be  wanted  for  some  years  to 
come.  What  on  earth,  my  very  dear  friend,  could  induce  you,  with  such 
antecedents,  to  contest  the  honour  of  representing  a  constituency  in 
Australia  ?  "  What  answer  could  be  made  to  the  spiritual  Mentor  by  the 
corporeal  Telcmachus  ?  None.  Yet  such  a  page  of  a  life's  experience 
may  be  instructive,  and  at  any  rate  amusing ;  for  the  characters  are  real 
and  all  the  incidents  true,  though  the  names  of  men  and  places  have 
been  changed. 

Some  four  years  ago,  during  a  general  election  in  Victoria,  several 
letters  were  addressed  to  me  by  influential  men  in  the  district  of  Grass- 
mere-  on -thc-Honeycomb,  and  Quartzreef-on-the-IIill,  requesting  me  to 
stand  for  the  constituency ;  these  were  followed  by  a  requisition,  signed 
by  most  of  the  Quartzreef  shareholders  and  crushing-mill  and  puddling 
proprietors,  as  well  as  by  the  owners  of  small  farms  and  homesteads,  and 
many  of  the  storekeepers  of  the  township.  I  was  well  known  in  the  dis- 
trict, where  I  had  previously  filled  a  position  of  some  authority  (save 
the  mark !)  and  had  exercised — at  least  so  I  intended  and  believed — a 
"  paternal  rule  "  over  a  Selkirkian  desert-sprawl  of  some  twenty  miles  of 
lagoon  swamp  and  bush,  golden  gully,  rocky  ridge,  and  primeval  forest. 
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Flattered  by  the  proposal,  and  foreseeing  no  difficulties  or  expense,  I 
replied  that,  provided  no  good  local  man  intended  to  come  forward, 
I  would  ride  up  to  Grassmere,  which  was  the  head  station,  in  the  course 
of  the  week.  I  was  promptly  assured  that  no  local  man  was  coming 
forward  ;  and,  therefore,  I  should  be  elected  without  opposition .  and  con- 
sequently without  any  expense :  in  short,  I  should  walk  over  the  course. 
A  day  or  so  before  starting,  however,  I  heard  that  Mr.  Orson  Hogs- 
bristle,  n  very  respectable  merchant  and  financier  of  Melbourne,  intended 
to  contest  the  election  on  the  Conservative  and  banking-interest  side;  so 
that  the  favoured  man  of  the  miners  would  not  exactly  walk  over  the 
course:  but,  as  the  chairman  of  his  committee  remarked,  "  very  nearly." 
Thus  encouraged,  I  mounted  my  old  thorough-bred  mare  (a  model  of 
ugliness,  but  well  able  to  carry  me  sixty  miles  in  the  day),  and  arrived  at 
Grassmere,  taking  up  ray  quarters  for  the  night  at  the  Grassmere  Hotel : 
and  to  work  I  went  "  electioneering." 

The  day  of  nomination  dawned  brightly  on  the  creeks  and  forest- 
mounts  round  Grassmere.  Forth  stepped  my  proposer  and  seconder,  in 
front  of  Clover's  Hotel,  addressing  the  electors  to  the  effect  that  I  waa 
"a  fit  and  proper  person  to  represent  the  constituency  of  Grassmere-on- 
the-Honeycomb  and  Quartzreef-on-the-Hill."  Forth  stepped  a  proposer 
and  seconder,  with  a  similar  proposition  in  favour  of  Mr.  Orson  Hogs- 
bristle.  But  just  as  the  show  of  hands  was  about  to  be  called  for,  to  our 
surprise  two  electors  stepped  forward  and  nominated  a  "  local  man  " — to 
wit,  Mr.  Cad  DolI-y~Brodd,  who,  his  proposer  informed  us,  was  descended 
from  one  of  the  minor  Welsh  kings  of  a  remote  period.  Whatever  his 
descent,  he  was  at  this  time  the  proprietor  of  a  general  store  of  chandlery, 
ironmongery,  tents,  tar,  &c,  which  was  managed  by  his  wife,  while 
Mr.  Doll-y-Brodd  drove  his  own  dray  about  the  country,  and  frequently 
to  Melbourne.  He  might,  therefore,  be  considered  a  very  "  fit  and  proper 
person,"  being  conversant  with  the  wants  of  both  places,  and  his  own 
locality  in  particular.  This  excited  great  indignation  in  all  my  sup- 
porters, who  continued  to  protest  against  it  as  an  absurdity;  adding, 
that  it  was  certain  to  prove  the  ruin  of  Doll-y-Brodd,  as  all  the  respect- 
able miners  and  mill-owners  would  desert  his  store :  indeed,  three  sacks 
of  oats,  a  dozen  picks  and  shovels,  a  ton  of  hay,  and  several  pounds  of 
gunpowder  and  brown  sugar,  which  had  been  ordered  only  the  day  before, 
were  at  once  countermanded,  just  to  show  him  that  he  was  flying  in  the 
face  of  the  "  higher  orders,"  by  allowing  himself  to  be  nominated.  While 
my  partisans  were  thus  displaying  their  great  displeasure,  the  supporters 
of  Mr.  Orson  Hogsbristle  never  troubled  themselves  at  the  circumstance, 
and,  in  fact,  seemed  far  rather  disposed  to  treat  the  nomination  of  the  local 
descendant  of  the  Welsh  kings  as  a  joke.  I  also  regarded  it  in  somewhat 
the  same  light,  and  was,  furthermore,  impressed  with  the  belief  that  most 
of  his  "  committee  "  were  considerably  indebted  to  Mrs.  Doll-y-Brodd  for 
blankets,  tools,  tobacco,  and  other  stores. 

And  now  commenced  a  species  of  electioneering  work  which  offers 
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some  new  features  to  the  denizens  of  the  mother  country.  The  township 
r  f  Grassmerc  was  the  place  of  nomination,  and  for  the  final  declaration  of 
the  poll  ;  but  quite  as  many  of  the  electors  resided  in  other  parts  of  the 
district.  For  instance,  Quartzreef-on-the-Hill  was  nearly  forty  miles 
distant ;  its  younger  mining  sister,  Boo-boo,  was  five  miles  beyond  that ; 
and  the  township  of  Blefuscue,  on  the  Goulbum  river,  was  again  a  ride  of 
nine  miles  through  plashy  swamp  and  arid  bush.  At  this  period  there 
were  no  attempts  at  a  public  conveyance,  many  places,  after  a  few  hours' 
rain,  being  almost  impassable ;  howbeit,  electors  had  to  be  "  canvassed  " 
and  "  addressed  "  at  each  of  those  places  :  so  to  work  we  all  went,  my 
friends  and  I.  We  commenced  by  immediately  holding  an  election  meet- 
ing at  the  Graasmcre  Hotel ;  at  the  same  hour  Mr.  Hogsbristle  held  a  rival 
meeting  at  the  Mount  Ararat  Inn,  while  Mr.  Doll-y-Brodd  rode  off  to 
QuartzhiU.  Directly  "  our  side "  heard  this,  I  was  exhorted  to  gallop 
after  him,  which  I  did,  and  addressed  the  electors.  I  then  galloped  away 
to  the  Boo-boo  diggings,  where  I  met  Mr.  Doll-y-Brodd  returning  from 
Blefuscue,  to  which  place  I  afterwards  had  also  to  betake  myself.  Mean- 
time, Mr.  Hogsbristle  had  to  go  through  the  same  labour,  though  in  a 
different  fashion.  This  gentleman,  being  gouty  and  cumbrous,  required 
u  steps (a  "  leg-up  "  was  out  of  the  question)  to  enable  him  to  get  into  a 
saddle,  and  a  "  tackle  "  to  bring  him  down ;  but  these  aids  to  horseman- 
tship  not  being  available  in  bush  travelling,  the  landlord  of  the  "  Mount 
Ararat "  undertook  to  drive  him  in  a  light  American  trap,  made  of  lance- 
wood,  with  leather  springs ;  and  my  opponent  was  thus  enabled  to  meet 
Mr.  Doll  and  myself  in  succession  on  our  way  back  to  Grassmerc.  The 
reader  may  picture  to  himself  the  three  rival  candidates  scouring  the 
country  to  these  distant  places,  one  of  us  arriving  at  a  locality  just  as  his 
rival  was  departing,  meeting  one  another  in  the  bush,  or  catching  glimpses 
from  afar  in  this  election  steeple-chase;  and,  in  some  cases,  leaving  a  friend 
to  speak,  in  order  to  gallop  off  to  the  next  place  and  secure  the  only  one 
good -si zed  room  to  be  found  before  an  opponent  could  arrive.  Between 
Mr.  Doll-y-Brodd  and  myself  this  race  for  the  poll  was  unceasing;  but 
the  career  of  the  heavy  Mr.  Hogsbristle  soon  came  to  an  end  by  the 
dashing  '*  whip  "  who  drove  him  running  against  a  stump  with  one  wheel, 
while  his  horse's  head  went  jam  into  the  fork  of  a  tree,  whereby  the 
whole  concern  came  to  grief.  No  bones  were  broken,  as,  indeed,  in 
certain  conditions  of  mental  exaltation  they  scarcely  ever  are,  happen 
what  may ;  but  the  horse,  the  trap,  the  harness,  and  the  residue  of  a  two- 
dozen  case  of  wine  and  brandy  were  damaged  irretrievably. 

An  active  life  in  the  open  air  puts  everything  else,  for  the  time  being, 
clean  out  of  the  mind ;  so  I  have  been  near  forgetting,  even  in  this  narra- 
tive, the  more  disagreeable  part  of  my  election  contest; — the  having  to 
be  put  through  your  political  facings,  and  to  be  catechized — to  stand  fire 
singly  against  a  mixed  mass  of  educated  minds  and  grossly  ignorant  minds 
— shrewd  men,  coached-up  by  my  opponents,  or  drunken  brutes  sent 
to  prevent  me  from  being  heard,  or  to  torment  me  with  some  offensive 
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and  insulting  question,  turning  upon  personalities,  or  a  local  reminiscence 
monstered  or  made  ridiculous ;  not  to  mention  some  outrageous  accusation 
invented  by  some  ingenious  fabricator.  Talk  of  "  eating  dirt  ! "  that 
seems  to  me  only  one  portion  of  what  you  have  to  swallow  at  an  election ; 
and  the  most  exasperating  part  of  the  business  is  the  necessity  of  keeping 
your  temper :  once  get  into  a  rage,  the  whole  body  of  electors,  friends, 
and  opponents  fall  into  convulsions  of  laughter,  and  it  is  all  over  with  you 
for  that  day ;  probably  you  lose  your  election  in  consequence,  since  a  man 
in  a  passion  cannot  suppress  his  scorn. 

On  the  grand  day  of  election  Mr.  Doll-y-Brodd  did  not  make  his 
appearance  on  the  hustings,  and  Mr.  Hogsbristle,  by  my  consent,  preceded 
me.  I  little  thought  of  the  advantage  thus  thrown  into  his  hands. 
Mr.  Hogsbristle  was  evidently  well  versed  in  electioneering  tactics,  and 
he  used  his  opportunity  in  the  most  skilful  and  unscrupulous  manner. 
I  could  hardly  trust  my  ears  in  listening  to  what  he  said  of  me:  I  did 
not  recognize  myself  in  any  way;  nor,  indeed,  could  I  recognize  any- 
body resembling  this  "  fancy  sketch "  of  me.  He  was  determined  to 
show  us  that,  if  he  could  not  ride,  he  could  talk ;  and  he  talked  so  long 
that,  before  my  turn  came,  everybody's  patience  was  worn  out.  I 
endeavoured  now  and  then  (on  the  most  unpleasant  occasions)  to  inter- 
rupt  him  by  calling  out  "  Time  !  time  !  "  but  he  said  there  was  plenty  of 
time,  and  he  could  assure  the  honourable  gentleman  he  had  not  half  done ; 
which  caused  great  merriment  at  my  expense.  However,  my  turn  came 
at  last,  and  I  got  through  very  well,  keeping  to  political  principles,  with- 
out personalities;  with  the  single  exception  of  a  commentary  on  the 
equestrian  bacchic  and  acrobatic  performances  of  Mr.  Hogsbristle  in  the 
bush,  which  produced  screams  of  laughter.  But  the  most  unwarrantable 
of  the  election  dodges  resorted  to  by  Mr.  Hogsbristle  was  perpetrated  in 
my  absence.  A  Melbourne  newspaper  happened  to  arrive  that  evening, 
containing  some  remarks  on  a  notorious  character  in  Sydney,  whose  name 
was  not  mentioned  for  fear  of  an  action  for  libel :  the  passage  concluded 
with,  "  the  ruffian -like  atrocity  of  his  recent  proceedings,  and  the  deep 
degradation  of  his  past  career."    This  was  marked  and  handed  round 

the  room,  with  the  whisper  of,  "  That's  meant  for  Mr.  naming  me ; 

though  everybody  in  Melbourne  knew  very  well  that  it  referred  to  matters 
in  Sydney  ten  years  before  I  left  England.  With  a  "  bush  "  constituency, 
however,  the  manoeuvre  was  likely  to  be  extensively  successful ;  but  the 
insidious  attempt,  added  to  the  unprovoked  personalities  previously 
launched  at  me  by  Mr.  Hogsbristle,  caused  a  reaction  in  my  favour  with 
many,  and  an  increased  energy  among  the  rest,  so  that  there  now  seemed 
no  doubt  as  to  the  result  of  the  election.  Mr.  Hogsbristle  had  no  chance, 
it  was  said,  and  Mr.  Doll-y-Brodd  had  "  not  the  ghost  of  a  chance." 

A  new  phase  in  this  contest  was  now  developed.  It  was  discovered 
that  Mr.  Hogsbristle,  who  piqued  himself  upon  knowing  how  elections 
were  managed  in  the  mother  country,  had  procured  the  nomination  of 
Mr.  Doll-y-Brodd  with  a  view  of  "  dividing  the  Liberal  interest ;  "  and 
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his  supporters  finding ,  as  the  polling-day  approached,  that  my  election 
was  pretty  secure,  were  sent  about  to  canvass  for  Mr.  Doll-y-Brodd  as 
well  as  himself:  if  a  man  would  not  vote  for  the  Conservative  and  bank- 
ing interest,  would  he  not  vote  for  the  diggers'  real  friend,  who  kept  a 
large  and  convenient  store  ?  As  for  the  Gold  Commissioner  and  other  high 
officials  of  the  Camp  (my  "  occupation  "  in  those  quarters  being  gone), 
and  their  dependants,  Mr.  Hogsbristle  had  long  since  secured  their  votes, 
and  done  the  usual  dinner  and  supper-party  convivialities,  which  are  sup- 
posed to  cement  the  bonds  of  friendship  on  these  occasions. 

Once  more  I  had  galloped  off  to  Quartzreef-on-the-Hill ;  thence  to 
the  rich  mines  of  Boo-boo  ;  thence  to  the  township  of  Blefuscue,  calling 
upon  the  independent  electors  of  each  of  those  places  to  do  their  duty  to 
the  country  of  their  adoption ;  and  returning  at  full  speed,  I  reached 
the  Grassmere  Hotel  before  the  declaration  of  the  poll.  There  was 
great  excitement  among  the  crowd,  and  soon  a  general  rush  and  shouting 
outside  informed  me  that  the  results  of  the  polling  were  about  to  be 
declared.  Did  I  hear  rightly  ?  The  thing  seemed  incredible.  I  was 
at  the  bottom  of  the  poll !  Yells,  shouts,  and  hisses  followed  the 
declaration.  I  was  just  one  below  Mr.  Hogsbristle ;  but  the  richest  part 
of  the  whole  business  was,  that  this  experienced  gentleman,  having 
successfully  divided  the  Liberal  interest,  had  overshot  the  mark,  so 
that  Mr.  Doll-y-Brodd  distanced  us  both.  Distanced,  do  I  say — he 
had  nearly  double  the  number  of  votes  obtained  by  either  of  us.  The 
"  local  man "  had  become  the  duly  elected  member  for  the  constituency 
of  Grassmere-on-the-Honeycoinb,  and  QuarUreef-on-the-IIill,  including 
the  Boo-boo  mines,  and  the  township  of  Blefuscue ;  and  all  the  indignant 
oaths  and  unconstitutional  threats  of  the  chief  mining  proprietors  and 
mill-owners  of  Grassmere  could  not  affect  his  title. 

After  the  event,  it  was  not  difficult  to  understand  how  the  result  came 
about.  One  might  have  foreseen  it  from  the  debts  on  Mrs.  Dolly's  books 
for  stores,  of  which  we  all  knew  ;  from  Mr.  Hogsbristle's  suicidal  assist- 
ance ;  from  the  ballot ;  and,  above  all,  from  the  numerical  power  of  the 
vote  by  the  "  miner's  right "  and  manhood  suffrage. 

A  little  episode  of  this  electioneering  drama  is  too  characteristic, 
though  distasteful  to  the  writer,  not  to  bo  recorded.  Having  held  a 
meeting  at  a  certain  public-house  in  the  bush  in  the  evening,  the  night 
was  so  dark  that  an  attempt  to  return  before  morning  was  out  of  the 
question.  The  electors  kept  it  up  to  a  late  hour  after  I  had  retired  to 
what  was  anything  but  a  "  balmy  couch,"  and  where  sleep  was  rendered 
almost  impossible  by  the  ingress  of  the  fumes  of  the  worst  tobacco,  and 
the  noise  of  the  singing  and  dancing.  At  last,  the  tumult  having  subsided 
into  a  series  of  intermittent  gasps  and  snores,  forming  the  closing  bars  of 
this  serenade,  I  fell  asleep — a  sleep  deep  beyond  dreams,  the  sort  of  sleep 
a  man  might  have  who  had  had  his  head  punched  all  over.  Awaking  in 
the  morning  with  the  din  and  hoof-clatter  still  going  on  in  my  brain,  and 
the  sun  shining  full  on  my  face,  I  saw  that  it  was  time  for  me  to  be  again 
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in  the  saddle.  But  all  was  quiet  in  the  house.  Eight  o'clock  in  a  bush 
inn,  and  nobody  moving !  However,  I  prepared  to  sally  forth,  recon- 
ciling myself  without  much  vexation  to  the  probability  of  no  breakfast. 
But  my  bedroom  door  would  not  open  ;  something  heavy  lay  against  it. 
By  dint  of  vigorous  and  sustained  pushes  I  forced  open  the  door  suffi- 
ciently to  enable  me  to  squeeze  through  sideways,  and  I  then  stepped 
over  the  body  of  a  man  in  a  drunken  sleep,  who  lay,  as  Chaucer  says  of  a 
corpse,  "  gaping  upright."  I  found  the  whole  floor  of  the  house  was 
covered,  as  in  a  field  of  battle  next  day,  with  bodies  in  the  same  condition, 
and  had  to  step  over  these  drunken  corpses  one  after  another,  in  order  to 
make  my  way  out  at  the  front  door  :  standing  on  the  threshold,  with  the 
sun  darting  his  golden  beams  into  the  den  of  beasts,  I  could  not  forbear 
ejaculating  as  I  turned  away,  "  And  these  are  the  men  who  are  to  elect 
me  ! — these  are  the  men  I  am  to  represent  1 " 

The  excitement  at  Grassmere  was  not  abated  by  the  result  of  tho 
election.  Mr.  Doll-y-Brodd,  confounded  by  his  victory,  would  have 
resigned  his  seat;  but  Mrs.  Dolly  had  got  it  into  her  head  that  while 
serving  customers  she  would  be  called  "  my  lady,"  and  nothing  could 
shake  her  conviction  or  induce  her  to  consent  to  her  spouse's  resignation. 
As  for  Mr.  Hogsbristle,  he  was  so  disgusted  and  indignant,  that  he  started 
off  the  next  morning  at  daybreak  for  Melbourne,  without  a  word  of 
thanks  for  all  that  had  been  done  for  him.  Meantime  the  Quartzreef 
proprietors,  crushing-mill  owners,  and  miners  of  the  "  higher  orders," 
who  had  been  beaten  by  the  numerical  power  of  the  lower  orders,  deter- 
mined to  give  a  public  dinner  at  the  Grassmere  Hotel  to  the  man  of  their 
choice.  About  one  hundred  and  twenty  sat  down.  The  room  was  taste- 
fully decorated  with  fragrant  evergreens  and  other  shrubs;  and  on  the 
wall  appeared  the  representation  of  a  certain  constellation  of  the  northern 
hemisphere,  intended  to  be  emblematic  of  my  antecedents,  the  stars  being 
represented  by  different-sized  rosettes  of  violets,  gathered  from  the  fort  of 
Mount  Ararat  and  in  the  valleys  round  Grassmere — a  graceful  compli- 
ment from  the  corny  hands  of  men  in  red  flannel-shirts  and  blue 
jumpers :  though  it  should  be  remembered  that  a  gold-mining  com- 
munity comprises  men  of  all  classes ;  not  only  hardy  adventurers,  but 
a  good  sprinkling  of  more  refined  elements.  The  chair  was  filled  by 
Dr.  Pigeonhousc  (chairman  of  my  committee),  who  did  the  honours  with 
an  air  of  medico-political  benevolence;  and  the  "speeches  "  were  received 
with  hearty  applause,  as  were  tho  songs  :  especially  one  written  for  the 
occasion  by  Captain  Pepperfrog,  in  which  none  of  my  opponents  were 
spared. 

The  next  morning,  after  breakfast,  a  cavalcade  assembled  in  front 
of  Clovers  Grassmere  Hotel,  to  do  me  honour  by  seeing  me  off  on 
my  return  towards  Melbourne.  Electors  on  horseback,  in  gigs,  dog- 
carts, bakers'  carts,  farmers'  carts,  settlers'  traps,  and  one  or  two  large 
drays,  awaited  my  advent.  When  my  marc  was  led  forth,  she  was 
observed  to  be  so  out  of  condition  from  her  recent  work,  that  a  ixicndly 
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squatter  stepped  tip  and  offered  to  send  her  for  a  few  months'  spell  to  one 
of  hia  paddocks;  meantime  making  me  a  present  of  a  handsome  little 
stock-mare  of  his  own,  with  saddle  and  hridle,  as  she  stood.  Her 
character  was  brief,  but  satisfactory.  "  She's  thoroughly  sound,"  said 
be,  **  broke  in  by  one  of  my  stock-riders  up  to  fifteen  stone,  and  a  good 
forcer  ;  and  as  to  spirit,  when  after  cattle,  you  can  hardly  hold  her." 
1  thanked  him  cordially,  and  mounted. 

The  escort  of  honour  thought  proper  to  turn  in  the  opposite  direction 
to  the  road  towards  Melbourne,  and  proceed  to  the  furthermost  outskirts 
of  the  town ;  a  wheel  to  the  right-about  was  then  ordered,  and  a  halt 
made  in  front  of  the  tent  of  Mr.  Dugdale,  the  cow  doctor  and  dairyman 
of  the  district,  whose  share  in  one  of  the  quartz  reefs  was  said  to  be  worth 
at  least  ten  thousand  pounds.    He  had  been  a  great  supporter  of  mine, 
and  the  escort,  therefore,  drank  his  health  in  bumpers  of  sherry — though 
some  preferred  brandy — with  three  cheers.    The  same  compliment  was 
paid  to  Mrs.  Dugdale;  and  then  the  same  to  all  the  children:  a  final 
cheer  concluded  the  ceremony.    The  procession  then  moved  on,  and 
halted  at  the  next  tent  or  store,  the  owners  of  which  had  supported  their 
intended  member,  and  there  repeated  the  performance.    A  halt  was  then 
made  in  front  of  a  store,  the  proprietors  of  which  had  supported  one  or 
other  of  my  rivals  ;  and  here  there  was  a  profusion  of  groans,  hisses,  and 
mixed  ejaculations.    I  tried  to  prevent  this,  on  the  ground  that  besides 
the  freedom  of  voting,  it  could  not  be  known,  under  the  ballot,  how  any- 
body had  voted;  but  Dr.  Pigeonhouse  whispered  me,  that  it  was  very 
well  known  ;  and,  in  any  case,  we  should  let  the  electors  and  the  escort 
please  themselves.    In  this  style,  therefore,  we  slowly  proceeded  through 
the  town  of  Grassmere,  stopping  in  front  of  every  tent  and  store  and 
public-house,  and  indulging  in  such  demonstrations  as  were  considered 
most  appropriate  to  the  several  inmates.   Mr.  Doll-y-Brodd  had  stowed 
himself  away  somewhere,  and  Mrs.  Dolly  had  closed  the  store  for  the 
day ;  but  a  prolonged  demonstration  was  made  in  front,  nevertheless,  to 
my  great  discomfort:  Dr.  Pigeonhouse  assuring  me  there  was  no  help 
for  it. 

Having  passed  thus  through  the  town,  to  the  other  end  of  the  town- 
ship, a  distance  of  about  four  miles,  a  final  halt  was  made  in  front  of 
the  last  hotel,  to  wit,  "  The  Platter  and  Pitchfork,"  where  we  all  dis- 
mounted. Here  an  extensive  luncheon  had  been  prepared,  and  the  tabic 
looked  black  with  bottles.  It  may  be  well  imagined,  from  what  had 
already  occurred,  that  everybody  had  taken  quite  as  much  as  was  good  for 
him ;  however,  speeches  and  toasts,  after  the  luncheon,  were  inevitable, 
and  then  followed  farewell  glasses,  in  which  they  drank  long  life,  and 
health,  and  happiness  to  me,  and  success  in  the  next  election,  with  pro- 
longed and  vociferous  cheering.  I  now  reminded  Dr.  Pigeonhouse  that  I 
had  to  ride  forty  miles  before  dark,  the  nearest  town  being  Kilmany,  and 
the  day  was  far  advanced.  He  assented ;  but  there  were  yet  more  "  last 
speeches,"  more   "parting  glasses,"  prolonged  shouts,  and  protracted 
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shaking  of  hands.  Finally,  it  was  determined  to  "  chair  "  me  ;  and  pre- 
sently a  scene  occurred,  which  would  have  furnished  materials  for  a  com- 
panion picture  to  Hogarth's  "  Chairing  the  Member."  The  four  legs  of 
my  chair  were  seized  by  as  many  supporters,  and  the  whole  mass  of 
people  hurried  forth  with  shouts,  producing  a  great  commotion  among  the 
horses  outside,  very  few  of  whom  had  ever  been  properly  broken  in.  As 
for  the  little  bush-mare  that  had  been  presented  to  me,  I  shall  never  forget 
her  look  of  horror  and  aversion  as  she  saw  an  object  sitting  in  a  chair, 
borne  on  the  shoulders  of  four  men,  coming  towards  her.  It  required 
four  other  men  to  hold  her  head,  as  she  started,  capered,  and  flung  out, 
cocking  her  ears,  and  showing  the  whites  of  her  eyes ;  while,  from  his 
arm-chair,  which  they  raised  carefully  like  a  miner's  bucket,  the  too- 
much  honoured  candidate  was  emptied  into  the  saddle,  amidst  waving 
of  hats  and  vociferous  plaudits.  Simultaneously  the  hands  holding  the 
stock-mare  let  go  their  hold  ;  her  head,  luckily,  was  at  this  moment 
pointed  directly  towards  the  centre  of  the  road,  and  away  she  darted,  at 
such  a  speed  that  the  explosive  shout  of  the  crowd  behind  had  all  the 
effect  of  our  having  been  fired  out  of  it.  The  friendly  squatter  who  had 
given  me  the  mare,  had  not  overrated  her  speed  and  energy :  the  pace 
was  tremendous ;  but  so  equable  in  its  rapidity  as  to  require  no  seat 
whatever  beyond  the  balance,  while  our  rush  through  the  air  produced 
a  sound  resembling  the  whirr  of  a  spinning-wheel. 

It  was  now  nearly  two  o'clock,  and  knowing  there  were  forty  miles 
before  me,  which  had  to  be  accomplished  before  dark,  the  luxury  of  such 
a  pace  as  this  could  not  prudently  be  continued  beyond  a  few  minutes ; 
gradually,  therefore,  causing  the  racing  gallop  to  subside  into  a  steady 
canter,  alternating  with  a  brisk  trot,  we  got  over  the  ground  capitally  ; 
and,  including  two  brief  stoppages  for  a  feed,  and  to  have  the  mare's 
mouth  washed  (she  kicked  the  man  who  attempted  to  wash  her  feet),  we 
were  within  two  miles  of  Kilmany  just  as  the  shades  of  evening  were 
coming  on.  There  being  no  twilight  in  Australia,  beyond  a  few  minutes, 
and  the  approaches  to  the  town  of  Kilmany  being  very  difficult  in  the 
dark,  owing  to  several  branching  roads,  I  took  a  "  short  cut,"  which  would 
save  at  least  three-quarters  of  a  mile.  Fatal  miscalculation  !  The  direc- 
tion I  took  was  right  enough  the  last  time  I  went  that  way,  but  since  then 
many  small  lots  of  land  had  been  sold  in  the  neighbourhood,  huts  and 
cottages  erected,  and  gardens  and  paddocks  enclosed  by  strong  fences. 
Arriving  at  some  of  these,  we  had  to  go  round  ;  then  to  make  a  zig-zag; 
then  to  cross  a  deep  rocky  creek.  Still,  no  way  out.  I  paused  to  con- 
sider. If  I  turned  back,  it  would  be  dark  before  I  could  regain  the  main 
road,  so  I  went  on,  trusting  to  get  through  somewhere  into  a  by-road  or 
cutting.  Presently  I  arrived  at  the  foot  of  a  very  steep  rocky  ridge,  having 
a  broken  ascent.  Australian  horses,  and  pre-eminently  those  used  by  stock- 
riders, will  overcome  difficulties  of  bogs  and  logs,  swamps  and  rocks,  that 
few  other  horses  would  look  at  a  second  time :  they  creep  up  acclivities 
like  cats.    Up  went  the  little  mare,  taking  the  broken,  rocky  steep  as  a 
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matter  of  course ;  and  arrived  at  the  top,  I  found  myself  in  an  enclosed, 
narrow,  swampy  flat.  After  half-a-mile  of  this  I  came  to  a  deep  creek 
of  rich,  coal-black  mud.  This  the  mare,  at  the  first  sniff,  refused ;  dis 
mounting,  I  began  to  lead  her  down ;  but  directly  she  saw  my  ankles 
disappear,  not  an  inch  farther  would  she  budge.  Mounting  again, 
I  found  a  track  to  the  right,  but  after  a  few  hundred  yards  came  to  another 
black  creek,  the  very  counterpart  of  the  first.  Itcturning  to  the  swampy 
flat,  nothing  but  fences  met  the  eye  on  every  side.  Night  had  now  come ; 
there  was  no  moon,  and  to  attempt  the  descent  of  the  rocky  steep  in 
the  dark  was  out  of  the  question.    I  was  "  bushed  "  for  the  night. 

Vexed  at  having  so  cleverly  and  completely  accomplished  the  very 
thing  I  had  so  knowingly  sought  to  avoid,  I  moved  on  mechanically,  in 
order  to  find  some  spot  less  swampy  than  the  rest,  whereon  to  dismount  and 
hold  my  vigil  till  daybreak.  Presently,  a  light  gleamed  at  a  small  dis- 
tance, and  with  it  hope.  Approaching  the  fences  in  that  direction, 
I  found  a  garden  and  paddock,  with  a  settler's  hut  beyond.  After  a  few 
44  coo-ces"  out  came  a  woman,  who  inquired  in  rather  a  suspicious  and 
menacing  voice,  what  was  wanted  ?  On  hearing  my  brief  story,  her  tone 
instantly  changed  to  kindliness.  I  told  her  my  mare  had  the  character  of 
being  a  good  fencer,  and  if  a  lantern  were  held  to  show  the  ground  and  top 
rail,  I  had  no  doubt  but  we  should  get  over  somehow.  If  she  refused  it 
by  the  doubtful  light,  I  would  dismount,  and  run  her  at  it,  and  be  only 
too  happy  to  pay  for  any  of  the  cabbages  that  might  be  smashed. 

"  Ah,"  said  the  good  woman,  "  I'd  let'ec  through  by  a  slip-rail,  with 
pleasure,  but  it  would  be  of  no  service,  as  there  are  other  fences  all 
round." 

"  Then  we  must  go  back  the  way  we  came  ?  " 
"  Yes,  'ee  must— part  of  it." 
"  When  does  the  moon  rise  ?  " 

"  About  two  o'clock  in  the  morning.  All  dark  afore  that.  Ee'd  better 
get  off ;  bring  up  the  mare,  and  come  under  cover.  It  '11  be  a  wcliah  sort 
o'  night." 

Not  knowing  the  mare  well  enough  to  risk  the  chance  of  her  breaking 
away,  especially  if  the  weather  became  rough,  I  was  obliged  to  decline 
this  hospitable  invitation.  However,  she  brought  me  fuel  and  hot  embers, 
to  make  a  fire,  and  then  sent  one  of  her  children  down  to  me  with  a 
cup  of  tea  and  a  thick  slice  of  bread-and-butter.  Sho  came  down  herself 
the  last  thing  before  she  went  to  bed  to  see  how  I  was  getting  on,  saying, 
she  was  sorry  she  could  do  no  more  for  me,  as  her  husband  was  away  in 
the  bush  "  splitting  "  (timber).  So  I  thanked  her,  and  bade  her  good- 
night, saying,  she  would  not  find  me  there  in  the  morning,  as  I  should 
start  directly  the  moon  got  up. 

Holding  the  mare  loosely  by  the  bridle  passed  over  her  nose,  so  as  to 
allow  her  to  feed,  I  sat  staring  down  at  my  fire,  and  listening  to  the  crop- 
ping and  munching  of  wet  grass.  All  around  was  darkness  and  silence. 
What  a  contrast  to  the  scenes  of  yesterday  :  it  seemed  another  world. 
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And  now  the  wind  was  rising.  I  sat  blinking  and  dozing  in  reverie  over 
the  burning  wood  some  hour  and  a  half,  when  I  became  conscious  of  not 
having  been  prudent  with  my  fuel)  which  the  wind  had  nearly  wasted 
away  ;  no  means  of  replenishing  it  were  at  hand,  and  my  fire  died  out. 
There  was  nothing  for  it  but  to  remount  and  move  on,  for  the  chance  of 
coming  upon  some  materials  to  make  another  fire.  Advancing  slowly  over 
the  swampy  ground  a  few  hundred  yards,  the  mare's  feet  caused  a  rustling 
sound  as  of  light  wood  and  leaves,  and  dismounting,  I  found  a  broken 
bough,  and  presently  a  tolerably  dry  tufted  mound  to  sit  upon.  Having 
lucifers  in  my  valise,  I  broke  up  some  boughs,  and,  with  the  dry  leaves, 
soon  made  a  fire ;  but  the  fuel  was  very  damp,  and  the  ground  below 
was  wet,  and  the  fire  spat  and  sputtered  itself  out.  Again  and  again  I 
collected  small  boughs  and  heaped  them  on  the  steaming  embers  of  the 
last ;  but  in  vain :  however,  I  persevered  with  fire  after  fire,  till 
my  last  lucifer  was  expended.  A  fine  rain  now  began  to  fall,  and  not 
having  anticipated  the  chance  of  getting  bushed,  I  was  unprepared  for  it : 
no  waterproofs,  no  blanket,  no  well-filled  brandy-flask.  But  I  had  a  large 
cape  folded  up  with  my  valise ;  so  unstrapping  this,  and  elongating  the 
mare's  bridle  by  both  straps,  one  end  of  which  was  twisted  round  my  hand,  I 
gathered  my  feet  up,  and  hunched  my  head  and  shoulders  down  to  the  dimen- 
sions of  my  cape.  The  rain  continued,  but  fortunately  did  not  increase, 
and  I  gradually  fell  into  a  succession  of  disconnected  thoughts.  Ex.  gr. : 
— "  What  a  motley  farce  a  parliamentary  election  is  1  What  a  mockery 
of  politics,  intellect,  independence,  and  conscience,  in  the  majority !  In 
the  mother  country  it  used  to  be  a  high  comedy,  alloyed  with  vulgar 
farce — with  bribery  and  corruption,  equally  gross  and  undisguised. 
Perhaps  a  taint  of  this  yet  remains  at  home ;  but  here,  local  influences, 
indifference,  or  drunkenness  prevail.  .  .  .  How  the  little  marc  enjoys 
the  wet  grass  1  She's  first-rate  for  the  bush.  The  moon  will  rise  at  two 
o'clock.  ...  To  whom  did  I  lend  my  copy  of  The  Stars  and  the 
Earth?     Lola  Montes  borrowed  my    Mrs.    Crowe's   Night  Side  — 

never  see  that  again.    .    .    .    How  strange  to  find  in  D  's  smoky 

little  hut,  at  Blefuscue,  John  Mill's  Essay  on  Liberty;  leaves  uncut, 
though ;  that  explains  it :  left,  no  doubt,  by  some  traveller  whose  swag 
was  too  heavy.  ...  I  wish  I  had  a  pair  of  worsted  socks  I  So 
chilly  and  wot,  these  cotton  things — and  the  place  round  me  all  in  a 
mash.  How  cold  my  knees  are !  I  can't  feel  my  feet.  ...  I  wUh 
I  had  never  stood  for  Grassmcrc  and  Quartzrccf.  I  was  to  walk  over 
the  course,  was  I  ?  No  expense— cost  nothing.  Won't  it  though  !  I 
shall  have  to  pay  fur  being  defeated  by  a  bullock-diiver.  I  only  wish 
Mr.  Hogsbristles  were  sitting  where  I  am  now."  At  last  I  raised  my  head, 
pushed  up  the  limp  brim  of  my  hat,  and  rubbed  my  eyes — there  was  the 
moon  1 

I  rose  with  benumbed  joints,  shook  my  feathers,  and  considered  the 
state  of  the  clouds.  Now,  the  moon  shone  bright  and  clear ;  but  presently 
a  scudding  mist  brushed  and  broke  over  her ;  then  a  smoky  veil  came 
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across,  and  she  sailed  into  a  dark  rack,  through  the  rifts  in  which  her 
beams  darted  at  intervals.  It  was  best,  therefore,  to  wait  a  little  longer, 
before  attempting  the  descent  of  the  broken  rocks,  so  I  sat  down  again,  and  in 
a  few  minutes  the  cold  shining  orb  rolled  once  more  into  sight.  I  rearranged 
the  bridle  on  the  mare's  neck,  tightened  her  girths,  and  prepared  to  mount. 
The  mare  moved  a  little  aside,  so  as  to  evade  my  rising  foot,  and  continued 
her  feeding.  How  she  enjoyed  this  plashy  young  grass !  She  had  been 
at  work  in  this  way  for  the  last  five  or  six  hours.  Approaching  her 
again,  and  raising  my  toe  towards  the  stirrup,  she  moved  back  restively ; 
I  spoke  to  her,  and  repeated  the  attempt  to  mount,  but  she  resisted  more 
tfrenuously,  and  with  a  vicious  toss  of  the  head.  Provoked  at  this 
behaviour,  I  closed  upon  her,  and  grasped  her  mane,  hopping  on  my  right 
leg  as  she  retreated,  till  I  fairly  got  my  foot  into  the  stirrup  and  rose 
from  the  ground.  Down  went  her  head  and  haunches — up  went  her  back 
in  an  arch,  as  she  sprang  upwards  from  all  four  feet  simultaneously,  and 
away  I  flew  headlong.  I  pitched  on  my  head,  with  my  hat  smashed  over 
my  lace,  in  a  plashy  mass  of  tufted  grass,  close  to  the  root  of  a  tree :  a 
few  inches  farther,  and  my  head  would  have  gone  directly  against  the  trunk. 
My  first  thought,  of  course,  was  the  common  one  in  such  cases :  "Am 
I  hurt  ? — anything  broken  ? "  "  No ;  only  stunned,"  was  the  inward 
reply-  The  next  thought  was  about  the  mare,  lest  she  should  bolt  away. 
But  every  stock-horse  is  specially  trained  to  "  stand  "  directly  a  man  is 
"off."  So,  there  stood  my  lady,  rather  scared  at  what  she  had  done,  and 
expecting  a  thrashing. 

I  essayed  again  and  again,  at  long  intervals,  to  mount,  but  was  always 
foiled,  and  these  efforts  occupied  the  intervening  hours  till  broad  daylight.  I 
was  then  compelled  to  lead  the  obstinate  littlo  wretch,  who  did  not  object 
to  accompRny  me  in  this  fashion.  Espying  smoke  rising  above  the  trees, 
and  then  a  squalid,  smoke-black  hut,  from  which  a  grubby  man  emerged, 
who  had  evidently  just  shaken  himself  out  of  his  night-rug,  I  "  coo-ee'd," 
walked  with  the  mare  up  to  him,  and  asked  him  to  hold  her  head  while 
I  mounted.  I  got  my  leg  across  the  back  of  the  mare  before  she  could 
disengage  her  head,  and  being  safely  seated,  the  artful  hussey  never  moved, 
until  her  head  was  loosed,  when  she  quietly  advanced  at  a  walk.  I  need 
hardly  add  that,  as  this  bush-mare  had  a  fancy  for  racing-speed,  I  gave 
her  enough  on  this  occasion,  and  I  reached  the  Shamrock  Inn,  at  Kilmany, 
at  half-past  six,  where  I  got  some  breakfast. 

Thus  ended  my  first  election  contest  in  Australia. 
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2>hc  ^airg  Sand  4  grime. 

We  have  often  been  reminded  (in  popular  lectures  and  elsewhere)  how 
curiously  the  achievements  of  modern  industry  embody,  while  they  often 
even  surpass,  the  imaginations  of  the  youthful  world.  Who  has  not  been 
invited  to  compare  Chaucer's  horse  of  brass,  the  shoes  of  swiftness  of  the 
Niebelungen  Lied,  or  the  seven-leagued  boots  of  the  renowned  Giant- 
killer  with  the  railway  train,  to  the  manifest  advantage  of  the  latter ; 
Aladdin's  ring  by  rubbing  which  he  could  instantaneously  communicate 
with  the  genii  at  the  ends  of  the  earth,  with  the  electric  telegraph ;  or 
the  magic  mirror  in  which  were  portrayed  the  actions  of  distant  friends 
with  the  reflecting  telescope?  Science  has  realized,  and  more  than 
realized,  some  of  these  early  dreams,  and  seems  to  cast  on  them  almost  a 
prophetic  lustre.  We  can  easily  persuade  ourselves  that  those  weird  tales 
were  told  half  in  earnest,  and  hid  beneath  their  grotesque  cxteriorthe 
sincere  anticipations  of  gifted  souls,  whose  far-sighted  gaze  caught  the 
dim  outline  of  the  future  time.  Nor  is  there  any  good  reason  against  our 
indulging  in  this  pleasing  thought.  What  undeveloped  power  is  there, 
in  man  or  beast,  that  does  not,  by  sportive  freak  or  mad  extravagance, 
foretel  the  achievements  that  aro  to  come  ?  Who  can  explain  the 
promptings  of  nature  in  his  own  bosom  even,  until  experience  casts  its 
light  (and  gloom)  upon  them  ? 

Its  light  and  gloom — for  seldom  indeed  is  the  brightness  of  the  hope 
undimmed  by  the  fruition.  The  golden  splendour  of  the  dawn  fails  not 
of  the  promised  noon,  but  the  noon  veils  itself  in  clouds.  The  history  of 
man  is  written  in  the  glecsomc  fairy  tales  of  old,  and  the  heavy  burden 
of  the  modern  life  :  picture  of  hope,  and  hope  fulfilled. 

A  pretty  fairy-land  our  science  has  brought  us  to.  It  is  like  the 
"  behind  scenes  "  of  a  theatre.  There  are  all  the  fine  things  we  admired 
so  innocently  at  a  distant  view ;  we  can't  deny  that  we  have  got  them ; 
"  but  oh,  how  different !  "  The  dazzle,  the  sparkle,  the  romantic  glory, 
where  are  they  ?  Are  these  realities  of  life,  also,  only  meant  to  delude 
an  imagination  that  makes  itself  a  party  to  the  charm  ?  Is  all  the  world 
a  stage  ? 

Not  that  we  are  among  the  grumblers  at  our  life.  Stern  realities,  it 
is  true,  have  upreared  their  solid  framework  in  regions  which  the  very 
wantonness  of  fancy  claimed,  crushing  fancy  with  their  weight ;  and 
sterner  duties,  multiplying  evermore,  have  put  chains  upon  the  hands 
which  once  were  filled  with  flowers,  or  clapped  in  happy  play.  But  the 
sternness  is  better  than  the  play ;  the  chains  arc  the  instruments  of  a 
higher  liberty.  The  laughing  imagination  gives  place  to  dull  and  sober 
fact,  only  because  man's  heart  is  large,  and  his  destiny  sublime  ;  because 
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his  nnture  grows  with  the  growing  centuries,  and  his  soul  learns  to  fill  out 
more  worthily  the  compass  of  his  powers.  The  realization  of  one  dream 
is  no  end  :  it  is  but  another  dream.  The  prophetic  cycle  of  humanity 
contains  wheel  within  wheel,  and  each  fulfilment  carries  on  the  burden  in 
a  higher  strain,  and  with  a  wider  sweep. 

Our  realization  of  the  dream  of  fairy  tales  is  but  another  dream  ;  it  is 
a  revelation,  an  onloolting,  and  no  end  or  substance.  A  divine  fatalism  is 
upon  the  world,  and  upon  man  in  his  dominion  over  it : — a  beneficent 
necessity,  which  forbids  the  lower  to  be  grasped  save  through  the  recog- 
nition  of  a  higher.  The  achievements  of  which  Science  boasts,  and  justly 
boasts,  as  its  peculiar  glory,  are  permitted  to  it  only  by  the  adoption  of 
principles  which  compel  it  to  bear  witness  to  a  truth  beyond  itself.  By 
science  man  may  control  nature,  and  work  marvels  that  outrival  magic, 
but  in  the  very  act  he  concedes  that  the  world  is  not  what  it  seems.  Wo 
can  easily  see  the  proofs  of  this. 

In  a  former  paper,*  we  took  into  consideration  the  scientific  view  of 
nature,  and  found  how  greatly  it  turned  upon  the  idea  of  force.  And  as 
we  pursued  this  idea,  we  found  it  to  be,  on  the  one  hand,  a  very  simple 
one,  flowing  directly  from  our  own  experience ;  while  on  the  other,  it 
furnished  exactly  the  key  we  needed  to  help  us  to  understand  the  world 
around  us  ;  enabling  us  to  regard  all  material  changes,  of  whatever  kind, 
as  exhibitions  of  a  common  fact.  Thus  Ave  recognize  in  all  the  "  Forces," 
as  they  are  called  (motion,  heat,  light,  electricity,  &c),  forms  of  one 
activity,  different  in  mode,  but  always  essentially  tho  same.  And  this 
activity  we  saw  reason  to  believe  never  altera  in  amount ;  never  begins 
really  afresh,  nor  comes  to  a  true  end  ;  but  only  passes  from  one  form  to 
another,  maintaining  a  constant  equivalence  through  all  seeming  changes. 
So  we  see  all  things  under  a  new  aspect.  This  simple  idea  places  us 
without  difficulty  in  a  position  from  which  the  most  varied  phenomena 
present  themselves  as  one.  All  processes  in  the  material  world  arrange 
themselves  under  it  at  once :  all  arc  instances  of  the  shifting  forms,  and 
permanent  balance  of  force.  A  unity  is  grasped  here  which  no  variety 
can  obscure,  nor  seeming  unlikeness  contradict.  And  this  is  no  matter 
of  arbitrary  arrangement.  It  is  the  very  unity  of  nature  that  we  have 
seized.  For  no  grouping  of  events  can  be  more  natural,  or  can  bring  us 
nearer  to  their  source,  than  that  which  regards  them  as  embodiments  of 
power,  and  fixes  our  thoughts  on  the  force  by  which  they  are  produced. 

Nor  is  there  wanting  another  charm,  besides  that  of  simplicity,  in  this 
view:  it  is  fraught  with  mystery;  it  is  rich  with  life.  Can  any  thought 
be  more  pleasing  to  the  mind,  than  that  which  thus  presents  nature  as  a 
perennial  fountain  of  activity,  ever  flowing  forth,  ever  returning,  inex- 
haustibly ;  which  recognizes  in  the  endless  series  of  her  creations  con- 
tinually fresh  forms  of  the  old  powers  ;  and  finds  in  the  simplest  objects 
storehouses  and  reservoirs  of  the  most  subtle  energies  ? 


•  "Fobcb,"  Cornkill  Magazine,  October,  1861. 
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For  this  the  doctrine  of  force,  and  its  unalterable  constancy,  involve*. 
It  carries  our  thoughts  beyond  the  objects  which  present  themselves  to  our 
senses,  and  makes  us  recognize  in  everything  the  operation  of  a  power 
impalpable  to  sense  :  a  power  which  reveals  itself  to  us  in  one  and  in 
another  form,  but  which  itself  eludes  our  grasp,  and  then  most  flies  from  us 
when  we  seem  most  nearly  to  approach  it. 

Thus,  for  example,  in  the  telegraph,  a  magnet  attracts  a  needle :  it 
seems  to  us  that  there  is  here  a  power  of  magnetism  displayed;  but  when 
we  look  farther,  we  find  that  this  magnetism  is  but  the  representative  of  a 
galvanic  current.  Do  we  say,  then,  that  it  is  galvanism  that  attracts  ? 
Again  we  look  back,  and  we  find  that  the  galvanic  current  represents  some 
chemical  action — it  is  chemical  affinity  that  is  operative  in  the  galvanic 
wire.  But  this  affinity  refers  us  to  something  still  farther  back,  and  that 
again  to  something  else.  Which  of  these  forces  is  it  that  produces  the 
effect  ?  Clearly  it  is  neither  of  them,  but  something  which  is  each  of 
them  in  succession ;  which  appears  to  us,  that  is,  first  as  one  and  then  as 
another,  being  truly  none  of  them,  because  it  embraces  all.  To  think 
rightly  of  it,  we  mint  alter  our  point  of  view,  and  instead  of  regarding  the 
series  of  operations  from  the  side,  look  along  the  axis  of  them,  as  it  were, 
from  which  position  the  longest  line  appears  as  a  point.  Or  again  :  our 
own  bodies  will  one  day  no  more  be  bodies  such  as  now.  They  will  be 
dust,  they  will  be  other  forms  of  life;  we  can  neither  trace  nor  put  limits 
to  their  changes.  And  equally,  they  have  been  other  things  before — grass, 
air,  we  know  not  what.  The  substance  here,  then,  is  not  the  body;  it  is 
something  which  can  be  all  these,  and  yet  remain  itself. 

Dwelling  on  this  idea  of  one  unalterable  power,  we  begin  to  feel  ourselves 
in  a  new  world  of  fascinating  interest  and  mysterious  awe.  The  solid 
globe  seems  almost  to  melt  and  become  fluent  before  our  eyes.  All  things 
put  forth  universal  relations,  and  assume  a  weird  and  mystical  character.  The 
world  becomes  doubled  to  us  :  it  is  one  world  of  things  perceived;  one  unper- 
ceivable.  The  objects  which  surround  us  lose  their  substantiality  when  wc 
think  of  them  as  forms  under  which  something  which  is  not  they,  nor 
essentially  connected  with  them,  is  presented  to  us ;  something  which  has 
met  us  under  forms  the  most  unlike  before,  and  may  meet  us  under  other 
forms  again.  In  short,  all  nature  grows  like  an  enchanted  garden ;  a  fairy 
world  in  which  unknown  existences  lurk  under  familiar  shapes,  and  every 
object  seems  ready,  at  the  shaking  of  a  wand,  to  take  on  the  strangest 
transformations. 

We  cannot  escape  thia  result  of  regarding  nature  from  the  scientific 
point  of  view.  The  most  solid  substances  become  mere  appearances,  and 
we  feel  ourselves  separated  from  the  very  reality  of  things  by  an  impene- 
trable barrier.  Struggle  against  the  conviction  as  we  may,  wo  have  to 
accept  it  at  last.  It  is,  indeed,  accepted  by  the  cultivators  of  science  as  an 
established  fact,  that  the  very  reality  of  things  is  not  within  their  sphere ; 
and  this  idea  is  embodied  in  a  word  that  has  grown  into  familiar  use,  but 
the  real  significance  of  which,  being  so  much  opposed  to  our  ordinary 
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thoughts,  has  not  become  equally  familiar— the  word  "  phenomena."  This 
term  is  merely  a  learned  word  for  "  appearances and  when  it  is  said — 
ss  it  is  said  wherever  the  principles  of  science  are  discussed — that  we  only 
know  phenomena,  the  meaning  simply  is  that  our  observation  and  our 
thought  penetrate  only  to  appearances.  Science  deals,  therefore,  with  an 
apparent  world.  The  facts  which  it  affirms  are  true  of  appearances,  and 
its  command  is  over  them.  The  true  reality  of  nature  remains  beyond 
its  grasp,  and  respecting  that  it  is  silent,  save  as  it  affirms  that  all  the 
changing  things  with  which  our  experience  is  concerned  are  the  appear- 
ances of  an  existence  which  does  not  share  their  change. 

Have  we  not  well  said,  therefore,  that  science  wins  its  triumphs  in  a 
fairy  land,  and  in  fulfilling  one  vision  teaches  us  to  recognize  another? 

From  this  point  of  view  we  can  appreciate  the  full  meaning  of  the 
confessions  of  ignorance,  and  references  to  some  unfathomable  reality,  which 
fall  so  continually  from  the  lips  of  those  who,  in  these  days,  reveal  to  us 
the  wonders  of  the  material  world.  Scarcely  ever  do  great  discoverers,  or 
leaders  in  science  speak,  without  bidding  us  mark  to  how  small  a  depth 
our  knowledge  reaches,  and  how  profound  a  mystery  hides  itself  behind 
all  that  they  can  teach  us !  Thus  Professor  Faraday  says :  "  We  are  not 
permitted,  as  yet,  to  see  the  source  of  physical  power."  And  Professor 
Owen  :  "  Perhaps  the  best  argument  from  reason  for  a  future  state  and 
the  continued  existence  of  our  thinking  part,  is  afforded  by  the  fact  of 
«*ir  being  able  to  conceive,  and  consequently  yearning  to  possess,  some 
higher  knowledge.  The  ablest  endeavours  to  penetrate  to  the  beginning 
of  things  do  but  carry  us,  when  most  successful,  a  few  steps  nearer  that 
beginning,  and  then  leave  us  on  the  verge  of  a  boundless  ocean  of  un- 
known truth."  And  Sir  J.  Herschel :  "  How  far  we  may  ever  be  enabled 
to  attain  a  knowledge  of  the  ultimate  and  inward  process  of  nature  in  the 
production  of  phenomena,  we  have  no  means  of  knowing."  And  a  writer 
in  this  Mngazine  has  well  put  the  case :  "  We  talk  proudly  of  man's 
dominion  over  nature,  of  scanning  the  heavens,  of  taming  the  lightning ; 
but  we  can  see  little  beyond  the  shows  of  things.  The  shadow  is  there, 
but  the  substance  eludes  our  grasp.  Like  the  physiognomist,  we  may 
indeed  decipher  something  of  Nature  from  the  aspect  of  her  countenance, 
but  we  cannot  see  the  workings  of  her  inmost  heart." 

They  cannot  speak  otherwise,  for  their  instructed  sight  has  caught  a 
glimpse  in  nature  of  a  mightier  presence  than  the  uninitiated  eye  perceives. 
They  have  felt  the  awe  which  the  consciousness  of  something  above  sense 
and  above  thought  inspires,  and  their  language  takes  from  thence  a  tone 
of  higher  meaning. 

But  is  it  merely  to  an  unfathomable  mystery  that  we  are.  led,  when 
there  dawns  on  us  the  conviction  that  there  Is  a  deeper  existence  in  nature 
than  that  which  we  perceive : — a  profound  Unity  unreached  by  that 
natural  apprehension  to  which  the  varying  forms  are  all  ?  Truly  the 
problem  appears  dark  enough ;  we  seem  to  peer  into  a  gulf,  black  from 
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mere  fathomless  vacuity.  But  it  is  not  so.  Gazing  into  nature  beyond 
the  region  to  which  our  sense  can  carry  us,  we  do  not  gaze  upon  vacuity, 
but  on  an  existence,  real,  however  dimly  illuminated.  The  mystery  which 
science  encounters,  arises  not  from  the  cutting  off  of  light,  but  from  the 
pouring  in  of  more;  from  the  looming  into  view  of  that  which  was 
unperfteived  before.  May  we  not  compare  our  experience  in  this  respect 
with  the  effect  produced  by  the  dim  light  of  the  commencing  dawn? 
The  darkness  of  the  night  derives  a  certain  clearness  from  its  own  excess. 
Where  everything  is  hidden,  mystery  is  not.  But  as  the  gradual  light 
comes  feebly  on,  a  feeling  of  vague  mystery  creeps  over  us ;  indistinct 
outlines  elude  the  baffled  sight,  and  objects  half-perceived  assuming 
distorted  forms,  fantastic  visions  throng  upon  the  eye.  Yet  let  the  day 
advance,  and  the  mystery  its  dawn  created,  its  completeness  soon  dispels. 
May  it  not  be  thus  with  that  unknown  reality  in  nature  which  science 
bids  us  recognize?  Our  advancing  insight  makes  us  conscious  of  a 
mystery  at  first,  and  even  yet  it  is  but  struggling  with  the  mists. of  night. 
But  why  should  it  not  bear  unlooked-for  revelations  in  its  train  ? 

For  even  now  it  tells  us  something  and  suggests  much  more.  If  "  all 
things  end  in  mystery,"  as  we  gladly  own,  the  very  darkness  to  the 
intellect,  if  it  be  not  "from  excess  of  light,"  yet  may  be  fairly  said  to  be 
made  visible  by  light.  And  to  other  faculties  of  man,  and  nobler  facul- 
ties, this  darkness  is  no  darkness  at  all,  but  a  bright  gleam  of  encourage- 
ment and  hope.  Is  not  our  manhood  lowered  when  the  necessities  or 
luxuries  of  life  absorb  us  wholly;  when  higher  aims  and  other  objects  do 
not  permeate  and  leaven  even  our  enjoyment  or  pursuit  of  these  ?  What 
feeling,  therefore,  but  one  of  gladness  should  it  call  forth  within  us  to  bo 
told  that  there  is  something  more  than  gold  in  money,  something  more 
than  food  in  bread,  even  though  we  know  not  what  it  is  ?  "  Every 
inquiry,"  says  Sir  John  Herschel,  "has  a  bearing  on  the  progress  of 
science,  which  teaches  us  that  terms  which  we  use  in  a  narrow  sphere  of 
experience,  as  if  we  fulJy  understood  them,  may,  as  our  knowledge  of 
nature  increases,  come  to  have  superadded  to  them  a  new  pet  of  meanings 
and  a  wider  range  of  interpretation."  And  has  not  every  inquiry  that  brings 
forth  such  fruit  a  bearing  on  the  advancement  of  our  manhood  too  ? 

It  were  a  pity,  therefore,  to  avert  our  eyes  from  this  revelation,  dim 
though  it  be,  which  science  makes  to  us  of  a  deeper  meaning  in  all  the 
objects  with  which  it  deals.  Even  in  the  utterest  obscurity  to  thought, 
it  elevates  and  inspires  the  heart ;  and  the  resolute  eye,  patiently  gazing, 
may  even  now  discern  some  lineaments  on  which  thought  may  fix.  There 
are  pictures,  by  great  masters  in  their  art,  which,  on  the  first  view,  present 
an  almost  shapeless  mass  of  colour  in  which  no  meaning  can  be  found, 
but  which  reward  the  studious  eye  with  rich  shades  and  outlines  full  of 
meaning— if  too  deep  to  be  distinctly  uttered,  capable  of  being  felt 
the  more. 

For  it  is  this  recognition  of  a  hidden  essence  in  all  things  (appeal- 
ing as  it  does  to  the  highest  portion  of  our  nature,  and  giving  the 
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freest  scope  to  the  imagination)  which  surrounds  science  in  our  day, 
in  spite  of  the  stringent  severity  of  its  attitude  towards  facts,  with  an 
unquenchable  halo  of  poetry.  No  justification  of  those  poetic  instincts 
which  insist  on  finding  a  spiritual  significance  in  all  material  thing?, 
could  be  more  complete  than  that  which  is  thus  given  by  science.  For 
be  this  "hidden  essence"  what  it  may,  of  this  at  least  we  may  be 
sure,  that  it  has  a  beauty  and  a  worth  which  our  perceptions  do  not 
exaggerate.  It  is  something  adapted  to  produce  in  us  the  impres- 
sions which  nature  produces,  and  to  rouse  in  us  the  emotions  which 
nature  rouses.  Granted  that  in  these  mere  forms,  which  we  deal  with 
in  the  shape  of  material  things,  no  such  adaptation  can  be  recognized — 
that  it  is  an  utter  mystery  how  vibrations  of  the  air  should  convey 
to  us  the  infinite  meanings  with  which  music  is  fraught,  or  how  any  of 
the  things  we  sec  or  touch  should  generate  thought  and  emotion  within 
us — yet  the  mystery  clears  ofF  when  we  remember  that  it  is  not  truly 
they,  but  some  deep  and  unknown  existence,  of  which  they  are  but 
apj>earances,  which  affects  us  so.  Some  deep  and  unknown  existence,  of 
which,  with  all  the  sanction  of  modern  demonstration,  we  may  affirm  that 
there  is  that  in  it  to  which  pleasure,  pain,  love,  desire,  and  hatred  are 
akin.  Pursuing  material  laws,  we  do,  as  Sir  J.  Herschel  says  again,  find 
that  they  "  open  out  vista  after  vista,  which  seem  to  lead  onward  to  the 
point  where  the  material  blends  with  and  is  lost  in  the  spiritual  and 
intellectual." 

For  it  is  to  be  observed  that  while  on  this  point  our  positive  knowledge 
is  so  limited,  there  is  still  much  that  we  can  affirm.  We  can  correct  some 
false  ideas  we  are  prone  to  entertain.  Thus,  whatever  be  that  secret 
activity  in  nature  of  which  all  the  "forces"  are  exhibitions  to  our 
sense,  we  know  one  thing  respecting  it ;  namely,  that  it  is  not  force. 
Receiving  so  directly  from  our  own  action  the  impression  of  force,  and 
seeing  similar  actions  taking  place  on  all  hands  around  us,  nothing  could  be 
more  natural  than  that  we  should  have  supposed  force  to  exist  in  nature. 
Yet  when  we  test  this  idea,  we  find  that  it  must  rank  with  the  child's 
notion  of  the  world,  which  ascribes  pleasure  and  pain  to  inanimate  objects. 
Force  is  a  sensation  of  our  own ;  and  is  no  more  to  be  attributed  to  the 
objects  in  connection  with  which  wc  feel  it,  than  are  the  brightness  of  a 
colour  or  the  sweetness  of  a  taste.  "  When  we  take  upon  ourselves  to 
alter  the  arrangements  of  the  universe,  we  feel  pressure,  push,  or  pull. 
Accordingly  we  attribute  to  insentient  matter  our  sensations,  and  we 
speak  of  an  arch  pressing  upon  its  abutments,  of  particles  of  matter 
attracting  and  drawing  one  another,  and  so  on.  But  if,  instead  of  what  we 
call  pressure,  it  had  been  an  arrangement  of  the  creation  that  contact  with 
external  matter  should  produce  a  mental  emotion  of  kindness,  we  should 
certainly  have  said  that  the  particles  of  matter  made  love  to  each  other 
with  an  affection  varying  conversely  as  the  square  of  the  distance.  What 
a  moving  story  the  problem  of  the  three  bodies  would  have  been  then  1  " 

We  may  understand  this  the  better  if  we  reflect  that  the  feeling  from 
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which  we  derive  the  idea  of  force,  rests  upon  a  consciousness  of  difficulty, 
of  opposition,  of  imperfect  ability.  It  arises  from  resisted  effort.  In 
fact,  it  is  our  own  imperfection  we  ascribe  to  nature  when  we  imagine 
that  our  feeling  of  force  truly  represents  its  working.  In  it  there  is 
neither  exertion  nor  resistance  ;  but  a  perfect  Order.  An  Order,  to  explain 
which,  if  we  look  into  ourselves  at  all,  we  must  look  deeper  than  to  our 
sensuous  experience.  Nor  do  we  look  entirely  in  vain.  There  are  other 
necessities  we  wot  of  than  those  of  mechanical  connection ;  another  order 
than  that  of  passive  sequence.  We  cannot  be  rising  too  high  in  our  thoughts 
when  we  bring  the  highest  within  us  to  interpret  that  which  we  perceive 
without ;  and  recal  (as  we  are  justified  in  doing  by  all  that  science 
teaches  us)  the  long  banished  powers  of  the  heart  and  soul,  to  aid  us  in 
our  thought  of  nature.    Goethe  says,  in  Dr.  Whewell's  translation : — 

"  All  the  forms  resemble,  yet  none  is  the  same  as  another ; 
Thus  the  whole  of  the  throng  points  at  a  deep-hidden  law — 
Points  at  a  sacred  riddle.    Oh,  could  I  to  thee,  my  beloved  friend, 
Whisper  the  fortunate  word  by  which  the  riddle  is  read  I " 

But  here  we  do  not  feel  ourselves  compelled  to  end.  Our  thoughts 
pursue  the  path  that  has  been  opened  to  them ;  and  it  hardly  seems  extra- 
vagant to  us  (ascribing  a  strict  truth  and  universal  application  to  the  words 
of  another  poet)  to  say  of  all  our  intercourse  with  Nature,  in  her  loftiest 
and  lowest  forms  alike : — 

«A  Spirit  

The  undulating  woods,  and  silent  well, 

And  rippling  rivulet,  and  evening  gloom, 

When  deepening  the  dark  shades,  for  speech  assuming, 

Hold*  commune  with  us." 
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The  first  time  that  I  ever  knew  you,  was  at  Rome  one  winter's  evening. 
I  had  walked  through  the  silent  streets — I  see  them  now — dark  with 
black  shadows,  lighted  by  the  blazing  stars  overhead  and  by  the  lamps 
dimly  flickering  before  the  shrines  at  street  comers.  After  crossing  the 
Spanish-place  I  remember  turning  into  a  narrow  alley  and  coming  pre- 
sently to  a  great  black  archway,  which  led  to  a  glimmering  court. 
A  figure  of  the  Virgin  stood  with  outstretched  arms  above  the  door  of 
your  house,  and  the  light  burning  at  her  feet  dimly  played  upon  the 
stone,  worn  and  Btftined,  of  which  the  walls  were  built  Through  the 
archway  came  a  glimpse  of  the  night  sky  above  the  court-yard,  shining 
wonderfully  with  splendid  stars;  and  I  also  caught  the  plashing  sound  of 
a  fountain  flowing  in  the  darkness.  I  groped  my  way  up  the  broad  stone 
staircase,  only  lighted  by  the  friendly  stnr-?hine,  stumbling  and  knocking 
my  shins  against  those  ancient  steps,  up  which  two  centuries  of  men  and 
women  had  clambered ;  and  at  last,  ringing  at  a  curtained  door,  I  found 
myself  in  a  hall,  and  presently  ushered  through  a  dining-room,  where  the 
cloth  was  laid,  and  announced  at  the  drawing-room  door  as  Smith. 

It  was  a  long  room  with  many  windows,  and  cabinets  and  tables 
along  the  wall,  with  a  tall  carved  mantel-piece,  at  which  you  were  standing, 
atid  a  Pompeian  lamp  burning  on  a  table  near  you.  Would  you  care  to 
hear  what  manner  of  woman  I  saw ;  what  impression  I  got  from  you  as 
we  met  for  the  first  time  together  ?  In  after  days,  light,  mood,  circum- 
stance, may  modify  this  first  image  more  or  less,  but  the  germ  of  life  is  in 
it — the  identical  presence — and  I  fancy  it  is  rarely  improved  by  keeping, 
by  painting  up,  with  love,  or  dislike,  or  long  use,  or  weariness,  as  the 
case  may  be.  Be  this  as  it  may,  I  think  I  knew  you  as  well  after  the 
first  five  minutes'  acquaintance  as  I  do  now.  I  saw  an  ugly  woman, 
whose  looks  I  liked  somehow ;  thick  brows,  sallow  face,  a  tall  and  straight- 
made  figure,  honest  eyes  that  had  no  particular  merit  besides,  dark  hair, 
and  a  pleasant,  cordial  smile.  And  somehow,  as  I  looked  at  you  and  f 
heard  you  talk,  I  seemed  to  be  aware  of  a  frank  spirit,  uncertain,  blind, 
wayward,  tender,  under  this  somewhat  stern  exterior;  and  so,  I  repeat,  I 
liked  you,  and,  making  a  bow,  I  said  I  was  afraid  I  was  before  my  time. 

"  I'm  afraid  it  is  my  father  who  is  after  his,"  you  said.  "  Mr.  Halbert 
is  coming,  and  he,  too,  is  often  late;"  and  so  we  went  on  talking  for  about 
ten  minutes. 

Yours  is  a  kindly  manner,  a  sad-toned  voice;  I  know  not  if  your  life 
has  been  a  happy  one ;  you  are  well  disposed  towards  every  soul  you  come 
across;  you  love  to  be  loved,  and  try  with  a  sweet  artless  art  to  win  and 


Digitized  by  Google 


44 


TO  ESTHEli. 


cliarm  over  each  man  or  woman  that  you  meet.  I  saw  that  you  liked  me, 
that  you  felt  at  your  ease  with  me,  that  you  held  me  not  quite  your  equal, 
and  might  perhaps  laugh  at,  as  well  as  with  me.  But  I  did  not  care.  My 
aim  in  life,  heaven  knows,  has  not  been  to  domineer,  to  lay  down  the  law, 
and  triumph  over  others,  least  of  all  over  those  I  like. 

The  colonel  arrived  presently,  with  his  white  hair  trimly  brushed  and 
his  white  neckcloth  neatly  tied.  He  greeted  me  with  great  friendliness 
and  cordiality.  You  have  got  his  charm  of  manner ;  but  with  you,  my 
dear,  it  is  not  manner  only,  for  there  is  loyalty  and  heartiness  shining 
in  your  face,  and  sincerity  ringing  in  every  tone  of  your  voice.  All  this  you 
must  have  inherited  from  your  mother,  if  such  things  are  an  inheritance. 
As  for  the  colonel,  your  father,  if  I  mistake  not,  he  is  a  little  shrivelled- 
up  old  gentleman,  with  a  machine  inside  to  keep  him  going,  and  outside  a 
well-cut  coat  and  a  well-bred  air  and  knowledge  of  the  world,  to  get  on 
through  life  with.  Not  a  very  large  capital  to  go  upon.  However  this  is 
not  the  way  to  speak  to  a  young  lady  about  her  father ;  and  besides  it  is 
you,  and  not  he,  in  whom  I  take  the  interest  which  prompts  these  maudlin 
pages. 

Mr.  Halbert  and  little  Latham,  the  artist,  were  the  only  other  guests. 
You  did  not  look  round  when  Halbert  was  announced,  but  went  on  speak- 
ing to  Latham,  with  a  strange  flush  in  your  face  ;  until  Halbert  had,  with 
great  empressement,  made  his  way  through  the  chairs  and  tables,  and  had 
greeted,  rather  than  been  greeted  by,  you,  as  I  and  Latham  were. 

So  thinks  I  to  myself,  concerning  certain  vague  notions  I  had  already 
begun  to  entertain,  I  am  rather  late  in  the  field,  and  the  city  is  taken  and 
lias  already  hoisted  the  conqueror's  colours.  Perhaps  those  red  flags 
might  have  been  mine  had  I  come  a  little  sooner  ;  who  know&  ?  "  De  tout 
laurier  un  poison  est  V  essence"  says  the  Frenchman  j  and  my  brows  may 
be  as  well  unwreathed. 

"  I  came  upstairs  with  the  dinner,"  Mr.  Halbert  was  saying.  "  It  re- 
assured me  as  to  my  punctuality.  I  rather  pique  myself  on  my  punctu- 
ality, colonel." 

"  And  I'm  afraid  I  have  been  accusing  you  of  being  always  late,"  you 
said,  as  if  it  were  a  confession." 

"Have  you  thought  so,  Miss  Olliver?"  cried  Halbert. 
"  Dinner,  sir,"  said  Baker,  opening  the  door. 

All  dinner-time  Halbert,  who  has  very  high  spirits,  talked  and  laughed 
without  ceasing.  You,  too,  laughed,  listened,  looked  very  happy,  and  got 
up  with  a  smile  at  last,  leaving  us  to  drink  our  wine.  The  colonel  pre- 
sently proposed  cigars. 

"  In  that  case  I  shall  go  and  talk  to  your  daughter  in  the  drawing- 
room,"  Halbert  said.  "  I'm  promised  to  Lady  Parker's  to-night;  it  would 
never  do  to  go  there  smelling  all  over  of  smoke.  I  must  be  off  in  half- 
an-hour,"  ho  added,  looking  at  his  watch. 

I,  too,  had  been  asked,  and  was  rather  surprised  that  he  should  be  in 
such  a  desperate  hurry  to  get  there.    Talking  to  Miss  Olliver  in  the  next 
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room,  I  could  very  well  understand ;  but  leaving  her  to  rush  off  to  Lady 
Parker  8  immediately,  did  not  accord  with  the  little  theories  I  had  been 
laying  down.  Could  I  have  been  mistaken  ?  In  this  case  it  seemed  to 
me  this  would  be  the  very  woman  to  suit  me — (you  see  I  am  speaking 
without  any  reserve,  and  simply  describing  the  abrupt  little  events  as  they 
occurred) — and  I  thought,  who  knows  that  there  may  not  be  a  chance  for 
me  yet  ?  But,  by  the  time  my  cigar  had  crumbled  into  smoke  and  ashes, 
it  struck  me  that  my  little  castle  had  also  wreathed  away  and  vanished. 
Going  into  the  drawing-room,  where  the  lamps  were  swinging  in  the 
dimness,  and  the  night  without  streaming  in  through  the  uncurtained 
windows,  we  found  you  in  your  white  dress,  sitting  alone  at  one  of  them. 
Mr.  Halbert  was  gone,  you  said;  he  went  out  by  the  other  door.  And 
then  you  were  silent  again,  staring  out  at  the  stars  with  dreamy  eyes. 
The  colonel  rang  for  tea,  and  chirped  away  very  pleasantly  to  Latham  by 
the  fire.  I  looked  at  you  now  and  then,  and  could  not  help  surprising 
your  thoughts  somehow,  and  knowing  that  I  had  not  been  mistaken  after 
all.  There  you  sat,  making  simple  schemes  of  future  happiness ;  you  could 
not,  would  not,  look  beyond  the  present.  You  were  very  calm,  happy, 
full  of  peaceful  reliance.  Your  world  was  alight  with  shining  stars,  great 
big  shining  meteors,  all  flaring  up  as  they  usually  do  before  going  out 
with  a  splutter  at  the  end  of  the  entertainment.  People  who  arc  in  love 
I  have  always  found  very  much  alike ;  and  now,  having  settled  that  you 
belonged  to  that  crack-brained  community,  it  was  not  difficult  to  guess  at 
what  was  going  on  in  your  mind. 

I,  too,  as  I  have  said,  had  been  favoured  with  a  card  for  Lady  Parker's 
rout;  and  as  you  were  so  absent  and  ill-inclined  to  talk,  and  the  colonel 
was  anxious  to  go  off  and  play  whist  at  his  club,  I  thought  I  might  as 
well  follow  in  Halbert's  traces,  and  gratify  any  little  curiosity  I  might  feel 
as  to  his  behaviour  and  way  of  going  on  in  your  absence.  I  found  that 
Latham  was  also  going  to  her  ladyship's.  As  we  went  downstairs  together 
Latham  said, "  It  was  too  bad  of  Halbert  to  break  up  the  party  and  go  off  at 
that  absurd  hour.  I  didn't  say  I  was  going,  because  I  thought  his  rude- 
ness might  strike  them." 

"But  surely,"  said  I,  "Mr.  Halbert  seems  at  home  there,  and  may  come 
and  go  as  he  likes.  Latham  shrugged  his  shoulders.  "  I  like  the  girl ;  I 
hope  she  is  not  taken  in  by  him.  He  has  been  very  thick  all  tho  winter  in 
other  quarters.  Lady  Parker's  niece,  Lady  Fanny  Fareham,  was  going  to 
many  him,  they  said ;  but  I  know  very  little  of  him.  He  is  much  too 
great  a  swell  to  be  on  intimate  terms  with  a  disreputable  little  painter 
like  myself.  What  a  night  it  is  1"  As  he  spoke  we  came  out  into  the 
street  again,  our  shadows  falling  on  the  stones;  the  Virgin  overhead  still 
watching,  the  lamp  burning  faithfully,  the  solemn  night  waning  on. 
Lady  Parker  had  lodgings  in  the  Corso.  I  felt  almost  ashamed  of  step- 
ping from  the  great  entertainment  without  into  the  close  racketing  little 
tea-party  that  was  clattering  on  within.  We  came  in,  in  the  middle  of  a 
jangling  tune,  the  company  spinning  round  and  round.    Halbert,  twirling 
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like  a  Dervish,  was  almost  the  first  person  I  saw;  he  was  flushed,  and 
looked  exceedingly  handsome,  and  his  tall  shoulders  overtopped  most  of 
the  other  heads.  As  I  watched  him  I  thought  with  great  complacency 
that  if  any  woman  cared  for  me,  it  would  not  be  for  my  looks.  No  !  no ! 
what  are  mere  good  looks  compared  to  those  mental  qualities  which,  &c. 
&c.  Presently,  not  feeling  quite  easy  in  my  mind  about  these  said  mental 
qualities,  I  again  observed  that  it  was  still  better  to  be  liked  for  one's  self 
than  for  one's  mental  qualities;  by  which  time  I  turned  my  attention 
once  more  to  Mr.  Halbert.  The  youth  was  devoting  himself  most  assi- 
duously to  a  very  beautiful,  oldish  young  lady,  in  a  green  gauzy  dress  ;  and 
I  now,  with  a  mixture  of  satisfaction  and  vexation,  recognized  the  very 
same  looks  and  tones  which  had  misled  me  at  dinner. 

I  left  him  still  at  it  and  walked  home,  wondering  at  the  great  law  of 
natural  equality  which  seems  to  level  all  mankind  to  one  standard,  not- 
withstanding all  those  artificial  ones  which  wo  ourselves  have  raised. 
Here  was  a  successful  youth,  with  good  looks  and  good  wits  and  position 
and  fortune;  and  here  was  I,  certainly  no  wonder,  insignificant,  and 
plain,  and  poor,  and  of  commonplace  intelligence,  and  as  well  satisfied 
with  my  own  possessions,  such  as  they  were,  as  he,  Halbert,  could  be  with 
the  treasures  a  prodigal  fortune  had  showered  upon  him.  Here  was  I, 
iudging  him,  and  taking  his  measure  as  accurately  as  he  could  t«ke  mine, 
were  it  worth  his  while  to  do  so.  Here  was  I,  walking  home  under  the 
stars,  while  he  was  flirting  and  whispering  with  Lady  Fanny,  and  both 
our  nights  sped  on.  Constellations  sinking  tlowly,  the  day  approaching 
through  the  awful  realms  of  space,  hours  waning,  life  going  by  for  us  both 
alike:  both  of  us  men  waiting  together  amidst  these  awful  surroundings. 

You  and  I  met  often  after  this  first  meeting — in  churches  where  tapers 
were  lighting  and  heavy  censers  swinging — on  the  Pincio,  in  the  narrow, 
deep-coloured  streets :  it  was  not  always  chance  only  which  brought  mc 
so  constantly  into  your  presence.  You  yourself  were  the  chance,  at  least, 
and  I  the  blind  follower  of  fortune. 

All  round  about  Kome  there  are  ancient  gardens  Iving  basking  in 
the  sun.  Gardens  and  villas  built  long  since  by  dead  cardinals  and 
popes ;  terraces,  with  glinting  shadows,  with  honeysuckle  clambering  in 
desolate  luxuriance ;  roses  flowering  and  fading  and  falling  in  showers  on 
the  pathways  ;  and  terraces  and  marble  steps  yellow  with  age.  Lonely 
fountains  plash  in  their  basins,  statues  of  fawns  and  slmder  nymphs  stand 
out  against  the  solemn  horizon  of  blue  hills  and  crimson-streaked  sky ; 
of  cypress-trees  and  cedars,  with  the  sunset  showing  through  their  stems. 
At  home,  I  lead  a  very  busy,  anxious  life :  the  beauty  and  peace  of  these 
Italian  villas  fill  me  with  inexpressible  satisfaction  and  gratitude  towards 
those  mouldering  pontiffs,  whose  magnificent  liberality  has  secured  such 
placid  resting-places  for  generations  of  weary  men.  Taking  a  long  walk 
out  of  Rome  one  day,  I  came  to  the  gates  of  one  of  these  gardens. 
I  remember  seeing  a  carriage  waiting  in  the  shade  of  some  cedar-treea ; 
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hard  by,  horses  with  drooping  heads,  and  servants  smoking  as  they  waited. 
This  was  no  uncommon  sight ;  the  English  arc  for  ever  on  their  rounds ; 
Lut  somehow,  on  this  occasion,  I  thought  I  recognized  one  of  the  men, 
and  instead  of  passing  by,  as  had  been  my  intention,  I  turned  in  at  the 
half-opened  gate,  which  the  angels  with  the  flaming  swords  had  left 
unguarded  and  unlocked  for  once,  and,  after  a  few  minutes'  walk,  I  came 
upon  the  Eve  I  looked  for. 

You  were  sitting  on  some  time-worn  steps ;  you  wore  a  green  silk 
drests  and  your  brown  hair,  with  the  red  tints  in  it,  was  all  ablaze  with 
the  light.  You  looked  very  unhappy,  I  thought :  got  up  with  an  effort, 
and  smiled  a  pitiful  smile. 

44  Are  you  come  here  for  a  little  quiet  ?  "  I  asked.  "I  am  not  going  to 
disturb  you." 

44 1  came  here  for  pleasure,  not  quiet,"  you  said,  "  with  papa  and  some 
friends.    I  was  tired,  so  they  walked  on  and  left  me." 

44  That  is  the  way  with  one's  friends,"  said  I.  Who  are  the  culprits, 
&iiss  Olliver  ?  " 

4i  I  am  the  only  culprit,"  you  said,  grimly.  "  Lady  Fanny  and 
Mr.  Halbert  came  with  us  to-day.  Look,  there  they  are  at  die  end  of  that 
alley." 

And  as  you  spoke,  you  raised  one  hand  and  pointed,  and  I  made  up  my 
mind.  It  was  a  very  long  alley.  The  figures  in  the  distance  were 
advancing  very  slowly.  When  they  reach  that  little  temple,  thought  I, 
I  will  tell  her  what  I  think.  • 

This  was  by  no  means  so  sudden  a  determination  as  it  may  appear  to 
you,  reading  over  these  pages.  It  seems  a  singular  reason  to  give ;  but  I 
really  think  it  was  your  hopeless  fancy  for  that  rosy  youth  which  touched 
me  and  interested  me  so.  I  know  I  used  to  carry  home  sad  words,  spoken 
not  to  me,  and  glances  that  thrilled  me  with  love,  pity,  and  sympathy. 
Wliat  I  said  was,  as  you  know,  very  simple  and  to  the  purpose.  I  knew 
quite  well  your  fancy  was  elsewhere;  mine  was  with  you,  perhaps  as 
hopelessly  placed.  I  didn't  exactly  sec  what  good  this  confession  was  to 
do  either  of  us.  only,  there  I  was,  ready  to  spend  my  life  at  your  service. 

When  I  had  spoken  there  was  a  silent  moment,  and  then  you  glowed 
up — your  eyes  melted,  your  mouth  quivered.  44  Oh,  what  can  I  say  ? 
Oh,  I  am  so  lonely.  Oh,  I  have  not  one  friend  in  the  world  ;  and  now, 
taddenly,  a  helping  hand  is  held  out,  aud  I  can't — I  cant  push  it  away. 
Oh,  don't  despise.    Oh,  forgive  me." 

Despise !  scorn  1  .  .  .  Poor  child  !  I  only  liked  you  the  more 
for  your  plaintive  appeal ;  though  I  wondered  at  it. 

44  Take  your  time,"  I  said  ;  44 1  can  wait,  and  I  shall  not  fly  away. 
Call  me  when  you  want  me ;  send  me  away  when  I  weary  you.  Here  is 
your  father;  shall  I  speak  to  him?  But  no.  Remember  there  is  no 
single  link  between  us,  except  what  you  yourself  hold  in  your  own 
I  lands. 

Here  your  father  and  Halbert  and  Lady  Fanny  came  up.    44  Well, 
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Esther,  arc  you  rested,"  Bays  the  colonel  cheerfully.  "  Why,  how  do  you 
do  (to  me)  ?    What  have  you  been  talking  about  so  busily  ?  " 

You  did  not  answer,  but  fixed  your  eyes  on  your  father's  face.  I  said 
something ;  I  forget  what.  Halbert,  looking  interested,  turned  from  one 
to  the  other.  Lady  Fanny,  who  held  a  fragrant  heap  of  roses,  shook  a 
few  petals  to  the  ground,  where  they  lay  glowing  after  we  had  all  walked 
away. 

If  you  remember,  I  did  not  go  near  you  for  a  day  or  two  after  this. 
But  I  wrote  you  a  letter,  in  which  I  repeated  that  you  were  entirely  five 
to  use  me  as  you  liked :  marry  me — make  a  friend  of  me — I  was  in  your 
hands.  One  day,  at  last,  I  called;  and  I  Hhall  never  forget  the  sweetness 
and  friendly  gratefulness  with  which  you  received  me.  A  solitary  man, 
dying  of  lonely  thirst,  you  meet  me  smiling  with  a  cup  of  sparkling 
water  :  a  weary  watcher  through  the  night — suddenly  I  see  the  dawn 
streaking  the  bright  horizon.  Those  were  very  pleasant  times.  I  remember 
now,  one  afternoon  in  early  spring,  open  windows,  sounds  coming  in  from 
the  city,  the  drone  of  the  pjijfcrari  buzzing  drowsily  in  the  sultry  streets. 
You  sat  at  your  window  in  some  light-coloured  dress,  laughing  now  and 
then,  and  talking  your  tender  little  talk.  The  colonel,  from  behind  The 
Times,  joined  in  now  and  again  :  the  pleasant  half-hours  slid  by.  We 
were  still  basking  there,  when  Halbert  was  announced,  and  came  in, 
looking  very  tall  and  handsome.  The  bagpipes  droned  on,  the  flics  sailed 
in  and  out  on  the  sunshine:  you  still  sat  tranquilly  at  the  open  casement; 
but  somehow  the  golden  atmosphere  of  the  hour  was  gone.  Your  smiles 
were  gone ;  your  words  were  silenced ;  and  that  happy  little  hour  was 
over  for  ever. 

When  I  got  up  to  come  away  Halbert  rose  too  :  ho  came  downstairs 
with  me,  and  suddenly  looking  me  full  in  the  face  said,  "  When  is  it 
to  be?" 

"  You  know  much  more  about  it  than  T  do,"  I  answered. 

"You  don't  mean  to  say  that  you  are  not  very  much  smitten  with 
Miss  Esther?"  said  he. 

"  Certainly  I  am,"  said  I ;  "  I  should  bo  ready  enough  to  marry  her,  if 
that  is  what  you  mean.  I  daresay  I  shan't  get  her.  She  is  to  me 
the  most  sympathetic  woman  I  have  ever  known.  You  arc  too  young, 
Mr.  Halbert,  to  understand  and  feel  her  worth.  Don't  be  offended," 
1  added,  seeing  him  flush  up.  "  You  young  fellows  can't  be  expected  to 
sec  with  the  same  eyes  as  we  old  ones.  You  will  think  as  I  do  in  another 
ten  years." 

44  How  do  you  mean,"  he  asked. 

"  Isn't  it  the  way  with  all  of  us,"  said  I;  "we  begin  by  liking  uni- 
versally ;  as  we  go  on  we  pick  and  choose,  and  weary  of  things  which  had 
only  the  charm  of  novelty  to  recommend  them  ;  only  as  our  life  narrows 
we  cling  more  and  more  to  the  good  things  which  remain,  and  feel  their 
value  ten  times  more  keenly  ?  And  surely  a  sweet,  honest-hearted  young 
woman  like  Esther  Olliver  is  a  good  thing." 
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"  She  is  very  nice,"  Halbcrt  said.  "  She  has  such  good  manners. 
I  have  had  more  experience  than  you  give  me  credit  for,  and  I  am  very 
much  of  your  way  of  thinking.  They  say  that  old  courtly  colonel  is 
dreadfully  harsh  to  her — wants  to  marry  her,  and  get  her  off  his  hands. 
I  assure  you  you  have  a  very  good  chance." 

"I  mistrust  that  old  colonel,"  said  I,  dictatorially ;  "as  I  trust  his 
daughter.  Somehow  she  and  I  chime  in  tune  together ;"  and,  as  I  spoke, 
I  began  to  understand  why  you  once  said  wofully,  that  you  had  not  one 
friend  in  the  world ;  and  my  thoughts  wandered  away  to  the  garden  where 
I  had  found  you  waiting  on  the  steps  of  the  terrace. 

"  What  do  you  say  to  the  *  Elisire  d'Amore '  Lady  Fanny  and  I  hnvr 
been  performing  lately  ?  "  Halbert  was  saying,  meanwhile,  very  confi- 
dentially. "  Sometimes  I  cannot  help  fancying  that  the  colonel  wants  to 
take  a  part  in  the  performance,  and  a  cracked  old  tenor  part,  too.  In 
that  case  I  shall  cry  off,  and  give  up  my  engagements."  And  then, 
nodding  good-by,  he  left  me. 

I  met  him  again  in  the  Babuino  a  day  or  two  after.  He  came 
straight  up  to  me,  saying,  "  Going  to  the  OlUvers',  eh  ?  Will  you  take 
a  message  for  me,  and  tell  the  colonel  I  mean  to  look  in  there  this  even- 
ing. That  old  fox  the  colonel — you  have  heard  that  he  is  actually  going 
to  marry  Lady  Fanny.    She  told  mo  so  herself,  yesterday." 

"  I  think  her  choice  is  a  prudent  one,"  I  answered,  somewhat  surprised. 
44 1  suppose  Colonel  Olliver  is  three  times  as  rich  as  yourself?  You 
must  expect  a  woman  of  thirty  to  be  prudent.  I  am  not  fond  of 
thnt  virtue  in  very  young  people,  but  it  is  not  unbecoming  with  years." 

Halbert  flushed  up.  "  I  suppose  from  that  you  mean  she  was  very 
near  marrying  me.  I'm  not  sorry  she  has  taken  up  with  the  colonel  after 
all.    You  sec,  my  mother  was  always  writing,  and  my  sisters  at  home ; 

and  they  used  to  tell  me  .  .  .   and  I  myself  thought  she  ,  you  know 

what  I  mean.    But,  of  course,  they  have  been  reassured  on  that  point."' 

II  Do  you  mean  to  say,"  I  asked,  in  a  great  panic,  "  that  you  would  marry 
any  woman  who  happened  to  fall  in  love  with  you  ?  " 

I  don't  know  what  I  might  have  done  a  year  ago,"  said  he,  laughing  ; 
"  but  just  now,  you  see,  I  have  had  a  warning,  and  besides  it  is  my  turn  to 
make  the  advances." 

I  was  immensely  relieved  at  this,  for  I  didn't  know  what  I  was  not 
going  to  say. 

Here,  as  we  turned  a  street  corner,  we  came  upon  a  black-robed  monk, 
standing,  veiled  and  motionless,  with  a  skull  in  one  bony  hand.  This 
cheerful  object  changed  the  current  of  our  talk,  and  we  parted  presently 
at  a  fountain.  Women  with  black  twists  of  hair  were  standing  round 
about,  waiting  in  grand,  careless  attitudes,  while  the  limpid  water 
flowed. 

When  I  reached  your  door,  I  found  the  carriage  waiting,  and  you  and 
your  father  under  the  archway.  "  Come  with  us,"  said  he,  and  I  gladly 
accepted.    And  so  we  drove  out  at  one  of  the  gates  of  the  city,  out  into 
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the  Campagna,  over  which  melting  waves  of  colour  were  rolling.  Here 
and  there  we  passed  ancient  ruins  crumbling  in  the  sun ;  the  roadsides 
streamed  with  colour  and  fragrance  from  violets  and  anemones  and  sweet- 
smelling  flowers.  After  some  time  we  came  suddenly  to  some  green  hills, 
and  leaving  the  carriage  climbed  up  the  sides.  Then  we  found  ourselves 
looking  down  into  a  green  glowing  valley,  with  an  intense  heaven  above 
all  melting  into  light.  You,  with  a  little  transient  gasp  of  happiness,  fell 
down  kneeling  in  the  grass.  I  shall  always  see  the  picture  I  had  before 
me  then — the  light  figure  against  the  bright  green,  the  black  hat,  and  long 
falling  feather ;  the  eager  face  looking  out  at  the  world.  May  it  be  for 
ever  green  and  pleasant  to  you  as  it  was  then,  O  eager  face  ! 

As  we  were  parting  in  the  twilight,  I  suddenly  remembered  to  give 
Halbert's  message.  It  did  not  greatly  affect  your  father;  but  how  was 
it?  Was  it  because  I  knew  you  so  well  that  I  instinctively  guessed  you 
were  moved  by  it  ?  When  I  shook  hands  with  you  and  said  good-night, 
your  hand  trembled  in  mine. 

"  Won't  you  look  in  too  ?  "  said  the  colonel. 

But  I  shook  my  head.  "  Not  to-night — no,  thank  you."  And  so  we 
parted. 

My  lodgings  were  in  the  Gregoriana;  the  windows  looked  out  over 
gardens  and  cupolas ;  from  one  of  them  I  could  see  the  Pincio.  From 
that  one,  next  morning,  as  I  sat  drinking  my  coffee,  I  suddenly  saw  you, 
walking  slowly  along  by  the  parapet,  with  your  dog  running  by  your  side. 
You  went  to  one  of  those  outlying  terraces  which  (lank  the  road,  and 
leaning  over  the  stone-work  looked  out  at  the  great  panorama  lying  at 
your  feet  : — Komc,  with  her  purple  mantle  of  mist,  regally  spreading,  her 
towers,  her  domes,  and  great  St.  Peter's  rising  over  the  house-tops,  her 
seven  hills  changing  and  deepening  with  noblest  colour,  her  golden  crown 
of  sunlight  streaming  and  melting  with  the  mist.  Somehow  I,  too,  saw 
all  this  presently  when  I  reached  the  place  where  you  were  still  standing. 

And  now  I  have  almost  come  to  the  end  of  my  story,  that  is,  of  those 
few  dfiys  of  my  life  of  which  you,  Esther,  were  the  story.  You  stood 
there  waiting,  and  I  hastened  towards  you,  and  fate  (I  fancied  you  were 
my  Fate)  went  on  its  course  quite  unmoved  by  my  hopes  or  your  fears. 
I  thought  that  you  looked  almost  handsome  for  once.  You  certainly 
seemed  more  happy.  Your  face  flushed  and  faded,  your  eyes  brightened 
and  darkened.  As  you  turned  and  saw  me,  a  radiant  quiver,  a  piteou9 
smile  came  to  greet  me  somewhat  strangely.  You  seemed  trying  to 
speak,  but  the  words  died  away  on  your  lips — to  keep  silence,  at  least, 
but  the  faltering  accents  broke  forth. 

"  What  is  it,  my  dear  ?  "  said  I  at  last,  with  a  queer  sinking  of  the 
heart,  and  I  held  out  my  hand. 

You  caught  it  softly  between  both  yours.  "Oh!"  you  said,  with 
sparkling  eyes,  "  I  am  a  mean,  wretched  girl — oh !  don't  think  too  ill 
of  me.  He,  Mr.  Halbert,  came  to  see  me  last  night,  and — and,  ho 
says  ....    Oh  1  I  don't  deserve  it.    Oh  1  forgive  me,  for  I  am  so 


Digitized  by  Google 


TO  KSTHER. 


51 


happy ;  "  and  you  burst  into  tears.  "  You  have  been  so  good  to  me," 
jou  whispered  on.  "  I  hardly  know  how  good.  lie  says  lie  only  thought 
of  me  when  you  spoke  of  me  to  him,  when — when  he  saw  you  did  not 
dislike  me.  I  am  behaving  shamefully — yes,  shamefully,  but  it  is  because 
I  know  you  arc  too  kind  not  to  forgive — not  to  forgive.  "What  can  I  do  ? 
You  know  how  it  has  always  been.  You  don't  know  what  it  would  be  to 
marry  one  person,  caring  for  another.  Ah  !  you  don't  know  what  it 
would  be  to  have  it  otherwise  than  as  it  is  "  (this  clasping  your  hands). 
"  But  you  don't  ask  it.  Ah  1  forgive  me,  and  say  you  don't  ask  it." 
Then  standing  straight  and  looking  down  with  a  certain  sweet  dignity, 
you  went  on — "  Heaven  has  sent  me  a  great  and  unexpected  happiness, 
but  there  is,  indeed,  a  bitter,  bitter  cup  to  drink  as  well.  Though  I 
throw  you  over,  though  I  behave  so  selfishly,  don't  think  that  I  am 
utterly  conscienceless,  that  I  do  not  suffer  a  cruel  pang  indeed  -u  when 
I  think  how  you  must  look  at  me,  when  I  remember  what  return  I  am 
makiug  for  all  your  forbearance  and  geuerosity.   When  1  think  of  myself, 

I  am  ashamed  and  humiliated;  when  I  think  of  him  "    Hero  you 

suddenly  broke  off,  and  turned  away  your  face. 

Ah  me!  turned  away  your  face  for  ever  from  me.  The  morning 
mists  faded  away  ;  the  mid-day  sun  streamed  over  hills  and  towers  and 
valley.    The  bell  of  the  Triuita  hard  by  began  to  toll. 

I  said,  "Good-by,  and  Heaven  keep  you,  my  dear.  I  would  not 
have  had  you  do  otherwise."    And  so  I  went  buck  to  my  lodging. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

Showing  how  Robinson  walked  uroN  Roses. 

"  Will  it  ever  be  said  of  me  when  my  history  is  told  that  I  spent  forty 
thousand  pounds  a -year  in  advertising  a  single  article?  Would  that  it 
might  be  told  that  I  had  spent  ten  times  forty  thousand."  It  was  thus 
that  Robinson  had  once  spoken  to  his  friend  Poppins,  while  some  remnant 
of  that  five  hundred  pounds  was  still  in  his  hands. 

44  But  what  good  does  it  do  ?  it  don't  make  anything." 

44  But  it  sells  them,  Poppins." 

"  Everybody  wears  a  shirt,  and  no  one  wears  more  than  one  at  a  time. 
I  don't  sec  that  it  does  any  good." 

44  It  is  a  magnificent  trade  in  itself.  Would  that  I  had  a  monopoly  of 
all  the  walls  in  London ;  the  very  arches  of  the  bridges  must  be  worth  ten 
thousand  a-year.  The  omnibuses  are  invaluable;  the  cabs  are  a  mine  of 
wealth  ;  and  the  railway  stations  throughout  England  would  give  a  revenue 
for  an  emperor.  Poppins,  my  dear  fellow,  I  fancy  that  you  have  hardly 
looked  into  the  depths  of  it." 

"  Perhaps  not,"  said  Poppins.  ""Some  objects  to  them  that  they're 
all  lies.  It  isn't  that  I  mind.  As  far  as  I  can  sec  ever)  thing  is  mostly  lies. 
The  very  worst  article  our  people  can  get  for  sale,  they  call  4  middlings  ;  * 
the  real  middlings  are  4  very  superior/  and  so  on.  They're  all  lies;  but 
they  don't  cost  anything,  and  all  the  world  knows  what  they  mean.  Bad 
things  must  be  bought  and  sold,  and  if  we  said  our  things  was  bad,  no- 
body would  buy  them.  But  I  can't  understand  throwing  away  so  much 
money  and  getting  nothing." 

Poppins  possessed  a  glimmering  of  light,  but  it  was  only  a  glimmer- 
ing. "  He  could  understand  that  a  man  should  not  call  his  own  goods 
middling;  but  he  could  not  understand  that  a  man  is  only  carrying  out 
the  same  principle  in  an  advanced  degree,  when  he  proclaims  with  a  hun- 
dred thousand  voices  in  a  hundred  thousand  places,  that  the  article  which 
he  desires  to  sell  is  the  best  of  its  kind  that  the  world  has  yet  produced. 
He  merely  asserts  with  his  loudest  voice  that  his  middlings  are  not  mid- 
dlings. A  little  man  can  see  that  he  must  not  cry  stinking  fish  against 
himself ;  but  it  requires  a  great  man  to  understand  that  in  order  to  abstain 
effectually  from  so  suicidal  a  proclamation,  lie  must  declare  with  all  the 
voice  of  his  lungs,  that  his  fish  are  that  moment  out  of  the  ocean. 
44  It's  the  poetry  of  euphemism,"  Robinson  once  said  to  Poppins ;  but  he 
might  as  well  have  tal  ked  Greek  to  him. 
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Robinson  often  complained  that  no  one  understood  him ;  but  lie  forgot 
that  it  is  the  late  of  great  men  generally  to  work  alone,  and  to  be  not 
comprehended.  The  higher  a  man  raises  his  head,  the  more  necessary  is 
it  that  he  should  learn  to  lean  only  on  his  own  etrengtb,  and  to  walk  his 
path  without  even  the  assistance  of  sympathy.  The  greedy  Jones  had 
friends.  Poppins  with  his  easy  epicurean  laisser  aller, — he  had  friends. 
The  decent  Brown,  who  would  so  fain  be  comfortable,  had  friends.  But 
for  Robinson,  there  was  no  one  on  whose  shoulder  he  could  rest  his  head, 
and  from  whose  heart  and  voice  he  could  receive  sympathy  and  en- 
couragement. 

From  one  congenial  soul, — from  one  soul  that  he  had  hoped  to  find 
congenial, — he  did  look  for  solace  ;  but  even-  here  he  was  disappointed. 
It  has  been  told  that  Maryanne  Brown  did  at  last  consent  to  name  the 
day.  This  occurred  in  May,  and  the  day  named  was  in  August.  Robin- 
son was  very  anxious  to  fix  it  at  an  earlier  period,  and  the  good-natured 
girl  would  have  consented  to  arrange  everything  within  a  fortnight. 
"  What's  the  use  of  shilly-shallying?"  said  she  to  her  father.  "  If  it  is  to 
be  done,  let  it  be  done  at  once.  I'm  so  knocked  about  among  you,  I 
hardly  know  where  I  am.*'  But  Mr.  Brown  would  not  consent.  Mr.  Brown 
was  very  feeble,  but  yet  he  was  very  obstinate.  It  would  often  seem  that 
he  was  beaten  away  from  his  purpose,  and  yet  he  would  hang  on  it  with 
more  tenacity  than  that  of  a  stronger  man.  "  Town  is  empty  in  August, 
George,  and  then  you  can  be  spared  for  a  run  to  Margate  for  two  or  three 
days." 

"Oh,  we  don't  want  any  nonsense,"  said  Maryanne;  "do  we, 
George?" 

"All  I  want  is  your  own  self,*'  said  Robinson. 

"  Then  you  won't  mind  going  into  lodgings  for  a  few  months,"  said 
Brown. 

Robinson  would  have  put  up  with  an  attic,  had  she  he  loved  consented 
to  spread  her  bridal  couch  so  humbly ;  but  Maryanne  declared  with  reso- 
lution that  she  would  not  marry  till  she  saw  herself  in  possession  of  the 
rooms  over  the  shop. 

"  There'll  be  room  for  us  all  for  awhile,"  said  old  Brown. 

"  I  think  we  might  manage,"  said  George. 

"  I  know  a  trick  worth  two  of  that,"  said  the  lady.  "  Who's  to  make 
pa  go  when  once  we  begin  in  that  way  ?  As  I  mean  to  end,  so  I'll  begin. 
And  as  for  you,  George,  there's  no  end  to  your  softness.  You're  that 
green,  that  the  very  cows  would  eat  you."  Was  it  not  well  said  by 
Mr.  Robinson  in  his  preface  to  these  memoirs,  that  the  poor  old  com- 
mercial Lear,  whose  name  stood  at  the  head  of  the  firm,  was  cursed  with 
a  Goneril,  and  with  a  Regan  ? 

But  nothing  would  induce  Mr.  Brown  to  leave  his  home  or  to  say 
that  he  would  leave  his  home  before  the  middle  of  August,  and  thus  the 
happy  day  was  postponed  till  that  time. 

"  There's  many  a  slip  'twixt  the  cup  and  the  lip,"  said  Popping,  when 


54      THE  STRUGGLES  OF  BROWN,  JONES,  AND  ROBINSON. 


ho  was  told.  "  Do  you  take  care  that  ahe  and  Polly  ain't  off  to  Alderfgate 
Street  together." 

"  Poppins,  I  wouldn't  be  cursed  with  your  ideas  of  human  nature, — 
not  for  a  free  use  of  all  the  stations  on  the  North  Western.  Go  to 
Aldersgate  Street  now  that  she  is  ray  affianced  bride  1 " 

"  That's  gammon,"  said  Poppins;  "  when  once  she's  married  she'll  be 
straight  enough.  I  believe  that  of  her,  for  she  knows  which  side  her 
bread's  buttered.  But  till  the  splice  is  made  she's  a  right  to  please  her- 
self ;  that's  the  way  she  looks  at  it." 

"  And  will  it  not  please  her  to  become  mine  ?  " 

"  It's  about  the  same  with  'cm  all,"  continued  Poppins.  "  My  Polly 
would  have  been  at  Hong  Rong  with  the  Buffs  by  this  time,  if  I  hadn't 
knocked  the  daylight  out  of  that  sergeant."  And  Poppins,  from  the  tone 
in  which  he  spoke  of  his  own  deeds,  seemed  to  look  back  upon  his  feat  of 
valour  with  less  satisfaction  than  it  had  given  him  at  the  moment.  Polly 
was  his  own  certainly ;  but  the  comfort  of  his  small  menage  was  some- 
what disturbed  by  his  increasing  family. 

But  to  return.  Robinson,  as  we  have  said,  looked  in  vain  to  his 
future  partner  in  bfe  for  a  full  appreciation  of  his  own  views  as  to 

commerce. 

"  It's  all  very  well,  I  daresay/'  said  ahe ;  "  but  one  should  feel  one's 
way." 

"When  you  launch  your  ship  into  the  sea,"  he  replied,  "you  do  not 
want  to  feel  your  way.  You  know  that  the  waves  will  bear  her  up,  and 
you  send  her  forth  boldly.  As  wood  will  float  upon  water,  so  will  com- 
merce float  on  the  ocean  streams  of  advertisement." 

"  But  if  you  run  aground  in  the  mud,  where  are  you  then  ?  Do  you 
take  care,  George,  or  your  boat  '11  be  water-logged." 

It  was  during  some  of  these  conversations  that  Delilah  cut  another 
luck  of  hair  from  Samson's  head,  and  induced  him  to  confess  that  he  had 
obtained  that  sum  of  five  hundred  pounds  from  her  father,  and  spent  it 
among  those  who  prepared  for  him  his  advertisements. 

"No!"  said  Bhe,  jumping  up  from  her  seat.  "Then  he  had  it 
after  all  ?  "   

"  Yes ;  he  certainly  had  it." 

"  Well,  that  passes.    And  after  all  he  said." 

A  glimmering  of  the  truth  struck  coldly  upon  Robinson's  heart.  She 
had  endeavoured  to  get  from  her  father  this  sum  and  had  failed.  She  had 
failed,  and  the  old  man  had  sworn  to  her  tliat  he  had  it  not.  But  for 
what  purpose  had  she  so  eagerly  demanded  it  ? 

"Maryanne,"  he  said,  "if  you  love  another  more  fondly  than  you 
love  me  " 

"Don't  bother  about  love,  George,  now.  And  so  you  got  it  out  of 
him  and  sent  it  all  Hying  after  the  rest.  I  didu't  think  you  were  that 
powerful." 

"  The  money,  Maryanne,  belonged  to  the  firm." 
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"Gracious  knows  who  it  belongs  to  now.  But,  laws  —  when  1 
think  of  all  that  he  said,  it's  quite  dreadful.  One  can't  believe  a  word 
that  comes  out  of  his  mouth." 

Robinson  also  thought  that  it  was  quite  dreadful  when  he  reflected  on 
all  that  she  must  hare  said  before  she  had  given  up  the  task  as  helpless. 
Then,  too,  an  idea  came  upon  him  of  what  he  might  have  to  endure 
when  he  and  she  should  be  one  bone  and  one  flesh.  How  charming  was 
she  to  the  eyes  1  how  luxuriously  attractive,  when  in  her  softer  moments 
she  would  laugh,  and  smile,  and  joke  at  the  winged  hours  as  they  passed  ( 
But  already  was  he  almost  afraid  of  her  voice,  and  already  did  ho  dread 
the  fiercer  glances  of  her  eyes.  Was  he  wise  in  this  that  he  was  doing  ? 
Had  he  not  one  bride  in  commerce,  a  bride  that  would  never  scold; 
and  would  it  not  be  well  for  him  to  trust  his  happiness  to  her  alone  ?  So 
he  argued  within  his  own  breast.  But  nevertheless,  Love  was  still  the 
lord  of  all." 

"  And  the  money's  all  gone  7"  said  Maryanne. 

"  Indeed  it  is.    Would  I  had  as  many  thousands  to  send  afteT  it." 

"  It  was  like  your  folly,  George,  not  to  keep  a  little  of  it  by  you, 
knowing  how  comfortable  it  would  have  been  for  us  at  the  beginning." 

14  But,  my  darling,  it  belonged  to  the  firm." 

"  The  firm,  indeed  1  Arn't  they  all  helping  themselves  hand  over 
liand,  except  you?  There  was  Sarah  Jane  in  the  shop  behind  the 
counter  all  yesterday  afternoon.  Now,  I  tell  you  what  it  is ;  if  she's  to 
come  in  I  won't  stand  it.  She's  not  there  for  nothing,  and  she  with 
cliildren  at  home.  No  wonder  she  can  keep  a  nursemaid,  if  that's 
where  she  spends  her  time.  If  you  would  go  down  more  into  the  shop, 
George,  and  write  less  of  them  little  books  in  verse,  it  would  be  better 
for  us  all." 

And  so  the  time  passed  on  towards  August,  and  the  fifteenth  of  tlint 
month  still  remained  fixed  as  the  happy  day.  Robinson  spent  some 
portion  of  this  time  in  establishing  a  method  of  advertisement,  which  he 
flattered  himself  was  altogether  new ;  but  it  must  be  admitted  in  these 
pages,  that  his  means  for  carrying  it  out  were  not  sufficient.  In  accord- 
ance with  this  project  it  would  have  been  necessary  to  secure  the  co-opera- 
tion of  all  the  tailors'  foremen  in  London,  and  this  could  not  be  done 
without  a  douceur  to  the  men.  His  idea  was,  that  for  a  period  of  a  month 
in  the  heart  of  the  London  season,  no  new  coat  should  be  sent  home  to 
any  gentleman  without  containing  in  the  pocket  one  of  those  alluring  little 
silver  books,  put  out  by  Brown,  Jones,  and  Robinson. 

u  The  thing  is,  to  get  them  opened  and  looked  at,"  said  Robinson. 
li  Now,  I  put  it  to  you,  Poppin3,  whether  you  wouldn't  open  a  book  like 
that  if  you  found  that  somebody  had  put  it  into  your  tail  coat." 

"  Well,  I  should  open  it." 

"  You  would  be  more  or  less  than  mortal  did  you  not  ?  If  it's  thrown 
into  your  cab,  you  throw  it  out.  If  a  man  hands  it  to  you  in  the  street, 
you  drop  it.    If  it  comes  by  post,  you  throw  it  into  the  waste-paper 


Digitized  by  Google 


66      THE  STRUGGLES  OF  BROWN,  JONES,  AND  ROBINSON. 


basket.  But  I'll  defy  the  sternest  or  the  idlest  man  not  to  open  the 
leaves  of  such  a  work  as  that  when  he  first  takes  it  out  of  his  new  dress- 
coat.  Surprise  will  make  him  do  so.  Why  should  his  tailor  send  him 
the  book  of  B.,  J.,  and  R.  ?  There  must  be  something  in  it.  The  name 
of  B.,  J.,  and  R.,  becomes  fixed  in  his  memory,  and  then  the  work  is 
done.  If  the  tailors  had  been  true  to  me,  I  might  have  defied  the 
world."    But  the  tailors  were  not  true  to  him. 

During  all  this  time  nothing  was  heard  of  Brisket.  It  could  not  be 
doubted  that  Brisket,  busy  among  his  bullocks  in  Aldcrsgate  Street,  knew 
well  what  was  passing  among  the  Browns  in  Bishopsgate  Street.  Once  or 
twice  it  occurred  to  Robinson  that  the  young  women,  Maryanne  namely 
and  Mrs.  Poppins,  expected  some  intervention  from  the  butcher:  was  it 
possible  that  Mr.  Brisket  might  be  expected  to  entertain  less  mercenary 
ideas  when  he  found  that  his  prize  was  really  to  be  carried  off  by  another  ? 
But  whatever  may  have  been  the  expectations  of  the  ladies,  Brisket  made 
no  sign.  He  hadn't  seen  his  way,  and  therefore  he  had  retired  from  the 
path  of  love. 

But  Brisket,  even  though  he  did  not  see  his  way,  was  open  to  female 
seduction.  Why  it  was,  that  at  this  eventful  period  of  Robinson's  exist- 
ence Mrs.  Poppins  should  have  turned  against  him, — why  his  old  friend, 
Polly  Twizzle,  should  have  gone  over  to  his  rival,  Robinson  never  knew. 
It  may  have  been,  because  in  his  humble  way,  Poppins  himself  stood 
firmly  by  his  friend  ;  for  such  often  is  the  nature  of  women.  Be  that  as 
it  may,  Mrs.  Poppins,  who  is  now  again  his  fast  friend,  was  then  his 
enemy. 

"  We  shall  have  to  go  to  this  wedding  of  George's,"  Poppins  said  to 
his  wife,  when  one  week  in  August  had  already  passed.  "  I  suppose  old 
Pikes  'JI  give  me  a  morning."  Old  Pikes  was  a  partner  in  the  house  to 
which  Mr.  Poppins  was  attached. 

"  I  shan't  buy  my  bonnet  yet  awhile,"  said  Mrs.  Poppins. 

41  And  why  not,  Polly  ?  " 

"  For  reasons  that  I  know  of." 

"  But  what  reasons  ?  " 

"  You  men  are  always  half  blind,  and  t'other  half  stupid.  Don't  you  see 
that  she's  not  going  to  have  him  ?  " 

"  She  must  be  pretty  sharp  changing  her  mind,  then.  Here's  Tuesday 
already,  and  next  Tuesday  is  to  be  the  day." 

"  Then  it  won't  be  next  Tuesday  ;  nor  yet  any  Tuesday  this  month. 
Biisket's  after  her  again." 

"  I  don't  believe  it,  Polly." 

u  Then  disbelieve  it.  I  was  with  him  yesterday,  and  I'll  tell  you  who 
was  there  before  me  ; — only  don't  you  go  to  Robinson  and  say  I  said  so." 

"  If  I  can't  make  sport,  I  shan't  spoil  none,"  said  Poppins. 

"  Well,  Jones  was  there.  Jones  was  with  Brisket,  and  Jones  told 
him  that  if  he'd  come  forward  now  he  should  have  a  hundred  down,  and 
a  promise  from  the  firm  for  the  rest  of  it." 
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u  Then  Jones  is  a  scoundrel." 

"  I  don't  know  about  that,"  said  Mrs.  Popping.  "  Maryanne  is  his 
wife's  sister,  and  he's  bound  to  do  the  best  he  can  by  her.  Brisket  is  a 
deal  steadier  man  than  Georgy  Robinson,  and  won't  have  to  look  for  his 
bread  so  soon,  I'm  thinking." 

"  He  hasn't  half  the  brains,"  said  Poppins. 

"  Brains  is  like  soft  words ;  they  won't  butter  no  parsnips." 

"  And  you've  been  with  Brisket  ?"  said  the  husband. 

"  Yes  ;  why  not  ?  Brisket  and  I  was  always  friends.  I'm  not  going 
to  quarrel  with  Brisket  because  Georgy  Robinson  is  afraid  of  him.  I 
knew  how  it  would  be  with  Robinson  when  he  didn't  stand  up  to  Brisket 
that  night  at  the  Hall  of  Harmony.  What's  a  man  worth  if  he  won't 
stand  up  for  his  young  woman  ?  If  you  hadn't  stood  up  for  me  I  wouldn't 
hare  had  you."    And  so  ended  that  conversation. 

"  A  hundred  pounds  down  ?  "  said  Brisket  to  Jones  the  next  day. 

"  Yes,  and  our  bill  for  the  remainder." 

"  The  cash  on  the  nail." 

u  Paid  into  your  hand,"  said  Jones. 

u  I  think  I  should  see  my  way,"  said  Brisket ;  "  at  any  rate  I'll  come 
up  on  Saturday." 

'*  Much  better  say  to-morrow,  or  Friday." 

"  Can't  It's  Little  Gogham  fair  on  Friday ;  and  I  always  kills  on 
Thursday." 

"  Saturday  will  be  very  late." 

'*  There'll  be  time  enough  if  you've  got  the  money  ready.  You've 
spoken  to  old  Brown,  I  suppose.  I'll  be  up  as  soon  after  six  on  Satiirday 
evening  as  I  can  come.  If  Maryanne  wants  to  see  me,  she'll  find  me 
here.    It  won't  be  the  first  time." 

Thus  was  it  that  among  his  enemies  the  happiness  of  Robinson's  life 
was  destroyed.  Against  Brisket  he  breathes  not  a  word.  The  course 
was  open  to  both  of  them ;  and  if  Brisket  wtfs  the  best  horse,  why,  let 

I  •  *  s 

him  win  I 

But  in  what  words  would  it  be  right  to  depict  the  conduct  of  Jones  ? 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

A  Tea-Party  in  Bishopsgatb  Street. 

If  it  shall  appear  to  those  who  read  these  memoirs  that  there  was  much 
in  the  conduct  of  Mr.  Brown  which  deserves  censure,  let  them  also 
remember  how  much  there  was  in  his  position  which  demands  pity.  In 
this  abort  narrative  it  has  been  our  purpose  to  set  forth  the  commercial 
doings  of  the  house  of  Brown,  Jones,  and  Robinson,  rather  than  the 
domestic  life  of  the  partners,  and,  therefore,  it  has  been  impossible  to  tell 
of  all  the  trials  through  which  Mr.  Brown  passed  with  his  children. 
But  those  trials  were  very  severe,  and  if  Mr.  Brown  was  on  certain  points 
vol.  v.— no.  25.  4 
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untrue  to  the  young  partner  who  trusted  him,  allowances  for  such 
untruth  must  be  made.  He  was  untrue  ;  but  there  is  one  man,  who, 
looking  back  upon  his  conduct,  knows  how  to  forgive  rt. 

The  scenes  upstairs  at  Magenta  House  during  that  first  week  in 
August  had  been  very  terrible.  Mr.  Brown,  in  hia  anxiety  to  see  his 
daughter  settled,  had  undoubtedly  pledged  himself  to  abandon  the  rooms 
in  which  he  lived,  and  to  take  lodgings  elsewhere.  To  this  promised 
self-sacrifice  Maryanne  was  resolved  to  keep  him  bound j  and  when  some 
hesitation  appeared  on  his  part,  she  swore  to  him  that  nothing  should 
induce  her  to  become  Mrs.  Robinson  till  he  had  packed  his  things 
and  was  gone.  Mr.  Brown  had  a  heart  to  feel,  and  at  this  moment  he 
could  have  told  how  much  sharper  than  a  serpent's  tooth  is  a  child's 
ingratitude  I 

But  he  would  have  gone ;  he  would  have  left  the  house,  although  he 
had  begun  to  comprehend  that  in  leaving  it  he  must  probably  lose  much 
of  his  authority  over  the  money  taken  in  the  shop ;  he  would,  however, 
have  done  so,  had  not  Mrs.  Jones  come  down  upon  him  with  the  whole 
force  of  her  tongue,  and  the  full  violence  of  her  malice.  When  Robinson 
should  have  become  one  with  Maryanne  Brown,  and  should  also  have 
become  the  resident  partner,  then  would  the  influence  of  Mrs.  Jones  in 
that  establishment  have  been  brought  to  a  speedy  close. 

The  reader  shall  not  be  troubled  with  those  frightful  quarrels  in 
which  each  of  the  family  was  pitted  against  the  others.  Sarah  Jane 
declared  to  her  father,  in  terms  which  no  child  should  have  used  to  her 
parent,  that  ho  must  be  an  idiot  and  doting  if  he  allowed  his  youngest 
daughter  and  her  lover  to  oust  him  from  his  house  and  from  all  share 
in  the  management  of  the  business.  Brown  then  appealed  piteouslv  to 
Maryanne,  and  begged  that  he  might  be  allowed  to  occupy  a  small  closet 
as  his  bed-room.  But  Maryanne  was  inexorable.  He  had  undertaken 
to  go,  and  unless  he  did  go  she  would  never  omit  to  din  into  his  ears  thia 
breach  of  his  direct  promise  to  her.  Maryanne  became  almost  great  in  her 
anger,  as  with  voice  raised  so  as  to  drown  her  sister's  weaker  tones,  she 
poured  forth  her  own  story  of  her  own  wrongs. 

"  It  has  been  so  from  the  beginning,"  she  said.  "  When  I  first  knew 
Brisket,  it  was  not  for  any  love  I  had  for  the  man,  but  because  mother 
took  him  up.  Mother  promised  him  money  ;  and  then  I  said  I'd  marry 
him, — not  because  I  cared  for  him,  but  because  he  was  respectable  and 
all  right.  And  then  mother  hadn't  the  money  when  the  pinch  came, 
and,  of  course,  Brisket  wasn't  going  to  be  put  upon ; — why  should  he  ? 
so  I  took  up  with  Robinson,  and  you  knew  it,  father." 

"  I  did,  Maryanne  ;  I  did." 

"  Of  course  you  did.  I  wasn't  going  to  make  a  fool  of  myself  for  no 
man.  I  have  got  myself  to  look  to;  and  if  I  don't  do  it  myself,  they  who 
is  about  me  won't  do  it  for  me." 

"  Your  old  father  would  do  anything  for  you." 

««  Father,  I  hate  words  !    What  I  want  is  deeds.   Well,  then :— Robin- 
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eon  came  here  and  was  your  partner,  and  meanwhile  I  thought  it  was  all 
right.  And  who  was  it  interfered  ? — why,  you  did.  When  Brisket  went 
to  you,  you  promised  him  the  money ;  and  then  he  went  and  upset  Robinson. 
And  we  had  that  supper  in  Smithfield,  and  Robinson  was  off,  and  I  wan 
to  be  Mrs.  Brisket  out  of  band.  But  then,  again,  the  money  wasn't  there." 
"  I  couldn't  make  the  money,  Maryanne." 

"  Father,  it's  a  shame  for  you  to  tell  such  mlsehoods  before  your  own 
daughters." 

Ai  Oh,  Maryanne !  you  wicked  girl  ! "  said  Sarah  Jane. 

"If  I'm  wicked,  there's  two  of  ui  so,  Sarah  Jane  I  You  had  the 
money,  and  you  gave  it  to  Robinson  for  them  notices  of  his.  I  know 
all  about  it  now  !  And  then  what  could  you  expect  of  Brisket  ?  Ot 
course  he  was  off.  There  was  no  fal-lal  about  lore,  and  all  that,  with 
him.  He  wanted  a  woman  to  look  after  his  house;  but  he  wanted 
something  with  her.  And  I  wanted  a  roof  oyer  my  head;  which  I'm 
not  likely  to  have,  the  way  you're  coiner  on." 

"  While  I  have  a  morsel,  you  shall  have  half." 

11  And  when  you  haven't  a  morsel,  how  will  it  be  then  ?  Of  course* 
when  I  saw  all  this,  I  felt  myself  put  upon.  There  was  Jones  getting  hiB 
money  out  of  the  shop  1 " 

"  Well,  miss,"  said  Sarah  Jane  ;  44  and  isn't  he  a  partner  ?  * 

44  You  ain't  a  partner,  and  I  don't  know  what  business  you  have 
there.  But  every  one  was  helping  themselves  except  me.  I  was  going 
to  the  wall.  I  have  always  been  going  to  the  Wall.  Well ;  when  Brisket 
was  off,  I  took  up  with  Robinson  again.  I  always  liked  him  the  best, 
only  I  never  thought  of  my  own  likings :  I  wasn't  that  selfish.  I  took 
up  with  Robinson  again  ;  but  I  wasn't  going  to  be  any  man's  wife,  if  he 
couldn't  put  a  roof  over  my  head.  Well,  father,  you  know  what  was 
said  then,  and  now  you're  going  buck  from  it." 

44 1  snppose  you'd  better  have  Mr.  Brisket,"  said  the  old  man,  after 
a  pause. 

44  Will  you  give  Brisket  those  five  hundred  pounds  ?  "  And  then 
those  embassies  to  Aldersgate  Street  were  made  by  Mrs.  Poppins  and 
by  Mr.  Jones.  During  this  time  Maryanne,  having  spoken  her  mind 
freely,  remained  silent  and  sullen.  That  her  father  would  not  go  out 
on  the  appointed  day,  she  knew.  That  she  would  not  marry  Robinson 
unless  he  did,  she  knew  also.  She  did  not  like  Brisket;  but,  as  she 
had  said,  she  was  not  so  selfish  as  to  let  that  stand  in  the  way.  If  it  was 
to  be  Brisket,  let  it  be  Brisket.    Only  let  something  be  done. 

Only  let  something  be  done.  It  certainly  was  not  a  matter  of  surprise 
that  she  should  demand  so  much.  It  must  be  acknowledged  that  all 
connected  with  the  firm  and  family  began  to  feel  that  the  house  of  Brown, 
Jones,  and  Robinson,  had  not  succeeded  in  establishing  itself  on  a  sound 
basis.  Mr.  Brown  was  despondent,  and  often  Unwell.  The  Jones's 
were  actuated  by  no  ambition  to  raise  themselves  to  the  position  of  British 
merchants,  but  by  a  greedy  desire  to  get  what  might  be  gotten  in  the 
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scramble.  Robinson  still  kept  his  shoulder  to  the  collar,  but  he  did  so 
with  but  little  hope.  He  had  made  a  fatal  mistake  in  leaguing  himself 
with  uncongenial  partners,  and  began  to  feel  that  that  mistake  must  be 
expiated  by  the  ruin  of  his  present  venture.  Under  such  circumstances 
Maryanne  Brown  was  not  unreasonable  in  desiring  that  something  should 
be  done.  She  had  now  given  a  tacit  consent  to  that  plan  for  bringing 
back  Brisket,  and  consequently  her  brother-in-law  went  at  once  to  work. 

It  must  be  acknowledged  that  the  time  was  short.  When  Brisket, 
with  such  easy  indifference,  postponed  his  visit  to  Bishopsgate  Street  till 
the  Saturday,  giving  to  Gogham  Market  and  the  slaughtering  of  his 
beasts  a  preference  to  the  renewal  of  his  love,  he  regarded  the  task 
before  him  as  a  light  one.  But  it  must  be  supposed  that  it  was  no 
light  task  to  Miss  Brown.  On  the  Tuesday  following  that  Saturday, 
she  would,  if  she  were  true  to  her  word,  join  herself  in  wedlock  to  George 
Robinson.  She  now  purposed  to  be  untrue  to  her  word ;  but  it  must 
be  presumed  that  she  had  some  misgivings  at  the  heart  when  she  thought 
of  the  task  before  her. 

On  the  Thursday  and  the  Friday  she  managed  to  avoid  Robinson. 
On  the  Saturday  morning  they  met  in  her  father's  room  for  a  minute, 
and  when  he  attempted  to  exercise  a  privilege  to  which  his  near  approach- 
ing nuptials  certainly  entitled  him,  she  repulsed  him  sullenly :  "  Oh, 
come ;  none  of  that."  "  I  shall  require  the  more  on  Tuesday,"  he  replied, 
with  his  ordinary  good-humour.  She  spoke  nothing  further  to  him  then, 
but  left  the  room  and  went  away  to  her  friend  Mrs.  Poppins. 

Robinson  belonged  to  a  political  debating  club,  which  met  on  every 
Saturday  evening  at  the  Goose  and  Gridiron  in  one  of  the  lanes  behind 
the  church  in  Fleet  Street.  It  was,  therefore,  considered  that  the  new 
compact  might  be  made  in  Bishopsgate  Street  on  that  evening  without 
any  danger  of  interruption  from  him.  But  at  the  hour  of  dinner  on  that 
day,  a  word  was  whispered  into  his  ear  by  Poppins.  "  I  don't  suppose 
you  care  about  it,"  said  he,  "  but  there's  going  to  be  some  sort  of  doing 
at  the  old  man's  this  evening." 

"What  doing?" 

"  It's  all  right,  I  suppose ;  but  Brisket  is  going  to  be  there.  It's  just 
a  farewell  call,  I  suppose." 

"  Brisket  with  my  love  1 "  said  Robinson.  "  Then  will  I  be  there 
also." 

"  Don't  forget  that  you've  got  to  chaw  up  old  Crowdy  on  the  paper 
question.  What  will  the  Geese  do  if  you're  not  there  ?  "  The  club  in 
question  was  ordinarily  called  the  Goose  Club,  and  the  members  were  in 
common  parlance  called  the  Geese. 

"  I  will  be  there  also,"  said  Robinson.  "  But  if  I  should  be  late,  you 
will  tell  the  Geese  why  it  is  so." 

"  They  all  know  you  are  going  to  be  married,"  said  Poppins.  And 
then  they  parted. 

The  hour  at  which  the  parliament  of  the  Geese  assembled  was,  as  a 
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rule,  a  quarter  before  eight  in  the  evening,  so  that  the  debate  might 
absolutely  begin  at  eight.  Seven  was  the  hour  for  tea  in  Bishopsgate 
Street,  but  on  the  present  occasion  Brisket  was  asked  for  half-past  seven, 
so  that  Robinson's  absence  might  be  counted  on  as  a  certainty.  At  half- 
past  seven  to  the  moment  Brisket  was  there,  and  the  greeting  between 
him  and  Maryanne  was  not  of  a  passionate  nature. 

*'  Well,  old  girl,  here  I  am  again,"  he  said,  as  he  swung  his  burly 
body  into  the  room. 

"  I  see  you,"  she  said,  as  she  half  reluctantly  gave  him  her  hand. 
"  But  remember,  it  wasn't  me  who  sent  for  you.  I'd  just  as  lief  you 
stayed  away."    And  then  they  went  to  business. 

Both  Jones  and  his  wife  were  there ;  and  it  may  perhaps  be  said,  that 
if  Maryanne  Brown  had  any  sincerity  of  feeling  at  her  heart,  it  was  one 
of  hatred  for  her  brother-in-law.  But  now,  this  new  change  in  her  for- 
tunes was  being  brought  about  by  his  interference,  and  he  was,  as  it  were, 
acting  as  her  guardian.  This  was  very  bitter  to  her,  and  she  sat  on  one 
side  in  sullen  silence,  and  to  all  appearance  paid  no  heed  to  what  was 
being  said. 

The  minds  of  them  all  were  so  intent  on  the  business  part  of  the  trans- 
action that  the  banquet  was  allowed  to  remain  untouched  till  all  the  pre- 
liminaries were  settled.  There  was  the  tea  left  to  draw  till  it  should  be 
as  bitter  as  Maryanne's  temper,  and  the  sally  luns  were  becoming  as  cold  as 
Sarah  Jane's  heart  Mr.  Brown  did,  in  some  half- bashful  manner,  make 
an  attempt  at  performing  the  duties  of  a  host.  "  My  dears,  won't  Mr. 
Brisket  have  his  dish  of  tea  now  it's  here  ?  "  But  "  my  dears"  were  deaf  to 
the  hint.  Maryanne  still  sat  sullen  in  the  corner,  and  Sarah  Jane  stood 
bolt  upright,  with  ears  erect,  ready  to  listen,  ready  to  speak,  ready  (o 
interfere  with  violence  should  the  moment  come  when  anything  was  to 
be  gained  on  her  side  by  doing  so. 

They  went  to  the  work  in  hand,  with  very  little  of  the  preamble  of 
courtesy.  Yes;  Brisket  would  marry  her  on  the  terms  proposed  by  Jones. 
He  could  see  his  way  if  he  had  a  hundred  pounds  down,  and  the  bill  of 
the  Firm  at  three  months  for  the  remaining  sum. 

"  Not  three  months,  Brisket.  Six  months,"  suggested  Brown.  But 
in  this  matter  Brisket  was  quite  firm,  and  Mr.  Brown  gave  way. 

But,  as  all  of  them  knew,  the  heat  of  the  battle  would  concern  the 
names  which  were  to  be  written  on  the  bill.  Brisket  demanded  that  the  bill 
should  be  from  the  firm.  Jones  held  that  as  a  majority  of  the  firm 
were  willing  that  this  should  be  so,  Mr.  Brown  was  legally  entitled  to 
make  the  bill  payable  at  the  bank  out  of  the  funds  of  the  house.  In 
this  absurd  opinion  he  was  supported  violently  by  his  wife.  Brisket,  of 
course,  gave  no  opinion  on  the  subject.  It  was  not  for  him  to  interfere 
among  the  partners.  All  he  said  was,  that  the  bill  of  the  firm  had  been 
promised  to  him,  and  that  he  shouldn't  see  his  way  with  anything  else. 
Mr.  Brown  hesitated — pondering  painfully  over  the  deed  he  was  called 
upon  to  do.    He  knew  that  he  was  being  asked  to  rob  the  man  he  loved ; 
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but  ho  knew  also,  that  if  he  did  not  do  so,  he  must  go  forth  from  his 
home.  And  then,  when  he  might  be  in  want  of  comfort,  the  child  for 
whose  sake  he  should  do  so  would  turn  from  him  without  love  or  pity. 

44  Jones  and  me  would  do  it  together/'  said  Mr.  Brown. 

44  Jones  won't  do  nothing  of  the  kind/'  said  Jones's  careful  wife. 

"  It  would  be  no  good  if  he  did,"  said  Brisket.  44  And,  I'll  tell  you 
what  it  is,  I'm  not  going  to  be  made  a  fool  of;  I  must  know  how  it's  to  be 
at  once,  or  I'm  off."  And  he  put  out  his  hand  as  though  to  take  up  his 
hat. 

"  What  fools  you  are !"  said  Maryanne,  speaking  from  her  chair  in  the 
corner.  "  There's  not  one  of  you  knows  George  Robinson.  Ask  him  to 
give  his  name  to  the  bill,  and  he'll  do  it  instantly." 

44  Who  is  it  wants  the  name  of  George  Robinson?"  said  the  voice  of 
that  injured  man,  as  at  the  moment  he  entered  the  room.  44  George 
Robinson  is  here."  And  then  he  looked  round  upon  the  assembled 
councillors,  and  his  eyes  rested  at  last  with  mingled  scorn  and  sorrow  upon 
the  face  of  Maryanne  Brown  5 — with  mingled  scorn  and  sorrow,  but  not 
with  anger.  "George  Robinson  is  here;  who  wants  his  name? — and 
why  ?  " 

44  Will  you  take  a  oup  of  tea,  George  ?  "  said  Mr.  Brown,  as  soon  as 
he  was  able  to  overcome  his  first  dismay. 

44  Maryanne,"  said  Robinson,  "why  is  that  man  here?"  and  ha 
pointed  to  Brisket. 

44  Ask  them,"  said  Maryanne,  and  she  turned  her  fkoe  away  from  him, 
in  towards  the  wall. 

44  Mr.  Brown,  why  is  he  here  ?  Why  is  your  daughter's  former  lover 
hero  on  the  eve  of  her  marriage  with  me  ?  " 

44 1  will  answer  that  question,  if  you  please,"  said  Jones,  stepping  up. 

"  You !  "  And  Robinson,  looking  at  him  from  head  to  foot,  silenced 
him  with  his  look.  44  You  answer  me  !  From  you  I  will  take  no  answer 
in  this  matter.  With  you  I  will  hold  no  parley  on  this  subject.  I  have 
spoken  to  two  whom  I  loved,  and  they  have  given  me  no  reply.  There  is 
one  here  whom  I  do  not  love  and  he  shall  answer  me.  Mr.  Brisket, 
though  I  have  not  loved  you,  I  have  believed  you  to  be  an  honest  man. 
Why  are  you  here  ?  " 

44  To  see  if  we  can  agree  about  my  marrying  that  young  woman," 
said  Brisket,  nodding  at  her  with  his  head,  while  he  still  kept  his  hands 
in  his  trowsers'  pockets. 

44  Ah  !  Is  it  so  ?  There  she  is,  Mr.  Brisket ;  and  now,  for  the  third 
time,  1  shall  go  out  from  your  presence,  renouncing  her  charms  in  your 
favour.  When  first  I  did  so  at  the  dancing-room,  I  was  afraid  of  your 
brute  strength,  because  the  crowd  was  looking  on  and  I  knew  you  could 
carry^out  your  unmanly  threat.  And  when  I  wrote  that  paper  the  second 
time,  you  had  again  threatened  me,  and  I  was  again  afraid.  My  heart 
was  high  on  other  matters,  and  why  should  I  have  sacrificed  myself?  Now 
1  renounce  her  again ;  but  I  am  not  afraid,  for  my  heart  is  high  on  nothing." 
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u  George,  George  ! "  said  Maryanne,  jumping  from  her  seat.    "  Leave 

him,  leave  him,  and  I'll  promise  "    And  then  she  seized  hold  of  his 

arm.  For  the  moment  some  touoh  of  a  woman's  feeling  had  reached  her 
heart.  At  that  instant  she  perhaps  recognized,—- if  only  fbr  the  instant — 
that  true  love  is  worth  more  than  comfort, — worth  more  than  well  assured 
rations  of  bread  and  meat,  and  a  secure  roof.  For  that  once  she  felt 
rather  than  understood  that  an  honest  heart  is  better  than  a  strong  arm. 
But  it  was  too  late. 

"No,"  said  he,  "Til  havo  no  promise  from  you;-— your  words  are  all 
false.  I've  humbled  myself  as  the  dust  beneath  your  feet,  because  I  loved 
you, — and,  therefore,  you  have  treated  me  as  the  dust.  The  man  who 
will  crawl  to  a  woman  will  ever  be  so  treated." 

"  You  are  about  right  there,  old  fellow,"  said  Brisket. 

u  Leave  me,  I  say."  For  still  she  held  his  arm.  She  still  held  his 
arm,  for  she  saw  by  his  eye  what  he  intended,  though  no  one  else  had 
seen. 

44  You  have  twitted  me  with  my  cowardice,"  he  said  ;  "  but  you  shall 
fee  that  I  am  no  coward.  He  is  the  coward  1  "  and  he  pointed  with  his 
finger  to  Brisket.  "He  is  the  coward,  for  he  will  undergo  no  risk." 
And  then,  without  further  notice,  George  Robinson  flew  at  the  butcher's 
throat 

It  was  very  clear  that  Brisket  himself  had  suspected  no  such  attack, 
for  till  the  moment  at  which  he  felt  Robinson's  fingers  about  his  cravat, 
he  liad  still  stood  with  his  hands  in  the  pockets  of  his  trowsers.  He  was 
very  strong,  and  when  his  thoughts  were  well  made  up  to  the  idea  of  a 
fight,  could  in  his  own  way  be  quick  enough  with  his  fists ;  but  otherwise 
he  was  slow  in  action,  nor  was  he  in  any  way  passionate. 

"  Halloo,"  he  said,  striving  to  extricate  himself,  and  hardly  able  to 
articulate,  as  the  handkerchief  tightened  itself  about  his  neck.  "  Ugh-h-h." 
And  getting  his  arm  round  Robinson's  ribs  he  tried  to  squeeze  his  assail- 
ant till  he  should  drop  his  hold. 

♦'I  will  have  his  tongue  from  his  mouth,"  shouted  Robinson,  and 
m  he  spoke,  he  gave  another  twist  to  the  handkerchief. 

"  Oh,  laws,"  said  Mrs.  Jones.  ♦•The  poor  man  will  be  ohoked,"  and 
she  laid  hold  of  the  tail  of  Robinson's  coat,  pulling  at  it  with  all  her 
strength. 

" Don't,  don't,"  said  Mr.  Brown.  "George,  George,  you  shall  have 
her  ;  indeed  you  shall — only  leave  him." 

Maryanne  the  while  looked  on,  as  ladies  of  yore  did  look  on  when 
knights  slaughtered  each  other  for  their  smiles.  And  perhaps  of  yore  the 
h'-arta  of  those  who  did  look  on  were  as  cold  and  callous  as  was  hers. 
For  one  moment  of  enthusiasm  she  had  thought  she  loved,  but  now  again 
•he  was  indifferent.    It  might  be  settled  as  well  this  way  as  any  other. 

At  length  Brisket  succeeded  in  actually  forcing  his  weak  assailant  from 
him,  Mrs,  Jones  the  while  lending  him  considerable  assistance  ;  and  then 
he  raised  his  heavy  fist.   Robinson  was  there  opposite  to  him,  helpless  and 
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exhausted,  just  within  his  reach  ;  and  he  raised  his  heavy  fist  to  strike 
him  down. 

He  raised  his  fist,  and  then  he  let  it  fall.  "No,"  said  he,  "I'm 
blowed  if  Til  hit  you ;  you're  better  stuff*  than  I  thought  you  was.  And 
now  look  here,  young  man ;  there  she  is.  If  she'll  say  that  she'll  have 
you,  I'll  walk  out,  and  I  won't  come  across  you  or  she  any  more." 

Maryanne,  when  she  heard  this,  raised  aer  face  and  looked  steadily  at 
Robinson.    If,  however,  she  had  any  hope,  that  hope  was  fruitless. 

"  I  have  renounced  her  twice,"  said  he,  "  and  now  I  renounce  her 
again.  It  is  not  now  from  fear.  Mr.  Brown,  you  have  my  authority  for 
accepting  that  bill  in  the  name  of  the  Firm."  Then  he  left  the  room 
and  went  forth  into  the  street. 


chapter  xvhi. 

An  Evening  at  the  Goose  and  Gridiron. 

Those  political  debaters  who  met  together  weekly  at  the  "  Goose  and  Grid- 
iron "  were  certainly  open  to  the  insinuation  that  they  copied  the  practices 
of  another  debating  society,  which  held  its  sittings  farther  west.  In  some 
respects  they  did  so,  and  were  perhaps  even  servile  in  their  imitation. 
They  divided  themselves  into  parties,  of  which  each  had  an  ostensible 
leader.  But  then  there  was  always  some  ambitious  but  hardly  trust- 
worthy member  who  endeavoured  to  gather  round  him  a  third  party  which 
might  become  dominant  by  trimming  between  the  other  two;  and  he 
again  would  find  the  ground  cut  from  beneath  his  feet  by  new  aspirants. 
The  members  never  called  each  other  by  their  own  names,  but  addressed 
each  always  as  "  the  worthy  Goose,"  speaking  at  such  moments  with  the 
utmost  courtesy.  This  would  still  be  done,  though  the  speaker  were  using 
all  his  energy  to  show  that  that  other  Goose  waR  in  every  sense  unworthy. 
They  had  a  perpetual  chairman,  for  whom  they  affected  the  most  un- 
bounded respect.  He  was  generally  called  "  the  Grand,"  his  full  title 
being  "  The  Most  Worthy  Grand  Goose; "  and  members  on  their  legs, 
when  they  wished  to  address  the  meeting  with  special  eloquence,  and  were 
about  to  speak  words  which  they  thought  peculiarly  fit  for  public  attention, 
would  generally  begin  by  thus  invoking  him.  "  Most  Worthy  Grand,"  they 
would  say.  But  this  when  done  by  others  than  well  accustomed  speakers, 
was  considered  as  a  work  either  of  arrogance  or  of  ignorance.  This  great 
officer  was  much  loved  among  them,  and  familiarly  he  was  called  "  My 
Grand."  Though  there  was  an  immensity  of  talk  at  these  meetings,  men 
speaking  sometimes  by  the  half  hour  whose  silence  the  club  would  have 
been  willing  to  purchase  almost  at  any  price,  there  were  not  above  four 
established  orators.  There  were  four  orators,  of  each  of  whom  it  was  said 
that  he  copied  the  manner  and  tone  of  some  great  speaker  in  that  other 
society.  There  was  our  friend  Robinson,  who  in  the  elegance  of  his 
word*,  and  the  brilliancy  of  his  ideas,  far  surpassed  any  other  Goose.  Hia 
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words  were  irresistible,  and  his  power  in  that  assembly  unequalled.  But 
yet,  as  many  said,  it  was  power  working  only  for  evil.  The  liberal  party 
to  which  he  had  joined  himself  did  not  dare  to  stand  without  him  ;  but 
yet,  if  the  whispers  that  got  abroad  were  true,  they  would  only  too  gladly 
have  dispensed  with  him.  He  was  terrible  as  a  friend ;  but  then  he  could 
be  more  terrible  as  a  foe. 

Then  there  was  Crowdy — Crowdy,  whose  high-flown  ideas  hardly  tallied 
with  the  stern  realities  of  his  life.  Crowdy  was  the  leader  of  those  who 
had  once  held  firmly  by  Protection.  Crowdy  had  been  staunchly  true  to 
his  parry  since  he  had  a  party,  though  it  had  been  said  of  him  that  the 
adventures  of  Crowdy  in  search  of  a  party  had  been  very  long  and  very 
various.  There  had  been  no  Goose  with  a  bitterer  tongue  than  Crowdy, 
but  now  in  these  days  a  spirit  of  quiescence  had  fallen  on  him;  and 
though  he  spoke  as  often  as  ever,  he  did  not  wield  so  deadly  a  toma- 
hawk. 

Then  there  was  the  burly  Buggins,  than  whom  no  Goose  had  a  more  fluent 
use  of  his  vernacular.  He  was  not  polished  as  Robinson,  nor  had  he  ever 
possessed  the  exquisite  keenness  of  Crowdy.  But  in  speaking  he  always 
hit  the  nail  on  the  head,  and  carried  his  hearers  with  him  by  the  energy 
and  perspicuity  of  his  argument.  But  by  degrees  the  world  of  the  Goose 
and  Gridiron  had  learned  that  Buggins  talked  of  things  which  he  did  not 
understand,  and  which  he  had  not  studied.  His  facts  would  not  bear  the 
light.  Words  fell  from  his  mouth  sweeter  than  honey ;  but  sweet  as  they 
were  they  were  of  no  avail.  It  was  pleasant  to  hear  Buggins  talk,  but 
men  knew  that  it  was  useless. 

But  perhaps  the  most  remarkable  Goose  in  that  assembly,  as  decidedly 
he  was  the  most  popular,  was  old  Pan.  He  traced  his  birth  to  the 
mighty  blood  of  the  great  Pancabinets,  whose  noble  name  he  still  proudly 
bore.  Everyone  liked  old  Pancabinet,  and  though  he  did  not  now  possess, 
and  never  had  possessed,  those  grand  oratorical  powers  which  distinguished 
so  highly  the  worthy  Geese  above  mentioned,  no  Goose  ever  rose  upon 
his  legs  more  sure  of  respectful  attention.  The  sway  which  he  bore  in 
that  assembly  was  very  wonderful,  for  he  was  an  old  man,  and  there  were 
there  divers  Geese  of  unruly  spirit.  Lately  he  had  associated  himself 
much  with  our  friend  Robinson,  for  which  many  blamed  him.  But  old 
Pancabinet  generally  knew  what  he  was  about,  and  having  recognized 
the  tremendous  power  of  the  young  merchant  from  Bishopsgate  Street, 
was  full  sure  that  he  could  get  on  better  with  him  than  he  could 
against  him* 

It  was  pleasant  to  see  "  My  Grand  "  as  ho  sat  in  his  big  arm-chair, 
with  his  beer  before  him,  and  his  long  pipe  in  his  mouth.  A  benign 
smile  was  ever  on  his  face,  and  yet  he  showed  himself  plainly  conscious 
that  authority  lived  in  his  slightest  word,  and  that  he  had  but  to  frown 
to  be  obeyed.  That  pipe  was  constant  in  his  hand,  and  was  the  weapon 
with  which  he  signified  his  approbation  of  the  speakers.  When  any  great 
orator  would  aribe  and  address  him  as  Most  Worthy  Grand,  he  would  lay 
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his  pipe  for  an  instant  on  the  table,  and,  crowing  his  hands  on  his  ample 
waistcoat,  would  bow  serenely  to  the  Goose  on  his  legs.  Then,  not  allow- 
ing the  spark  to  be  extinguished  on  his  tobacco,  he  would  resume  the 
clay,  and  spread  out  oyer  his  head  and  shoulders  a  long  soft  cloud  of 
odorous  smoke.  But  when  any  upstart  so  addressed  him— any  Goose  not 
entitled  by  character  to  use  the  sonorous  phrase—he  would  still  retain 
his  pipe,  and  Bimply  wink  his  eye.  It  was  said  that  this  distinction 
quite  equalled  the  difference  between  big  type  and  little,  and  between  the 
first  and  the  third  person. 

On  the  evening  in  question— that  same  evening  on  which  Robinson 
had  endeavoured  to  tear  out  the  tongue  of  Brisket — the  Geese  were 
assembled  before  eight  o'clock.  A  motion  that  had  been  made  elsewhere 
for  the  repeal  of  the  paper  duties  was  to  be  discussed.  It  was  known 
that  the  minds  of  many  Geese  were  violently  set  against  a  measure  which 
they  presumed  to  be  most  deleterious  to  the  country  ;  but  old  Pan,  under 
the  rigorous  instigation  of  Robinson,  had  given  in  his  adhesion,  and  was 
prepared  to  vote  for  the  measure — and  to  talk  for  it  also,  should  there  be 
absolute  necessity.  Buggins  also  was  on  the  same  side — for  Buggins 
was  by  trade  a  radical.  But  it  was  felt  by  all  that  the  debate  would  be 
nothing  unless  Robinson  should  be  there  to  *•  chaw  up  "  Crowdy,  as  had 
been  intimated  to  our  friend  by  that  worthy  Goose  the  young  Poppins. 

But  at  eight  o'clock  and  at  a  quarter  past  eight  Robinson  was  not  there. 
Crowdy,  not  wishing  to  lacerate  his  foe  till  that  foe  should  be  there  to  feel 
the  w,ounds,  sat  silent  in  his  usual  seat.  Pancabinet,  who  understood  well 
the  beauty  of  silence,  would  not  begin  the  fray.  Buggins  was  ever  ready  to 
talk,  but  he  was  cunning  enough  to  know  that  a  future  opportunity  might 
be  more  valuable  than  the  present  one.  Then  up  jumped  Poppins.  Now 
Poppins  was  no  orator,  but  he  felt  that  as  the  friend  of  Robinson,  he  was 
bound  to  address  the  meeting  on  the  present  occasion.  There  were  cir- 
cumstances which  should  be  explained.  "Most  worthy  Grand,"  he  began, 
starting  suddently  to  his  legs;  whereupon  the  worthy  Grand  slightly  drew 
back  hiB  head,  still  holding  his  pipe  between  his  lips,  and  winked  at  the 

unhappy  Poppins.    *'  As  the  friend  of  the  absent  Robinson  "  he  went 

on ;  but  he  was  at  once  interrupted  by  loud  cries  of  "  order"  from  every  side 
of  the  room.  And,  worse  than  that,  the  Grand  frowned  at  him.  There  was 
no  rule  more  established  than  that  which  forbade  the  name  of  any  Goose 
to  be  mentioned.  "  I  beg  the  Grand's  pardon,"  continued  Poppins ;  "  I 
mean  the  absent  worthy  Goose.  As  his  friend  I  rise  to  say  a  few  words. 
I  know  he  feels  the  greatest  interest  about  this  measure,  which  has  been 

brought  forward  in  the  House  of  C  "    But  again  he  was  interrupted. 

"  Order,  order,  order,"  was  shouted  at  him  by  vociferous  Geese  on  every 
side,  and  the  Grand  frowned  at  him  twice.  When  the  Grand  had  frowned 
at  a  member  three  times,  that  member  was  silenced  for  the  night.  In  this 
matter  the  assembly  at  the  Goobo  and  Gridiron  had  not  copied  their  rule 
from  any  other  Body.  But  it  is  worthy  of  consideration  whether  some 
other  Body  might  not  do  well  to  copy  theirs.   "  I  beg  the  Grand's  pardon 
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again,"  mid  the  unhappy  Popping;  "but  I  meant  in  another  place." 
Hereupon  a  worthy  Goose  got  up  and  suggested  that  their  numbers  should 
be  counted.  Now  there  was  a  rule  that  no  debate  could  be  continued 
unless  a  dozen  geese  were  present ;  and  a  debate  once  closed,  was  closed 
for  that  night.  When  such  a  hint  was  given  to  the  Grand,  it  became  the 
Grand's  duty  to  count  his  Geese,  and  in  order  to  effect  this  in  accordance 
with  the  constitution  of  the  assembly,  it  was  necessary  that  the  servants 
should  withdraw.  Strangers  also  were  sometimes  present,  and  at  such 
momenta  they  were  politely  asked  to  retire.  When  the  suggestion  was 
made,  the  suggestor  no  doubt  knew  that  the  requisite  number  was  not 
there,  but  it  usually  happened  on  such  occasions  that  some  hangers-on 
were  at  hand  to  replenish  the  room.  A  Goose  or  two  might  be  eating 
bread  and  cheese  in  the  little  parlour— for  food  could  not  be  introduced 
into  the  debating-room ;  and  afew  of  the  younger  Geese  might  often  be  found 
y  musing  themselves  with  the  young  lady  at  the  bar.  Word  would  be 
passed  to  them  that  the  Grand  was  about  to  count,  and  indeed  they  would 
hear  the  tap  of  his  tobacco  stopper  on  the  table.  Then  there  would  be  a 
ru*h  among  these  hungry  and  amorous  Geese,  and  so  the  number  would 
be  made  up.    That  they  called  making  a  flock. 

When  the  suggestion  was  given  on  the  present  occasion  the  Grand 
put  down  his  tankard  from  his  hand  and  proceeded  to  the  performance  of 
his  duty.  Turning  the  mouthpiece  of  his  long  clay  pipe  out  from  him, 
he  pointed  it  slowly  to  one  after  another,  counting  them  as  he  so  pointed. 
First  be  counted  up  old  Pancabinet,  and  a  slight  twinkle  might  be  seen 
in  the  eyes  of  the  two  old  men  as  he  did  so.  Then,  turning  his  pipe 
round  the  room,  he  pointed  at  them  all,  and  it  was  found  that  there  were 
fifteen  present.  "  There  is  a  flock,  and  the  discreet  and  worthy  Goose  is 
in  possession  of  the  room,"  he  said,  bowing  to  Poppins.  And  Poppins 
again  began  his  speech. 

It  was  but  a  blundering  affair,  as  was  too  often  the  case  with  the 
speeches  made  there;  and  then  when  Poppins  sat  down,  the  great  Crowdy 
rose  slowly  to  his  legs.  We  will  not  attempt  to  give  the  speech  of  this 
eloquent  Goose  at  length,  for  the  great  Crowdy  often  made  long  speeches. 
It  may  suffice  to  say  that  having  a  good  cause  he  made  the  beat  of  it,  and 
that  he  pitched  into  our  poor  Robinson  most  unmercifully,  always  declaring 
as  he  did  so  that  as  his  friend  the  enterprising  and  worthy  Goose  was  absent, 
his  own  mouth  was  effectually  closed.  It  may  be  noted  here  that  when- 
ever a  Goose  was  in  commerce  the  epithet  enterprising  was  always  used 
when  he  waa  mentioned;  and  if  he  held  or  ever  bad  held  a  service  of  trust, 
as  Poppins  did,  he  was  called  the  discreet  goose.  And  then,  just  as 
Crowdy  finished  his  speech,  the  swinging  door  of  the  room  waa  opened, 
and  Robinson  himself  started  up  to  his  accustomed  place. 

It  waa  easy  to  see  that  both  the  inner  man  had  been  disturbed  and  the 
outer.  His  hair  and  clothes  had  been  ruffled  in  the  embrace  with  Brisket, 
and  his  heart  had  been  ruffled  in  its  encounter  with  Maiyanne.  He  had 
come  straight  from  Bishopsgate  Street  to  the  Goose  and  Gridiron ;  and 
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now  when  he  walked  up  to  his  seat,  all  the  geese  remained  silent  waiting 
for  him  to  speak. 

"Most  worthy  Grand,"  he  began;  and  immediately  the  long  pipe  was 
laid  upon  the  table  and  the  hands  of  the  Grand  were  crossed  upon  his 
bosom.  "  A  circumstance  has  occurred  to-night,  which  unfits  me  for 
these  debates.**  "  No,  no,  no,"  was  shouted  on  one  side;  and  "hear,  hear, 
hear,"  on  the  other;  during  which  the  Grand  again  bowed  and  then 
resumed  his  pipe. 

"  If  the  chamber  will  allow  me  to  wander  away  from  paper  for  a 
moment,  and  to  open  the  sores  of  a  bleeding  heart  " 

"  Question,  question,"  was  then  called  by  a  jealous  voice. 

"  The  enterprising  and  worthy  Goose  is  perfectly  in  order,"  said  the 
burly  Buggins.  "  Many  a  good  heart  will  bleed  before  long  if  this 
debate  is  to  be  choked  and  smothered  by  the  cackle  of  the  incapable." 

"  I  submit  that  the  question  before  the  chamber  is  the  repeal  of  the 
paper  duties,"  said  the  jealous  voice,  "  and  not  the  bleeding  heart  of  the 
enterprising  and  worthy  Goose." 

"The  question  before  the  cabinet  is,"  said  My  Grand,  "that  the 
chamber  considers  that  two  millions  a-year  will  be  lost  for  ever  by  the 
repeal  of  the  paper  duties ;  but  if  the  enterprising  and  worthy  Goose  have 
any  personal  remarks  to  make  bearing  on  that  subject,  he  will  be  in 
order." 

"  It  is  a  matter  of.  privilege,"  suggested  Poppins. 

"  A  personal  explanation  is  always  allowed,"  said  Robinson,  indig- 
nantly ;  "  nor  did  I  think  that  any  member  of  this  chamber  would  have 
had  the  baseness  to  stop  my  voice  when  " 

"  Order— order — order !  " 

"  I  may  have  been  wrong  to  say  baseness  in  this  chamber,  however 
base  the  worthy  Goose  may  be ;  and,  therefore,  with  permission  of  our 
worthy  Grand,  I  will  substitute  4  hardihood.' "  Whereupon  the  worthy 
Grand  again  bowed.  But  still  there  were  cries  of  question  from  the  6ide 
of  the  room  opposite  to  that  on  which  Robinson  sat. 

Then  old  Pancabinet  rose  from  his  seat,  and  all  voices  were  hushed. 

"  If  I  may  be  allowed  to  make  a  suggestion,"  said  he,  "  I  would  say 
that  the  enterprising  and  worthy  Goose  should  be  heard  on  a  matter 
personal  to  himself.  It  may  very  probably  be  that  the  privileges  of  this 
chamber  are  concerned ;  and  I  think  I  may  say  that  any  worthy  Goose 
speaking  on  matters  affecting  privilege  in  this  chamber  is  always  heard 
with  that  attention  which  the  interest  of  the  subject  demands."  After 
that  there  was  no  further  interruption,  and  Robinson  was  allowed  to  open 
his  bleeding  heart. 

"  Most  worthy  Grand,"  he  again  began,  and  again  the  pipe  was  laid 
down,  for  Robinson  was  much  honoured.  "  I  come  here  hot  from  a  scene 
of  domestic  woe,  which  has  robbed  me  of  all  political  discretion,  and  made 
the  paper  duty  to  me  an  inscrutable  mystery.  The  worthy  Geese  here 
assembled  see  before  them  a  man  who  has  been  terribly  injured ;  one  in. 
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\\hoee  mangled  breast  Fate  has  fixed  her  sharpest  dagger,  and  poisoned 
the  blade  before  she  fixed  it."  "  No— no— no."  "  Hear — hear — hear." 
"  Yes,  my  Grand ;  she  poisoned  the  blade  before  she  fixed  it.    On  Tuesday 

aext  I  had  hoped  "  and  here  his  voice  became  inexpressibly  soft  and 

tender,  "  on  Tuesday  next  I  had  hoped  to  become  one  bone  and  one 
flesh  with  a  fair  girl  whom  I  have  loved  for  months; — fair  indeed  to  the 
outer  eye,  as  flesh  and  form  can  make  her ;  but  ah  1  how  hideously  foul 
within.  And  I  had  hoped  on  this  day  se'nnight  to  have  received  the  con- 
gratulations of  this  chamber.  I  need  not  say  that  it  would  have  been  the 
proudest  moment  of  my  life.  But,  my  Grand,  that  has  all  passed  away. 
Her  conduct  has  been  the  conduct  of  a  Harpy.  She  is  a  Regan.  She  is 
false,  heartless,  and  cruel ;  and  this  night  I  have  renounced  her." 

Hereupon  a  small  Goose,  very  venomous,  but  vehemently  attached  to  the 
privileges  of  his  chamber,  gave  notice  of  a  motion  that  that  false  woman 
should  be  brought  before  the  Most  Worthy  Grand,  and  heard  at  the  bar 
of  the  Goose  and  Gridiron.  But  another  worthy  Goose  showed  that  the 
enterprising  and  worthy  Goose  had  by  his  own  showing  renounced  the 
lady  himself,  and  that,  therefore,  there  could  have  been  no  breach  of  the 
privilege  of  the  chamber.    The  notice  of  motion  was  then  withdrawn! 

"  O  woman  ! "  continued  Robinson,  "  how  terrible  is  thy  witchcraft, 
and  how  powerful  are  thy  charms  !  Thou  spakest,  and  Adam  fell.  Thou 
Kingcst,  and  Samson's  strength  was  gone.  The  head  of  the  last  of  the 
prophets  was  the  reward  of  thy  meretricious  feet.  Twas  thy  damnable 
eloquence  that  murdered  the  noble  Duncan.  'Twas  thy  lascivious  beauty 
that  urged  the  slaughter  of  the  noble  Dane.  As  were  Adam  and  Samson, 
so  am  L  As  were  Macbeth  and  the  foul  king  in  the  play,  so  is  my  rival 
Brisket.  Most  worthy  Grand,  this  chamber  must  hold  me  excused  if  I 
decline  to-night  to  enter  upon  the  subject  of  the  paper  duties."  Then 
Robinson  left  the  chamber,  and  the  discussion  was  immediately  adjourned 
to  that  day  sennight. 


Digitized  by  Google 


70 


SRtaralism. 

In  all  departments  of  life,  abstract  words  play  a  most  important  part,  and 
there  are  some  pursuits  in  which  the  great  mass  of  mankind  never  carry 
their  inquiries  further  than  is  necessary  to  ascertain  which  of  two  or  throe 
party  catchwords  are  on  the  whole  most  in  harmony  with  the  prevailing 
tone  of  their  own  minds.  This  is  true  of  politics  beyond  all  other 
subjects.  A  good  party  name  saves  all  further  trouble  about  the  position 
of  those  to  whom  it  applies.  The  broad  differences  between  extreme 
political  parties  are  always  sufficiently  well  marked  to  admit  of  no  mis- 
take, and  emphatic  nicknames  provide  a  rough  and  convenient  classifica- 
tion to  which  all  minor  differences  may  be  referred.  The  best  party 
names  are  those  which  are  absolutely  unmeaning.  The  Montagne  and  the 
Gironde,  in  the  French  Revolution,  were  admirable  in  their  way,  and  the 
Right,  Left,  and  Centre  of  the  constitutional  period  would  have  been  equally 
good  if  they  had  not  been  deficient  in  that  slight  touch  of  grotesqueness 
which  every  durable  nickname  requires;  the  Hunkers,  Barnburners,  and 
Know-nothings  of  American  politics,  on  the  other  hand,  have  it  in  excess, 
and  are  vulgar.  On  the  whole,  our  own  Whigs  and  Tories,  perhaps,  come 
as  near  to  perfection  as  that  human  frailty  which  taints  nicknames  as  well 
as  other  things  will  permit. 

The  party  names  which  aim  not  merely  at  identifying  political  parties, 
but  at  describing  their  principles,  require  more  attention.  Something  may 
almost  always  be  learnt  from  them ;  though  it  is  generally  something 
different  from  that  which  entered  into  the  minds  of  those  who  brought 
them  into  fashion.  For  example,  a  curious  history  attaches  to  the  use  of 
the  words  "  Republican  "  and  "  Democratic,"  as  expressing  a  contrast  in 
American  politics;  and  the  same  is  true  in  a  higher  degree  of  the  words 
Liberal,  Radical,  Conservative,  and  their  strange  compounds  Liberal- 
Conservative  and  Conservative- Liberal,  which  are  so  constantly  in  use 
amongst  us  at  the  present  day.  To  discuss  party  politics  would  be  foreign 
to  the  purpose  of  this  Magazine ;  but  an  inquiry  into  the  general  bear- 
ing of  phrases  which  exercise  so  much  influence  over  all  our  thoughts 
and  much  of  our  conduct,  need  not  involve  anything  like  political  con- 
troversy. 

The  words  "liberal"  and  "liberalism,"  like  all  other  such  phrases, 
derive  a  great  part  of  their  significance  from  the  time  when  they  were 
first  invented.  They  came  into  general  use  on  the  Continent  during  the 
early  part  of  the  present  century,  and  probably  the  first  occasion  in  which 
they  were  brought  conspicuously  before  Englishmen  was  when  Lord 
Byron  and  his  friends  set  up  the  periodical  called  the  Liberal,  to  represent 
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their  views,  not  only  in  politics,  but  also  in  literature  and  religion.  The 
Liberal  me t  with  little  encouragement,  and  soon  came  to  an  end ;  but  the 
same  reasons  which  led  to  the  adoption  of  its  title,  gave  the  word  wide 
currency  both  at  home  and  abroad,  and  especially  on  the  Continent.  Like 
all  other  significant  party  names,  it  embodied  a  boast  and  a  reproach. 
Those  who  originally  adopted  it  as  their  title  said  in  effect,  "  The  whole 
established  order  of  things,  political,  literary,  and  religious,  is  narrow- 
minded  and  bigoted.  We  propose  to  reconstruct  it  upon  larger  and  more 
generous  principles ;  and,  as  the  first  step,  we  mean  to  break  down  what 
already  exists.71  It  does  not  often  happen  that  a  title  adopted  by  one  party 
«  accepted  by  their  opponents,  as  an  appropriate  description  of  them,  but  it 
has  been  so  in  this  case.  The  party  whom  the  word  Liberal  was  intended  to 
taunt,  admitted  that  it  did  describo  their  antagonists  not  unfairly,  and 
attached  to  it  some  such  interpretation  as  this: — "  Yes,  you  are  liberal ; 
that  is  to  say,  you  oppose  yourselves  to  all  the  restraints  which  the 
imperfections  of  human  nature  require,  and  you  have  constructed  in  your 
own  minds  a  romance  about  mankind  which  is  completely  gratuitous,  but 
which  you  find  to  be  indispensable  to  your  licentious  theories.  You 
either  leave  out  of  sight  all  that  is  dark  and  bad  in  human  nature,  or 
rou  gild  it  with  fine  names,  which  it  does  not  deserve ;  and  this  may  well 
be  called  liberal ;  but  it  is  the  liberality  of  a  moral  spendthrift,  who, 
having  thrown  to  the  winds  his  own  principles,  is  willing  to  indulge 
every  one  else  to  the  utmost  in  similar  conduct." 

The  equal  and  opposite  injustice  of  these  two  interpretations  of  the 
nmc  word  expresses  much  of  the  essence  of  that  silent  struggle  of 
feeling  which,  for  several  generations,  and  especially  during  the  last 
two,  has  underlain  the  open  controversies  which  have  Agitated  politics, 
literature,  and  philosophy.  There  can  be  no  doubt  that  both  parties 
had  much  to  say  for  themselves.  There  was  plenty  of  bigotry  on  the 
one  aide,  and  plenty  of  licentiousness  on  the  other;  indeed,  each  was 
to  be  found  in  slightly  different  shapes  on  both  sides,  and  the  general 
r»smlt  of  the  controversy  cannot  bo  said  to  have  been  favourable  to 
cither  side  exclusively.  On  the  one  hand,  we  have  seen  great  altera- 
tions made  in  the  form,  and  some  alterations  made  in  the  spirit,  of  almost 
all  the  doctrines  and  institutions  which  were  formerly  in  undisputed 
possession  of  our  national  belief  and  affections;  but,  on  the  other 
hand,  those  doctrines  and  institutions  have,  subject  to  these  alterations, 
and  to  such  others  as  may  be  agreed  upon,  been  maintained,  and  in 
their  modified  form  are  as  firmly  and  as  widely  rooted  as  ever.  The 
deep  changes  which  have  been  made  in  our  institutions  have  made  no  one 
permanent  and  fundamental  change  in  the  sentiments  or  conduct  of  the 
nation.  Nothing  in  the  history  of  England  is  more  striking  than  its 
continuity.  Hardly  at  any  time,  never  in  modern  times,  has  any  one 
class  of  the  community  succeeded  in  getting  the  bit  between  its  teeth,  and 
riding  roughshod  over  the  sentiments  and  interests  of  the  others. 

The  alternate  and  partial  success  of  the  two  great  parties  which  have 
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struggled  together  so  long,  and  with  such  qualified  and  intricate  results, 
suggests  the  question  what  that  moral  principle  is  which  gives  them  their 
strength,  and  what  objects  those  who  are  animated  by  it  would  try  to 
attain  if  they  fully  understood  their  own  position,  and  were  not  biassed  by 
temporary  party  objects.  No  doubt  there  are  many  such  principles  and 
objects,  but  some  of  them  at  least  must  be  appropriately  expressed  by  a 
word  which  has  had  so  great  a  charm  for  a  whole  generation  as  "  liberalism," 
for  it  should  be  noticed  that  even  those  who  tried  to  affix  a  reproachful 
meaning  to  it,  usually  admitted  that  its  natural  sense  was  eulogistic;  indeed, 
they  often  stigmatized  the  views  which  they  denounced  as  being  infested 
with  spurious  liberalism,  or  as  falsely  claiming  the  title  of  liberal.  There 
can,  indeed,  be  no  doubt  that  the  word  "  liberal "  has  a  proper  sense  of  its 
own,  or  that  that  sense  is  laudatory,  for  no  one  doubts  it  when  it  is  applied  to 
other  than  political  purposes.  It  never  could  be  doubted  that  to  qualify 
a  man's  profession  or  education  as  "  liberal "  was  to  pay  him  a  compli- 
ment, and  those  who  originally  adopted  the  word  as  a  party  name  meant, 
no  doubt,  to  claim  for  their  political  opinions  merits  analogous  to  those 
which  the  common  use  of  the  word  implies. 

The  meaning  of  the  word,  considered  as  denoting  moral  excellence, 
comes  very  near  to  that  which  the  usage  of  our  own  day  is  gradually 
identifying  with  the  word  "gentleman."  "Gentleman"  probably  once 
denoted,  as  "  gentilhomme  "  does  still,  nothing  more  than  the  fact  that  a 
man  belonged  to  one  of  a  certain  set  of  families.  By  degrees  it  came,  as 
logicians  say,  to  connote  the  assertion  that  he  had  also  the  moral  and  social 
qualities  which  a  person  so  descended  ought  to  have  in  order  to  justify  the 
superiority  which  persons  of  rank  habitually  claim  over  their  neighbours. 
In  our  own  days,  though  the  notion  of  some  degree  of  rank — such  an 
amount  of  it,  at  least,  as  raises  the  presumption  of  a  good  education — is  still 
attached  to  the  word  "  gentleman,"  moral  and  social  meanings  connected 
with  it  are  constantly  assuming  greater  prominence,  so  that  in  course  of 
time  it  may  possibly  come  to  be  used  6imply  as  a  term  of  moral  appro- 
bation bearing  no  relation  to  the  social  rank  of  the  persons  to  whom  it  is 
applied. 

Should  this  ever  be  the  case,  it  would  coincide  in  part  with  the  proper 
meaning  of  the  word  "  liberal ;"  but  in  part  only,  for  "gentleman  "  and 
"gentlemanlike"  imply  nothing  as  to  the  intellectual  powers  of  the 
persons  to  whom  they  are  applied,  whereas  the  word  "  liberal "  implies 
the  possession  of  mental  excellences  cognate  to  the  moral  qualities  which 
arc  its  proper  objects.  If,  therefore,  the  words  "  liberal "  and  "  liberalism  " 
were  applied  to  political  opinions  and  parties  in  their  proper  sense,  they 
ought  to  denote,  in  the  persons  and  parties  signified,  generous  and  high- 
minded  sentiments  upon  political  subjects,  guided  by  a  highly  instructed, 
large-minded,  and  impartial  intellect.  Liberalism,  in  a  word,  ought  to  mean 
the  opposite  of  sordidness,  vulgarity,  and  bigotry.  As  generally  used, 
however,  "  liberal "  and  "  liberalism  "  are  rather  proper  names  than  signi- 
ficant words,  and  denote  in  politics,  and  to  some  extent  in  literature  and 
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philosophy,  the  party  which  withes  to  alter  existing  institutions  with  the 
view  of  increasing  popular  power.  In  short,  they  are  not  greatly  remote  in 
meaning  from  tlie  words  "  democracy  "  and  "  democratic."  The  historical 
reason  of  the  connection  between  the  two  is,  that  those  who  first  introduced 
the  words  in  their  present  sense  complained  of  the  narrow-mindedness  and 
bigotry  of  the  state  of  things  then  existing,  and  proposed  to  introduce  a 
higher  conception  of  the  ends  and  means  of  public  life  by  an  appeal  to 
the  people  at  large.  To  a  great  extent  they  have  succeeded  in  attaining 
the  means  which  they  desired,  and  others  have  obtained  it  even  more 
completely. 

Popular  power  has  increased  vastly  during  the  last  half-century  in  our 
own  country.  In  America  and  France  it  reigns  without  control,  though 
under  different  forms;  but  the  great  political  problem  of  the  day — a 
problem  infinitely  more  important  than  all  party  questions  put  together 
— is  whether  the  second  half  of  the  hopes  of  the  original  liberals  will 
be  as  widely  fulfilled  as  the  first ;  whether  they  will  succeed  not  merely 
in  increasing  the  power  of  the  popular  voice,  but  in  raising  thereby  the 
general  tone  of  public  life,  and  in  causing  it  to  be  pervaded  by  a  higher 
conception  of  the  objects  of  national  existence.  If  they  do  succeed  in 
this,  they  will  have  done  a  great  thing ;  if  they  do  not,  they  will  have 
inflicted  upon  mankind  the  greatest  of  all  curses — a  permanent  degradation 
of  human  life. 

There  are  and  may  be  endless  controversies  about  forms  of  govern- 
ment and  society ;  but  one  point  is  established  almost  beyond  the  reach 
of  controversy.  Once  place  the  sovereign  power  unreservedly  in  the 
hands  of  the  bulk  of  the  community,  and,  whether  they  exercise  it  them- 
selves, or  delegate  it  to  a  single  nominee,  reform,  by  any  process  yet 
discovered,  is  at  an  end.  This  or  that  detail  may  be  altered  by  discussion, 
but  the  general  type  of  the  national  existence,  the  general  objects  and 
principles  of  its  politics,  are  settled  for  ever.  All  political  reforms  spring 
from  conflicts  amongst  the  different  parties,  national  or  political,  which 
constitute  the  body  politic.  Either  the  king  calls  in  the  people  against 
the  nobles;  or  the  nobles  ally  themselves  with  the  people  against  the  king; 
or  the  people  press  the  king  and  the  nobles  to  give  up  a  share  of  their,* 
joint  power;  or  the  clergy  connects  itself  with  one  or  more  of  the  different 
constituent  elements  of  the  nation  against  the  rest;  and,  as  in  every 
political  Btniggle,  each  side  is  obliged  to  appeal  to  principles  recognized 
by  both,  the  result  of  such  contests  is  often  favourable  to  the  whole 
nation.  One  party,  for  example,  will  seek  to  advance  itself  by  its  foreign 
policy,  another  by  its  advocacy  of  internal  reforms,  and  so  on.  When, 
however,  the  bulk  of  the  nation  has,  once  for  all,  possessed  itself  of  sove- 
reign power,  there  is  no  more  room  for  conflict  and  change  than  there 
i»  for  currents  and  waterfalls,  pools  and  eddies,  when  streams,  whoso 
channels  cross,  diverge  and  meet  again  on  the  mountain  side,  have  united 
to  form  a  calm,  lowland  river.  A  country  which  has  reached  the  point 
of  social  and  political  equality  will  regulate  its  affairs  according  to  the 
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prevalont  temper  of  the  majority.  The  average  mental  level  of  the  great 
mass  will  predominate  with  undisputed  and  indisputable  force,  and  will  fir 
the  position  and  career  of  the  nation  as  irresistibly  as  the  social  position  of 
a  middle-aged  man,  whose  character  is  formed,  is  fixed  by  the  general 
tone  of  his  mind  and  the  nature  of  his  pursuits. 

This  being  so,  it  is  of  the  last  importance  that  all  who  wish  the 
triumph  of  liberalism  to  be  a  blessing  and  not  a  curse  should  endeavour 
by  every  means  in  their  power  to  impress  upon  those  whose  political 
inflnenoe  has  been  so  much  increased,  the  importance  of  the  positive  side 
of  liberalism — that  side  which  regards  the  end  to  be  attained — a  high  and 
generous  conception  of  national  existence,  and  a  policy  to  correspond  with 
that  conception.  We  have  all  been  taught,  almost  to  excess,  that  all  the 
blood  of  all  the  Howards  cannot  ennoble  slaves,  or  fools,  or  cowards.  It 
is  far  moro  important  in  our  days  to  bear  in  mind  that  the  truth  is 
universal.  A  tinker  or  tailor  may  be  as  great  a  slave,  fool,  and  coward 
as  the  heir  of  the  proudest  name  in  England ;  and  if  he  is,  votes  and 
ballot-boxes  will  only  degrade  him  further.  If  our  labourers  and 
mechanics  are  to  legislate,  their  first  need  is  to  learn  something  of  the 
spirit  of  legislators.  If  they  arc  called,  as  they  are  often  told,  to  rule  a 
world,  let  them  catch  the  imperial  spirit.  Whether  our  rulers  are  to 
bear  the  most  famous  or  the  humblest  names,  is  of  little  moment;  but 
whoever  they  are,  let  them,  at  least,  be  statesmen,  scholars,  and  soldiers, 
fitted,  as  one  of  the  greatest  of  Englishmen  puts  it,  to  discharge  discreetly 
and  magnanimously  every  office  of  war  and  peace. 

It  is  possible  and  not  uncommon  to  call  upon  the  mass  of  the  people 
to  enter  upon  the  government  of  the  country  in  a  different  temper  from 
th is.  There  are  those  who  point  to  the  institutions  of  their  country,  and 
say  to  their  hearers — You  have  at  least  broken  the  gates  and  scaled  the 
walls  of  the  stronghold  of  your  enemies — of  those  who  enslaved  your  fathers 
and  oppressed  yourselves — who,  for  their  own  vile  and  selfish  objects, 
wasted  your  money  and  squandered  your  blood  upon  useless  or  criminal 
enterprises.  Now  enjoy  the  victory  you  have  won ;  pull  down  the  monu- 
ments of  your  disgrace,  root  up  the  institutions,  destroy  the  sentiments, 
r  epeal  the  laws  which  were  the  work  of  the  horde  of  tyrants  who  soon 
will  be  at  your  mercy,  for  are  not  their  armaments  and  their  offices  mere 
nests  of  corruption  ?  Are  not  their  laws  made  on  purpose  to  ensnare  and 
to  enslave  ?  Would  not  their  church  persecute  if  it  did  not  dote  ?  Turn 
over  a  new  leaf  and  open  a  new  chapter  in  the  history  of  England  ;  renounce 
the  criminal  ambition  which  has  borne  such  bitter  fruit ;  prime  away  the 
institutions  which  trained  the  minds  and  consoled  and  guided  the  souls  of 
tho  evil  race  on  whom  you  have  turned  your  backs ;  and  having  gratified 
your  just  indignation,  live  at  ease  amidst  your  mills  and  corn-fields,  and 
let  the  England  of  the  future  look  back  upon  the  England  of  the  past  as 
on  a  bad  dream  which  has  passed  away. 

For  many  years  past  such  exhortations  have  been  put  before  English- 
men in  various  shapes.    Popular  speakers  have  addressed  them  in  express 
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words  to  crowded  audiences ;  popular  writers  have  insinuated  them  by 
the  help  of  fiction,  of  irony,  and  of  satire  into  the  minds  of  audiences 
infinitely  more  numerous.  It  would  be  as  invidious  as  it  would  be  easy 
to  specify  books  whioh  have  found  their  way  to  millions  of  readers,  and 
which  by  their  general  temper  and  flavour,  if  not  by  their  specific  teaching, 
have  preached  such  doctrines  in  their  most  seduotive  form — a  form  all 
the  more  seduotive  because  it  was  indirect  The  most  careless  reader 
of  the  endless  books  whioh  in  our  days  are  written  expressly  for  careless 
readers,  cannot  have  failed  to  understand  the  sentimental  sneer  with 
which  some  of  our  most  popular  writers  contrast  the  follies  of  men  of 
rank  with  the  virtues  of  impossible  artisans  ;  or  the  chuckle  with  which 
they  illustrate  by  details,  the  impossibility  of  which  neither  they  nor 
their  readers  have  sufficient  knowledge  or  patience  to  understand,  the 
iniquities  of  the  law  and  the  corruption  and  blunders  of  the  Government. 
Wliatever  form  such  doctrines  may  assume,  their  essence  is  the  same. 
Whether,  as  may  sometimes  happen,  they  are  elicited  by  genuine  indig- 
nation against  real  abuses,  or,  as  must  often  be  the  case,  by  envy,  the 
vilest  of  all  vices,  they  are  suitable  not  for  men  who  have  any  notion  of 
freedom  and  self-respect,  but  for  slaves  broken  loose ;  and  thus  they  are 
as  insulting  to  those  to  whom  they  are  addressed  as  to  those  against 
whom  they  are  levelled. 

The  spirit  in  which  a  politician  who  deserved  the  title  of  liberal  would 
call  upon  the  bulk  of  the  population  to  take  an  increased  share  in  the 
government  of  the  country  would  be  the  reverse  of  this.  Ho  would  look 
upon  himself  as  a  man  charged  to  introduce  to  his  estate  an  heir  who  had 
attained  his  majority;  he  would  teach  those  whom  ho  addressed  to  see 
in  the  institutions  of  their  native  land  neither  a  prison  to  escape  from 
nor  a  fortress  to  storm,  but  a  stately  and  venerable  mansion  whioh  for 
eight  centuries  had  been  the  home  of  their  ancestors,  and  in  which  they 
were  now  to  take  their  place,  and  play  their  part.  He  would  try  to  fix 
their  attention,  not  on  the  petty  side  of  institutions,  whioh  little  men  can 
always  think  of  in  a  petty  spirit,  but  on  their  dignified  aspects ;  and  he 
would  show  them  how  that  dignity  was,  in  a  vitally  important  sense, 
their  own. 

aYou,w  he  might  say,  "are  now  to  share  the  government  of  the 
country  with  men  whose  ancestors  have  for  centuries  taken  a  leading  part  in 
it,  and  who  owed  their  greatness  to  the  fact,  that  they  inspired  your  ances- 
tors with  trust  and  confidence,  and  took  the  lead  in  enterprises  in  which 
they  eagerly  followed.  When  you  see  a  man  bearing  a  name  which  for  cen- 
turies has  been  illustrious  in  perce  and  war,  and  which  is  decorated  by 
estates  and  titles,  you  should  regard  him — not  with  the  petulant  envy 
which  hopes  nothing,  believes  nothing,  and  endures  nothing;  which 
thinks  evil  of  every  one,  and  rejoices  in  every  man's  iniquities,  because 
they  are  the  garbage  on  which  it  is  fed — but  with  a  generous  and  lawful 
pride,  as  one  of  the  representatives  of  that  national  greatness  which  is  the 
common  inheritance  of  us  all.    The  value  of  rank  and  titles  is  derived, 
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not  from  their  intrinsic  glitter,  nor  even  from  the  old  nssociations  con- 
nected with  them,  but  from  the  fact  that  they  designate  their  possessor 
as  one  of  the  leading  men  in  a  great  nation.  Who  honours  a  Sicilian 
marquis  or  a  Mexican  field-marshal  ?  An  English  title  is  worth  having, 
because  it  gives  rank  in  England,  and  the  value  of  rank  in  England  is 
derived  from  the  greatness  of  the  English  nation.  A  powerful  and 
splendid  aristocracy  is  to  a  nation  what  his  house  and  grounds,  his  picture 
gallery  and  library,  are  to  a  nobleman.  Magnificent  and  orderly  splen- 
dour is  one  of  the  rewards  of  ages  of  peace  and  concord,  and  one  of  the 
pledges  of  their  continuance.  To  grudge  its  expense  and  to  deny  its 
utility  is  the  part,  not  of  liberality,  but  of  stinginess." 

There  is  no  point  which  a  true  liberal  would  be  more  anxious  to 
impress  upon  the  bulk  of  the  population  in  connection  with  their  accession 
to  political  power,  than  the  vital  importance  of  forming  a  lofty  notion  not 
merely  of  the  splendour  and  of  the  history  of  their  country,  but  of  the 
part  which  it  has  to  play  in  the  world,  and  of  the  spirit  in  which  it  should 
play  it.  It  is  a  difficult  task  to  impress  such  views  upon  any  body  of 
men,  and  the  difficulty  increases  in  direct  proportion  to  the  ignorance  and 
poverty  of  those  who  belong  to  it.  An  ignorant  man  cannot  without 
great  difficulty  rise  to  anything  like  an  adequate  conception  of  the  import- 
ance and  permanence  of  the  results  of  national  policy.  A  poor  man  feels 
at  once  the  sacrifices  which  such  a  policy  often  entails,  and  ignorance  and 
poverty  foster  those  petty,  huxtering,  narrow-minded  views  of  both  this 
world  and  the  next,  which  are  the  greatest  enemies  of  the  policy  which 
befits  a  great  nation. 

It  has  become  a  secondary  commonplace  to  deny  that  a  little  know- 
ledge is  a  dangerous  thing,  and  to  accumulate  proofs  of  the  not  very  sur- 
prising fact,  that  of  the  many  meanings  which  may  attach  to  a  pungent 
saying,  some  are  not  true  ;  but  it  is  not  only  true,  but  most  important, 
that  to  have  inadequate  views  of  great  subjects  is  often  a  greater  evil  than 
to  be  completely  ignorant  of  them.  No  sort  of  ignorance  is  so  presump- 
tuous, intolerant,  and  confident  as  the  ignorance  of  all  that  lies  outside  of 
a  trivial  familiar  range  of  thought.  Hardly  any  night  is  so  dark  as  to 
exclude  the  idea  of  space.  Even  if  the  moon  and  stars  are  not  to  be 
seen,  and  if  the  outlines  of  the  landscape  are  blotted  out,  the  clouds,  the 
mist,  and  the  indistinct  forms  of  surrounding  objects  half  perceived 
through  the  darkness,  give  a  notion — sometimes  a  most  powerful  one— of 
vastness  and  grandeur  ;  but  a  person  sitting  in  a  small  room,  well  lighted 
by  a  single  candle,  and  carefully  protected  by  blinds  and  shutters,  may  be 
excused  for  forgetting  for  the  moment  that  the  world  is  more  than  ten 
feet  square. 

In  the  same  way  it  is  easy  to  produce  a  profound  and  even  tremendous 
effect  on  a  mass  of  completely  ignorant  people,  by  an  appeal  to  their 
sympathies  or  imaginations.  The  audience  whom  Peter  the  Hermit 
stirred  up  to  the  crusades  were  as  ignorant  as  their  impulses,  on  the  whole, 
were  noble ;  and  much  of  the  enthusiasm  of  which  the  French  Revolu- 
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don  was  portly  the  cause  and  partly  the  effect,  was  directed  towards  great 
and  not  ignoble  objects,  though  it  was  felt  by  the  most  ignorant  popula- 
tion in  Europe,  and  though  it  was  often  abused  by  the  basest  leaders  to 
the  vilest  purposes.  This  Bort  of  ignorance,  and  this  sort  of  enthusiasm, 
is  not  what  in  these  days  we  have  to  deal  with.  No  one  who  really  knows 
England  or  Englishmen  would  seriously  entertain  the  slightest  hope  or 
fear  that  the  policy  of  the  country  will  ever  be  directed  or  even  affected 
to  any  considerable  extent  by  passionate  popular  movements  directed 
towards  large  general  objects.  There  is  no  chance  here  and  now  either  of  a 
revolution  or  of  a  crusade.  If  we  want  to  see  how  the  transfer  of  political 
power  to  the  bulk  of  the  population  would  affect  the  general  tone  of  the 
national  policy,  we  have  only  to  look  round  us  and  to  see  what  sort  of 
topics  interest  the  classes  in  question,  and  what  is  the  manner  in  which 
they  like  to  see  them  handled.  The  evidence  upon  the  subject  is  ample.  It 
may  be  collected  from  newspapers,  from  popular  magazines,  from  the 
experience  of  candidates  at  elections  for  large  places,  from  the  open-air 
discussions  upon  politics,  theology,  and  other  subjects  which  take  place 
wherever  labouring  men  have  a  little  leisure,  open  space,  and  moderately 
fine  weather.  Any  one  who  studies  these  various  kinds  of  evidence  with 
anything  like  the  attention  which  they  deserve  as  indications  of  the  cha- 
racter of  those  who  are  often  regarded  as  the  future  rulers  of  this  great 
nation,  will  be  led  to  form  conclusions  materially  different  from  those 
which  a  very  influential  class  of  popular  writers  suggest. 

Formerly  labourers,  mechanics,  and  small  shopkeepers  were  repre- 
sented by  almost  all  writers,  whether  popular  or  speculative,  as  ignorant 
and  foolish  in  the  highest  degree,  or,  at  any  rate,  as  quite  incapable  of 
having  an  opinion  upon  any  but  the  commonest  affairs  of  life,  and 
as  requiring,  even  in  reference  to  such  affairs,  the  constant  superinten- 
dence and  advice  of  their  social  superiors.  This  view  of  the  case  was 
obviously  unjust,  and  was  succeeded  by  another  which  still  has  many 
influential  partisans,  though  it  is  quite  as  untrue,  and  perhaps  even  more 
dangerous.  For  about  twenty  years  past,  the  "  working  man"  has  been 
the  subject  of  a  sort  of  apotheosis.  Some  of  the  most  popular  writers  in 
the  language  delight  to  contrast  his  ardent  thirst  for  knowledge,  his  grasp 
of  facts,  his  rugged  strength  of  character,  his  forcible  language  and 
expressive  metaphors,  with  the  tame  and  somewhat  feeble  propriety  which 
is  ascribed  to  persons  in  easy  circumstances.  The  novels  of  Mr.  Disraeli 
(who  was  one  of  the  earliest  promulgators  of  this  theory),  Mr.  Dickens, 
Mr.  Kingsley,  Mrs.  Gaskell,  and  those  of  almost  every  other  writer  whose 
works  are  much  coloured  by  the  notion  of  great  impending  political 
changes  in  which  the  bulk  of  the  population  are  to  play  a  conspicuous 
part,  are  filled  with  delineations  of  stern  and  somewhat  terrible  working 
men,  who  are  always  embodying  profound  observations  in  studiously  bad 
grammar,  and  hinting  that  they  have  a  knowledge  of  secrets  and  a  control 
over  powers  which  would  frighten  out  of  their  propriety  the  actual  pos- 
sessors of  political  power,  if  they  were  but  aware  of  them.    So  strong 
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was  the  impresaion  produced  by  these  And  other  writers  of  the  same  sort, 
that  ten  years  ago  a  young  man  fresh  from  college  was  heard,  after  an 
hour's  conversation  with  a  Manchester  mill  hand,  to  express  his  surprise 
that  he  could  not  conscientiously  say  that  his  acquaintance  appeared  to 
him  superior  to  the  average  of  the  undergraduates  to  whom  he  had  been 
accustomed. 

If  the  young  gentleman  had  continued  his  researches,  his  scepticism 
would  probably  have  been  largely  increased.  Any  one  who  is  accus- 
tomed to  watch  the  way  in  which  real  mechanics  and  labourers  talk, 
speak,  and  argue,  and  to  observe  the  tone  of  the  books  and  newspapers 
which  they  really  like  to  read,  will  see  that  there  is  more  difference,  and  a 
more  durable  difference,  between  minds  which  hove  and  have  not  been 
formed  by  a  liberal  education  than  between  the  bodies  of  a  sedentary 
invalid  and  a  trained  athlete.  The  general  impression  made  on  the  mind  of 
a  person  who  knows  what  the  conversation  of  men  of  really  high  instruction 
is  like,  by  the  arguments  of  a  knot  of  intelligent  mechanics  upon  politios 
or  theology,  is  remarkable.  It  is,  that  he  is  talking  to  men  who  have  never 
learned  to  use  their  minds,  and  who,  if  they  had  learned  to  think,  have 
hardly  any  materials  for  thought.  The  subjects  which  attract  their  atten- 
tion are  almost  always  matters  which  have  been  left  far  behind  by  the 
general  course  of  thought,  and  in  politics  especially  are  either  trivial, 
or,  if  important,  are  treated  in  so  narrow  a  way  as  to  make  the  truth  or 
falsehood  of  the  conclusion  ultimately  reached  almost  entirely  a  matter 
of  chance. 

At  a  late  contested  election  for  one  of  the  metropolitan  boroughs, 
the  question  which  really  came  home  to  the  hearts  of  the  electors  was 
flogging  in  the  army.    What  they  really  cared  about — the  observation  on 
national  affairs  which  it  appeared  to  them  essential  to  make — was,  that 
flogging  in  the  army  was  a  bad  thing.    This  supplies  a  good  specimen  of 
the  way  in  which  uneducated  men  must  of  necessity  regard  politics  when 
they  are  not  under  the  influence  of  temporary  gregarious  excitement.  They 
have  never  had  an  opportunity  of  looking  at  anything  whatever  compre- 
hensively.  Their  literary  education,  such  as  it  is,  is  usually  over,  even  in 
favourable  cases,  before  they  are  twelve  years  old,  and  from  that  age  they 
are  engaged,  with  few  exceptions,  in  learning  and  applying  processes  which, 
in  themselves,  have  no  tendency  to  develop  any  of  the  higher  powers 
of  the  mind.  A  man,  for  example,  is  a  carpenter,  and  by  practice  acquires 
a  certain  facility  of  eye  and  hand  which  enables  him  to  guide  his  tools 
right,  and  to  measure  the  quantity  and  direction  of  the  effort  to  be  made; 
but  there  is  nothing  in  this  which  teaches  him  to  classify,  to  distinguish, 
or  to  infer.  Part  of  his  leisure  he  passes  in  reading — principally  the  news- 
papers ;  but  he  has  no  occasion  to  labour  at  his  reading,  and  he  gets  little 
more  from  it  than  a  stock  of  ready-made  sentiments  and  opinions,  and  a 
certain  familiarity  with  language  which  is  generally  more  pretentious 
than  expressive.    The  real  intelligent  mechanic  is  not  an  uncouth  Titan, 
struggling  against  Etnas  which  society  has  piled  upon  him,  but  a  sturdy, 
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ingenious,  sensitive  man,  with  little  knowledge  and  narrow  and  slightly- 
made  opinions. 

Such  as  they  are,  however,  the  opinions  of  a  slightly  educated  roan 
are  opinions  as  well  as  any  others,  and  the  collective  power  and  numerical 
importance  of  slightly  educated  people  is  so  great,  that  they  effectually 
keep  each  other  in  countenance,  and  conceal  from  each  others  observation 
the  fact  that  their  education  is  slight,  and  that  their  views  are  narrow.  Nor 
is  this  all.  By  degrees,  the  existence  of  so  large  and  influential  an 
audience  attracts  preachers  and  advocates  suited  to  its  capacity.  Men  are 
found  to  construct  theories  of  all  sorts  adapted  for  its  belief.  Booksellers 
know  well  that  there  are  several  distinct  literatures  adapted  to  the  wants 
of  readers  of  different  calibres.  Some  of  the  most  popular  novels  that 
ever  were  written,  novels  sold  by  tens  of  thousands,  are  utterly  destitute 
of  all  the  literary  qualities  which  any  high  or  careful  education  would 
produce  or  require  in  an  author.  Sermons  which  find,  perhaps,  as  many, 
readers  as  the  novels  are  absolute  nonsense,  full  of  blunders,  which  nothing 
but  the  grossest  ignorance  could  commit  or  fail  to  detect  Newspapers 
are,  by  far,  the  best  written  part  of  the  literature  which  circulates 
widely  amongst  artisans  and  mechanics,  and  they,  from  the  nature  of  the 
case,  must  always  be  written  to  be  read  in  a  few  minutes,  and  forgotten  as 
soon  as  they  arc  read.  By  these  and  similar  means,  a  curious  result  is,  in 
course  of  time,  produced.  Slight  plausible  theories  upon  all  sorts  of 
subjects  are  invented  and  made  to  pass  current  amongst  mankind  with  a 
strange  facility.  People  get  their  minds  filled  with  rather  reasonable 
sophistry,  which  they  do  not,  in  the  least  degree,  suspect  to  be  sophistical. 
A  set  of  secondary  commonplaces  (like  that  referred  to  above,  about  the 
benefits  of  a  little  knowledge)  are  made  popular,  and  not  only  look  like 
real  opinions,  but  exercise  as  much  weight  over  public  affairs  as  if  they 
were  real,  if  not  more. 

A  carious  proof  of  this  is  to  be  found  in  the  habitual  language  ot 
newspaper  writers,  even  the  best  of  the  number.  They  constantly 
appeal  to  what  is  eulogistically  described  as  a  "  healthy  popular  senti- 
nient,"  a  "  popular  instinct,"  and  rest  the  claims  of  statesmen  to 
influence  and  office  on  the  fact  that  they  succeed  in  hitting  the  exact 
line  which  such  sentiments  or  instincts  approve.  A  good  illustration 
of  this  was  Lately  afforded  by  the  most  influential  paper  in  England. 
In  discussing  the  question  whether  or  not  clergymen  ought  to  be 
allowed  to  preach  certain  doctrines  which  were  admitted  to  be  unusual, 
it  became  necessary  to  say  something  of  the  limits  within  which  it  was 
desirable  to  circumscribe  their  liberty.  The  limit  laid  down  was  neither 
truth,  which  might  have  occurred  to  some,  nor  orthodoxy,  which  might 
have  occurred  to  others.  It  was  simply  this — that  clergymen  ought  to 
publish  nothing  which  they  ought  not  to  preach,  and  that  they  ought  to 
preach  nothing  which  could  shock  or  startle  ordinary  fathers  of  families. 
It  did  not  appear  to  occur  to  the  writer  that  ordinary  fathers  of  families 
might  be  very  ignorant  and  narrow-minded,  and  might  never  have  paid 
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any  attention  to  theology,  or  that  it  would  make  any  difference  whether  or 
not  this  were  so.  His  view  was,  that  the  use  of  the  clergy  was  to  preach 
the  kind  of  matter  which  the  congregation,  rightly  or  not,  liked  to  hear. 
If  he  went  out  of  that  circle,  he  might  be  a  great  philosopher,  a  sound 
divine,  a  good  man ;  but  he  was  not  fit  to  be  in  charge  of  aa  English 
parish.  The  general  sentiment  of  the  congregation  was  to  decide  what 
was  to  be  preached  to  it,  and  if  that  sentiment  was  in  any  respect  blind 
or  defective,  it  was  to  improve  and  enlarge  itself;  it  was  not  the  business 
of  any  constituted  authority,  ecclesiastical  or  civil,  to  enlarge  or  im- 
prove it. 

It  is  in  this  danger  of  deifying  almost  casual  public  opinions  and  slight 
and  ineffectual  public  sentiments  that  the  danger  of  political  liberalism 
lies ;  and  it  is  just  the  danger  to  which  it  ought  to  be  most  deeply  alive, 
and  against  which  it  ought  to  take  the  most  careful  precautions,  if  it  is 
ever  to  redeem  the  pledge  which  its  title  implies.  Those  only  are  entitled  to 
the  description  as  well  as  to  the  name  of  liberals,  who  recognize  the  claims 
of  thought  and  learning,  and  of  those  enlarged  views  of  men  and  insti- 
tutions which  are  derived  from  them,  to  a  permanent  preponderating 
influence  in  all  the  great  affairs  of  life.  The  highest  function  which  the 
great  mass  of  mankind  could  ever  be  fitted  to  perform,  if  the  highest 
dreams  of  the  most  enlightened  philanthropists  were  fully  realized,  would 
be  that  of  recognizing  the  moral  and  intellectual  superiority  of  the  few 
who,  in  virtue  of  a  happy  combination  of  personal  gifts  with  accidental  ad- 
vantages, ought  to  be  regarded  as  their  natural  leaders,  and  of  following  their 
guidance,  not  slavishly  but  willingly,  and  with  an  intelligent  co-operation. 
It  is  in  the  hands  of  such  persons  only  that  national  affairs  will  be  handled 
iu  a  magnanimous  and  truly  liberal  temper,  and  that  the  vast  wealth  and 
power  which  ages  of  peace  and  plenty  have  stored  up  can  be  directed  to 
adequate  purposes. 

Up  to  the  present  day  minorities,  which  have  generally  been  open  to 
the  influence  of  broad  and  high-minded  views  of  the  objects  and  character 
of  national  existence,  notwithstanding  faults  which  went  far  to  counter- 
balance even  that  merit,  have,  with  immense  exceptions  and  interruptions, 
governed  most  of  the  great  European  nations.  They  were  enabled  to  do 
so  by  institutions  which  are  now  almost  universally  broken  down.  Not- 
withstanding great  baseness,  much  corruption,  and  infinite  shortcomings  of 
every  kind,  national  affairs  have,  in  modern  Europe,  been  carried  on  on  a 
magnificent  scale  and  with  glorious  results.  Institutions  and  the  vestiges 
of  them  exist  in  every  nation,  and  especially  in  our  own,  which  still  testify 
to  the  noble  views  and  generous  confidence  of  those  who  founded  them, 
and  which  have  proved  by  their  history  that  those  views  were  not  unsound, 
and  that  that  confidence  was  not  altogether  misplaced. 

To  take  one  instance  amongst  many,  was  not  a  firm  belief  in  the  notion 
that  theological  truth  is  both  important  and  attainable,  shown  by  the  esta- 
blishment of  Christianity  in  a  legal  form  and  with  proprietary  rights  in  every 
nation  of  modern  Europe  ?  and  was  not  the  wish  to  guide  the  minds  of  men 
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towards  what  was  looked  upon  as  the  highest  form  of  truth  in  itself  liberal 
aid  noble?  It  is  usually  regarded,  and  possibly  with  justice,  as  a  great 
discovery  of  modern  wisdom,  that  governments  have,  as  such,  no  religious 
character  or  duties  whatever.  This  may  be  quite  true ;  but  if  it  is  a 
truth,  it  is  one  which  lowers  our  conception  of  the  importance  of  govern- 
ments, and  diminishes  our  interest  in  their  proceedings.  One  of  the 
principal  characteristics  of  our  day  is  the  facility  with  which  people 
agree  to  differ  upon  every  sort  of  subject,  and  the  readiness  with 
which  a  man's  determination  to  enrol  himself  in  any  one  of  a  consider- 
able number  of  small  coteries,  social,  political,  or  religious,  is  accepted 
as  final  by  the  rest  of  the  world.  It  is,  however,  a  consequence  of  the  same 
temper  that  the  pretension  to  stand  aloof  from  all  such  coteries  is  regarded 
with  dislike,  and  indirectly  punished  by  a  noiseless  excommunication 
which  gently  extinguishes  the  influence  of  the  man  on  whom  it  falls,  and 
quietly  shuts  him  out  from  all  important  communication  with  his  neigh- 
bours, though  it  leaves  his  character  and  property  untouched.  This  mode 
of  treating  all  the  greatest  subjects  of  thought  and  feeling  as  private  indi- 
vidual'questions  on  which  no  public  authority  pronounces  any  opinion 
whatever  has,  no  doubt,  many  conveniences;  but  it  has  also  a  strong 
tendency  to  narrow  the  minds  of  those  who  adopt  it,  and  to  give  us  all  the 
air  of  dwarfs,  living  each  in  a  separate  corner  of  the  house  which  our 
fathers  built,  and  congratulating  ourselves  on  the  fact  that  we  no  longer 
find  it  necessary  to  quarrel  as  to  who  is  to  give  orders,  or  how  the  rooms 
•re  to  be  arranged. 

The  great  characteristic  danger  of  our  days  is  the  growth  of  this  quiet 
ignoble  littleness  of  character  and  spirit.  Unless  liberals  are  able  to  do 
as  much  in  the  positive  as  they  have  done  in  the  negative  direction,  they 
uuy  come  to  be  compared  to  a  man  who,  seeing  a  high-spirited  horse 
plunging  and  rearing  and  covered  with  sweat  and  foam,  says  to  the 
nder,  *•  Remove  the  burden  of  your  weight  from  that  noble  creature ; 
take  off  the  saddle  which  frets  his  back,  and  the  cruel  bit  which  galls  lus 
mouth,  and  you  will  see  that,  instead  of  wasting  his  strength  in  useless 
struggles,  he  will  travel  ten  times  as  far  and  as  fast  as  you  can  ride  him/' 
If  the  rider  hesitates  to  surrender  his  seat,  the  bystander  is  apt  to  cut  his 
firths  and  bring  him  to  the  ground.  But  what  becomes,  of  the  horse 
when  his  bit  and  bridle  are  gone  ?  He  does  not  get  over  more  ground 
thin  before.  He  does  not  even  prance  and  curvet,  but,  having  kicked  up 
his  heels,  shaken  his  head,  and  possibly  rolled,  he  crops  the  grass  by 
the  roadside  in  contented  ignorance  of  the  hills  and  plains  through  which 
he  would  otherwise  have  passed. 

We  have  not  as  yet  gone  far  in  the  ignominious  path  which  leads  to 
national  littleness,  though  the  symptoms  that  we  are  in  danger  of  entering 
t<n  it  are  neither  few  nor  unimportant,  and  require  the  most  careful  atten- 
tion of  those  who  have  removed — not,  certainly,  before  the  time  for  their 
removal  had  arrived — many  of  the  securities  which  we  formerly  possessed 
Jbr  a  higlj-ininded  management  of  public  ailairs.  They  ought,  thcre- 
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fore,  now  to  set  up  as  high  a  standard  as  can  be  raised  of  the  powers 
and  duties  of  the  nation,  and  to  diffuse  a  knowledge  of  it  as  widely 
as  possible  amongst  those  whom  they  have  called  into  the  national 
councils.  It  ought  to  be  an  elementary  and  universally  acknow- 
ledged truth  that  the  whole  nation  will  be  disgraced  and  stultified  if 
the  changes  which  have  been  and  will  be  made  in  its  constitution  do  not 
make  our  history  even  more  glorious,  our  institutions  more  fruitful  and 
venerable,  our  list  of  great  names  and  great  achievements  richer,  and 
our  national  character  graver,  stronger,  and  nobler  than  it  has  ever 
been  before.  It  would  be  pedantic  to  affect  to  lay  down  rules  as  to  the 
manner  in  which  such  great  results  could  be  brought  about.  Nations 
grow,  like  men,  by  exercise;  and  their  function  is,  in  the  noble  words 
already  quoted,  to  discharge  magnanimously  and  discreetly  every  office  of 
peace  and  war.  Many  such  offices  court  our  attention,  and  we  should  do 
more  to  promote  true  liberalism  by  discharging  them  in  a  liberal  imperial 
spirit  than  by  any  number  of  reform  bills,  though  these,  no  doubt,  have 
their  uses. 

By  way  of  illustration,  a  single  instance  may  be  mentioned  which  is, 
perhaps,  the  most  instructive  of  all.  By  a  series  of  events  hardly 
paralleled  in  the  history  of  the  world  we  have  become  the  absolute 
masters  of  the  Indian  empire,  with  its  150,000,000  inhabitants.  The 
whole  fabric  of  that  empire  is  a  monument  of  energy,  skill,  and  courage, 
and  on  the  whole  of  justice  and  mercy,  such  as  the  world  never  saw 
before.  How  are  we  to  deal  with  this  great  inheritance  bequeathed  to 
us  by  all  that  ought  to  touch  us  to  the  heart,  by  the  courage  of  heroes, 
by  the  wisdom  of  statesmen,  by  victory  and  defeat,  by  the  glories  of  Plassy 
and  Assaye,  by  the  agonies  of  Afghanistan  and  Cawnpore?  Here,  if 
anywhere,  is  an  opportunity  for  true  liberalism ;  here  is  an  occasion  where 
not  to  be  great  is  to  be  infamous ;  here  is  a  test  which  will  try  our  mettle, 
and  show  whether  those  who  have  pressed  forward  to  share  the  govern- 
ment of  the  country  have  been  prompted  by  a  generous  desire  to  assume 
functions  which  they  could  understand  and  discharge,  or  by  an  ignoble 
impatience  of  an  inferiority  of  which  their  own  failure  will  supply  con- 
clusive evidence.  If  India  is  governed  as  firmly  and  wisely  as  it  has 
been  conquered,  we  shall  have  done  a  great  thing,  and  have  taken  a 
great  step  in  marking  the  governing  part  of  England  with  that  imperial 
stamp  which  is  essential  to  the  dignity  and  self-respect  of  the  rulers  of 
half  the  world;  but  if  we  allow  that  great  empire  to  be  ruled  in  a  petty 
spirit,  and  permit  its  greatest  interests  to  be  decided  by  the  clamour  of 
noisy  speculators,  or  hot-headed  and  narrow-minded  bigots,  we  shall  have 
been  guilty  of  a  mean,  illiberal  action,  and  have  shown  a  temper  unworthy 
of  the  countrymen  of  those  who,  instead  of  turning  empires  into  shops, 
raised  factories  into  palaces. 

The  spirit  of  true  liberalism  has  seldom  been  more  nobly  expressed 
than  by  one  of  the  most  illustrious  of  all  liberals  in  reference  to  this  very 

subject.   "Nothing  under  the  sun,"  said  M.  de  Tocqueville,  "was  ever  so 
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extraordinary  as  the  conquest,  and  above  all  as  the  government,  of  India 
by  the  English  ;  nothing  which  from  every  part  of  the  world  more  attracts 
men's  attention  to  that  little  island  the  very  name  of  which  was  unknown 
to  the  Greeks.  Do  you  believe  that  after  having  filled  such  an  immense 
space  in  the  imagination  of  mankind,  a  people  can  retire  from  it  with 
impunity  ?  For  my  part  I  do  not  believe  it.  I  think  that  the  English 
obey  a  sentiment  which  is  not  only  heroic,  but  just  and  truly  conservative, 
in  determining  to  keep  India  at  any  price,  since  they  have  got  it.  I  add, 
that  I  am  perfectly  certain  that  they  will  keep  it." 

India  is  but  one  instance  of  the  problems  which  true  liberals  must 
scive  successfully  if  their  success  is  to  be  a  blessing  and  not  a  curse. 
Hitherto  they  have  been  critics.  They  are  now  to  be  authors ;  and  if 
tbey  fail,  their  success  will  prove  nothing  but  imbecility.  There  is 
hardly  an  institution  in  the  country  from  which  good  fruit  is  not  to  be 
got,  if  they  will  only  catch  the  spirit  which  presided  over  its  formation. 
In  many  cases,  this  has  been  done  with  great  skill.  Very  many  of  the 
reforms  which  have  succeeded  each  other  so  rapidly  for  the  last  thirty 
years  have  been  liberal,  in  the  positive  as  well  as  the  technical  sense; 
but  as  the  class  which  governs  the  country  grows  more  numerous,  and,  as 
the  slight  and  hasty  opinions  of  persons  who  arc  doomed  by  their  circum- 
stances to  a  contented,  and,  for  the  most  part,  unconscious  ignorance, 
gradually  come  to  be  invested  with  increasing  importance,  it  becomes  a 
matter  of  the  first  necessity  to  impress  upon  them  the  responsibilities 
under  which  they  lie,  and  to  give  them,  if  possible,  a  glimpse  of  the  sort 
of  temper  in  which  they  must  approach  the  great  problems  of  government, 
if  they  arc  worthily  to  sustain  the  burden  which  eight  centuries  of  greatness 
and  glory  have  laid  on  their  shoulders. 
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ROPING  lately  amongst  some 
dusty  papers,  trying  to  find  a 
lost  report  upon  British  Tariffs 
to  help  me  in  some  very  dry 
statistical  work,  I  came  across 
an  old  flimsy  play-bill  that  had 
rested  in  strange  company  for 
more  than  twenty  years.  Its 
bed  had  been  a  tape -tied, 
docketed  abstract  of  many  blue- 
books,  while,  over  its  frail  body 
were  piled  some  of  the  heaviest 
poor-law  statistics  that  ever  a 
political  economist  had  to  read. 

This  old  play -bill  was  very 
yellow  and  very  tattered,  and 
I  took  it  tenderly  from  the  dark 
book-case  cavern  in  which  it  had  been  imprisoned  so  long.  As  I  looked 
at  it  with  a  feeling  of  mournful  pleasure,  it  seemed  to  me  to  resemble 
the  skull  of  that  dead  jester  which  Hamlet  preached  over  amongst  the 
graves.  It  called  up  the  memory  of  more  than  one  honest  fellow  of 
infinite  jest,  whose  quips  and  cranks  were  never  to  be  heard  again.  It 
spoke  to  me  with  a  delightful  candour  about  names  and  dates  which  few 
brief  chronicles  of  the  time  ever  possess.  I  looked  at  its  bare,  simple 
record,  and  was  able  to  trace  wrinkled  age  still  plastered  up  into  a  carica- 
ture of  youth;  bad  tragedy,  which  had  somehow  transformed  itself  into 
good  comedy;  and  well-paid  pretension,  ashamed  of  its  low  origin.  An 
old  play-bill  is  a  witness  that  cannot  lie,  and  it  often  tells  us  these  blunt 
stories  of  popular  favourites.  Some  actors  are  proud  of  such  proofs 
of  their  early  struggles,  while  others  buy  them  up,  like  authors  gathering 
in  an  early  volume  of  milky  poems,  or  a  book  which  they  may  have  sent 
out  with  a  mistaken  dedication.  It  is  not  every  man  who  has  risen,  we 
will  say,  to  a  manager's  throne,  who  likes  to  see  a  printed  list  of  names  in 
which  he  figures  as  a  make-shift  actor,  sent  on  between  the  pieces  to 
sing  a  song,  while  his  more  important  brethren  arc  dressing  for  leading 
parts.  It  is  not  every  man  who  prides  himself  upon  being  an  aristocrat 
in  private  life,  as  well  as  an  artist  in  public,  who  likes  it  to  be  known  that 
he  was  once  the  main  prop  of  a  surburban  saloon,  which  struggled  to  give 
adulterated  plays,  without  the  legal  sanction  of  a  licence.    It  is  not  every 
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lady  who  likes  to  see  a  record  nearly  a  quarter  of  a  century  old,  in  which 
she  was  then  represented  a  little  older  than  she  wishes  to  be  thought  now. 
It  ia  not  every  ornament  of  the  stage  who  wishes  it  to  be  known  that  he 
was  made,  not  born,  and  had  to  work  his  way  upwards  through  a  long 
apprenticeship  of  drudgery. 

The  old  play-bill  which  I  held  in  my  hand  was  also  not  without  its 
lessons  to  me.  It  told  me  that  I,  too,  was  mortal,  like  the  rest.  I  saw  in 
it  a  reflection  of  my  gray  hair  and  my  wrinkled  face.  It  dragged  me 
away  from  the  present  into  the  past,  and  opened  ^the  doors  of  enchanted 
palaces  once  more,  that  had  been  closed  to  me  too  long.  I  was  carried 
back  to  the  time  when  the  coarsest  puppet  appeared  to  me  as  an  angel 
without  strings  ;  when  giants  spoke  to  me  as  living,  breathing  ogres,  and 
not  as  padded  supers  upon  stilts;  and  when  the  vilest  daubs  of  scenery, 
with  a  few  gingerbread  trappings,  were  accepted  with  joy  and  thankfulness 
as  fairy-land.  I  had  not  then  tasted  the  bitter  apple  of  the  tree  of 
knowledge ;  I  knew  of  no  blank  side  to  the  medal ;  I  had  not  peeped 
behind  the  scenes.  The  villain,  in  ringlets,  struck  terror  to  my  heart; 
the  heroine,  in  white,  seemed  to  me  all  beauty  and  all  goodness ;  the  aged 
father,  in  a  tow  wig,  who  could  not  pay  his  rent,  and  who  would  not 
give  up  possession  of  his  cottage,  appeared  to  me  as  an  injured  martyr; 
the  comic  man  and  maid-servant,  with  the  song  of  "  When  a  Little  Farm 
we  keep,"  made  me  throw  my  sweetstuff  to  them,  as  a  reward  for  their 
faithfulness  to  their  old  master;  and  even  the  footman,  in  faded  plush, 
who  came  on  to  sweep  the  stage,  or  to  take  off  a  chair,  appeared  to  mo 
as  a  gorgeous  being  of  another  world. 

My  independent  theatrical  experiences  began  very  early — perhaps 
before  I  had  touched  my  ninth  year.  I  possessed  a  knack  of  persuading 
these  who  had  charge  of  me  to  let  me  have  my  own  way,  and  a  power  of 
making  them  believe  that  I  should  not  abuse  their  confidence.  The  result 
was,  that  I  was  let  out  of  a  back-door  when  the  whole  household  thought 
I  was  in  bed,  and  allowed  to  feast  myself,  unguided,  in  the  theatrical 
orchard,  between  the  hours  of  six  and  nine  p.m.  My  promise  to  return 
home  by  the  latter  hour  was  never  broken,  and  whatever  may  be  thought 
cf  the  loose  manner  in  which  I  was  brought  up,  I  learnt  some  sterling 
lessons  in  punctuality  and  respect  for  promises  from  this,  which  I  have 
never  forgotten  in  after  life. 

The  funds  for  my  youthful  wanderings  in  search  of  the  sublime  and 
beautiful  were  obtained  from  an  old  money-box — the  nursery  bank  of 
deposit  for  sixpences  given  me  by  uncles  and  aunts.  We  all  know  how 
money  can  be  drawn  from  such  a  prison-house.  A  knife  is  thrust 
through  the  mouth  of  the  box ;  the  box  is  tilted  until  a  sixpence  or  a 
shilling  is  caught  upon  the  broad  blade ;  and  then  the  knife  is  drawn 
gently  out  with  its  precious  load,  as  bakings  are  drawn  from  an  oven. 

With  the  money  obtained  in  this  way — my  own  rightful  property — 
I  crept  out  of  that  dear  old  back-door  amongst  the  fowls,  the  unwashed 
coaches,  aud  the  stables,  trotted  along  the  hard  roads  to  my  favourite 
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play-house,  and  took  my  place  with  the  crowd  at  the  gallery  entrance 
The  company  was  rough,  but  good-natured,  and  I  soon  made  friends  with 
some  of  the  older  visitors.  When  the  black  door  opened  at  last,  with 
a  rattling  of  chains,  at  least  so  it  then  appeared  to  me,  I  was  carried 
off  my  legs  up  the  worn  stone  steps,  past  the  dark,  greasy  walls,  and 
under  the  flickering  gas-jets,  until  I  was  jammed  against  the  watch-box 
of  the  surly  money-taker.  I  always  felt  a  tightness  of  the  chest  at  this 
point,  but  even  then  I  pitied  the  man  who  had  to  receive  my  sixpence- 


THo  Gallery. 


lie  seemed  to  me  to  be  buried  in  a  living  tomb,  with  no  escape  from  suffo- 
cation. As  far  as  I  can  recollect,  he  was  stout  and  full-blooded,  which 
made  his  chance  worse,  and  his  temper  was  not  good,  which  only  added 
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to  his  danger.  My  thin  sixpence,  with  tight  grasping  in  my  pocket,  had 
almost  become  a  part  of  my  hand,  and  it  seemed  to  me  an  age  before 
I  could  detach  it,  pay  it  into  the  small  hole,  and  snatch  my  tin  ticket  in 
exchange.  During  this  time  a  number  of  taller  visitors  had  bought  their 
passes  over  my  head,  and  I  heard  their  heavy  tramp  on  the  stairs  as 
they  rushed  to  secure  their  seats.  At  last  I  crept  under  the  arms  of 
the  crowd,  struggled  past  the  check-taker  at  the  swing-door,  and  tho 
orange-woman  with  bills,  and  tumbled  over  the  chipped  forms  into  my 
glittering  paradise.  The  gust  of  escaped  gas  and  old  orange-peel  which 
welcomed  me  at  the  door  was  never  forgotten.  When  I  smell  any  thing 
like  it  now,  whether  in  chapel,  lecture-hall,  or  law  court,  it  always 
suggests  a  theatre ;  and  visions  of  old  actors,  old  green  curtains,  and  old 
orchestras  rise  up  before  me,  which  I  cannot  drive  away. 


Passion  Wook  at  the  Play 


When  I  first  entered  my  first  gallery,  I  found  men  and  boys  lying 
ftt  full  length  on  the  front  seats,  shouting  out  for  their  lost  companions, 
and  displaying  the  selfishness  of  human  nature  in  the  most  violent  manner. 
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When,  however,  the  excitement  had  subsided,  and  the  whole  jelly-like 
maps  had  settled  down  into  something  like  order,  a  little  play  was  given  to 
more  generous  feelings.  As  an  unprotected  youngster  I  had  nothing  to 
complain  of.  I  was  invited  into  a  good  seat  that  I  had  not  earned,  was 
allowed  to  read  the  hard  names  in  the  playbill  as  payment  for  this  kind- 
ness, and  might  have  been  well-fed  with  mutton-pies  and  beer  for  nothing 
if  I  had  felt  hungry.  Much  liquor  was  consumed,  and  no  wonder,  con- 
sidering the  heat  of  the  place  ;  but  in  spite  of  many  bodily  discomforts, 
the  gallery  folks,  especially  in  the  front  row,  contrived  to  get  more 
enjoyment  for  their  sixpences  than  most  of  the  box  visitors  did  for  their 
half-crown.  When  I  thought  that  my  time  was  nearly  up,  I  tore  myself 
away  from  the  scene  of  enchantment  on  the  stage,  and  asked  an  old  gen- 
tleman at  the  back  of  the  gallery  (old  gentlemen  go  to  galleries,  sometimes, 
like  Charles  Lamb  and  his  sister)  what  the  hour  was  by  his  watch.  His 
answer  warned  me  to  be  off,  and  punctuality  in  my  lirst  engagement 
obtained  me  permission  to  go  again. 

In  this  way  I  visited  my  favourite  theatre  many  times,  and  saw  its 
fortune  flickering  like  a  candle  in  a  high  wind.  It  guttered  down  at  last 
and  finally  went  out,  but  not  without  a  severe  struggle.  Its  prices  were 
lowered  one  half,  all  through  the  house ;  and  instead  of  crowding  into  the 
gallery,  as  I  once  did,  for  sixpence,  I  walked  coolly  into  the  pit  like  a  young 
gentleman.  Its  old  company  went  away,  one  by  one,  and  one  by  one  a 
new  company  arrived  to  supply  their  places.  The  old  company  were 
sterling  actors  of  force  and  dignity,  who  kept  themselves  to  themselves, 
as  actors  should  do ;  the  new  company  were  mostly  poor,  ragged  make- 
shifts, collected  from  the  Theatre  Royal,  Salisbury  Plain,  and  such-like 
dramatic  nurseries.  In  proportion  as  they  knew  little  of  their  business, 
or  had  no  real  calling  for  it,  so  did  they  hang  about  the  front  of  the  house, 
making  friends  of  the  audience,  and  touting  for  customers  at  their 
frequent  benefits.  By  degrees  the  drama  got  more  and  more  neglected. 
The  check-takers  also  grew  careless ;  and  often  when  money  was  most 
wanted  behind  the  scenes  there  was  nobody  to  take  it  before  them. 
You  could  sometimes  walk  in  and  out  along  the  half-lighted  passages 
unquestioned.  Apologies  for  shortcomings  were  always  being  made  by 
the  unfortunate  manager.  One  night  the  band — the  devoted  band — 
which  had  dwindled  down  like  the  celebrated  something  at  the  battle  of 
something  else,  summoned  spirit  enough  to  strike,  before  they  were 
starved  into  abject  submission,  and  the  play  was,  therefore,  scrambled 
through  without  music.  Wrong  scenes  were  often  pushed  on  by  rebellious 
scene-shifters  with  an  air  that  told  you  to  come  and  alter  them  yourself, 
if  you  were  not  satisfied.  The  theatre  was  often  closed  for  two  or  three 
days,  "  for  repairs,"  and  opened  again  suddenly — unannounced — looking 
more  dirty  than  ever.  At  last  the  drama  was  given  up,  and  a  mixed 
entertainment  was  invented,  consisting  chiefly  of  a  song,  an  experiment 
with  laughing  gas,  another  song,  a  clog-hornpipe,  a  recitation,  a  little 
tumbling,  and  some  imitations  of  popular  actors.    I  kept  faithful  to  tlx 
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old  house  through  all  its  changes,  in  a  spirit  which  I  had  probably  caught 
from  the  domestic  dramas,  and  never  once  broke  my  compact  to  be  home 
as  the  clock  struck  nine. 

With  this  experience  of  the  inside  of  a  play-house,  gained,  so  to  speak, 
underground,  I  was  much  amused  to  hear  one  day  that  a  family  friend 
meant  to  give  me  a  (  4fegr  M>  was  a  schoolmaster  by  profession,  but  not 
my  schoolmaster,  and  nc  objected  to  theatres  upon  principle  (I 

never  knew  exactly  what  he  meant  by  that),  he  saw  no  harm  in  going 
to  a  play-house  during  Passion-week  to  hear  an  astronomical  lecture, 
illustrated  by  an  Orrery.  That  was  what  he  called  amusement  and 
instruction  combined ;  so  off  wc  started,  with  the  full  family  sanction,  to 
the  appointed  theatre. 

Those  only  who  have  been  to  a  playhouse  under  these  circumstances 
can  realize  the  effect  which  such  a  lecture  has  upon  a  cheerful,  brilliant 
building.  The  empty  orchestra  was  like  a  chilling  tank  of  cold  water, 
the  silent  stage,  half  filled  with  a  few  tables,  and  the  lecturer's  apparatus 
was  like  a  deserted  shop ;  while  the  bare  benches  and  the  gaping  boxes 
made  the  few  people  in  the  pit  huddle  together  for  warmth.  They  were 
mostly  country  people,  who  probably  thought  they  were  seeing  an  ordinary 
play,  or  persons  who  came  to  perform  a  solemn  duty  by  learning  some- 
thing about  the  "  solar  system."  If  their  faces  were  any  guide  to  their 
feelings,  they  looked  bewildered  and  unhappy,  with  the  exception  of  one 
individual,  who  seemed  to  despise  the  wonders  of  the  universe. 

This  was  the  entertainment — amusing  and  instructing — which  my 
guide  had  brought  mo  to  for  a  treat.  My  insolvent  theatre,  in  its  most 
degraded  period,  was  never  as  dull  as  this.  When  the  lecturer  came  on 
with  a  jaunty  air,  and  began  to  patronize,  without  clearly  explaining,  the 
Infinite,  I  thought  1  knew  his  voice  and  manner,  although  he  was  disguised 
in  very  clerical  evening  dress.  His  style  of  playing  with  the  Orrery — 
an  apparatus,  by  the  way,  which  was  most  creaking  and  unmanageable — 
was  so  like  that  of  a  juggler  handling  the  cups  and  balls,  that  I  watched 
him  still  closer,  instead  of  picking  my  cap  to  pieces,  as  I,  at  first,  felt 
inclined  to  do,  and  soon  traced  in  him  the  broken-down  manager  of  my 
insolvent  theatre.  I  was  about  to  impart  my  knowledge,  with  youthful  con- 
fidence, to  my  guide,  when  we  were  interrupted  by  a  discontented  mariner, 
who  had  drifted  into  this  unhappy  port  in  search  of  amusement. 

"  Hi,  mate,"  he  said,  loudly,  to  my  severe  companion,  after  a  number 
of  preparatory  grunts,  "  when's  the  broad-sword  combat  goin'  to  begin  ?  " 

My  severe  companion  knew  nothing  about  broad-sword  combats, 
though  I  did,  and  he  treated  the  question  with  swelling  contempt.  The 
sailor,  baffled  in  this  quarter,  addressed  himself  at  once  to  the  lecturer, 
and  loudly  demanded  his  money  back,  when  he  was  told  that  he  would 
see  no  play.  I  need  scarcely  say  that  I  secretly  sympathised  with  the 
sailor.  He  looked  round  the  house,  to  make  sure  that  he  was  in  a  theatre, 
and  then  loudly  shouted  for  the  British  Drama.  He  was  coaxed  out  of 
the  house,  at  last,  by  one  of  the  door-keepers ;  and  the  lecturer,  probably 
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glad  of  an  excuse  to  hurry  through  his  lecture,  professed  to  be  so  disturbed 
by  the  interruption,  that  he  could  hardly  tell  the  sun  from  the  moon. 

As  we  were  going  home  a  little  earlier  than  we  should  otherwise  have 
done,  my  severe  guide  mourned  over  the  instruction  wTe  had  been  deprived 
of  by  a  rude  boor;  and,  in  a  moment  of  weakness,  anxious  to  show  my 
knowledge,  I  told  him  the  story  of  my  stolen  visits  to  the  play,  and  my 
recognition  of  an  old  hack  entertainer  in  the  lecturer.  My  youthful  con- 
fidence  was  abused  ;  my  story  was  carried  home,  no  douUt  with  a  good 
intention,  and  1  was  trii-d  by  a  full  family  court-martial.  As  I  showed  no 
particularly  leprous  stains,  and  had  kept  my  character  for  punctuality  in 
returning  from  my  evening  wanderings,  I  and  those  who  had  helped  me 
were  fully  pardoned.  It  was  held,  however,  that  as  I  had  seen  nothing 
but  the  lowest  dramatic  models,  my  taste  was  possibly  corrupted  ;  and  to 
remedy  this,  I  was  to  be  put  through  a  course  of  legitimate  play-going. 
From  this  happy  moment  I  went  the  whole  round  of  the  leading  theatres. 
I  was  taken  to  huge  temples  where  tragedy  hold  undisputed  sway,  and 
where  misguided  country  visitors  were  often  made  as  unhappy  by  the 
dagger  and  the  bowl,  as  those  other  country  visitors  had  been  by  the 
Orrery  and  the  astronomical  lecturer. 

I  was  taken  to  smaller  theatres,  where  comedy  and  farce  were  served 
out  with  no  niggardly  hand,  and  where  the  whole  roaring,  swaying  audience 
only  presented  two  kinds  of  faces — one  laughing  at  the  piece  of  humour 
just  caught,  the  other  getting  ready  to  laugh  at  the  joke  to  come. 

From  this  feast  of  merriment  I  passed  to  another  small,  and  far  less 
gorgeous,  playhouse — to  the  Theatre  Royal,  Purgatory,  in  fact,  where  no 
one  could  sit,  or  see,  or  breathe,  or  hear,  in  comfort ;  where  every  man's 
knee  was  against  every  man's  back ;  where  hats  and  little  boys  were 
crushed;  but  where  every  one  crowded  to  be  entranced  with  high 
melodrama.  No  one  thought  of  the  cramp,  the  draught,  or  the  heat, 
wdiilc  the  longest  but  most  interesting  of  stories  was  being  worked  out 
on  the  stage,  with  incidents  that  made  the  pit  visitors  gape  with  terror. 

From  melodrama  and  its  excitement,  which  sent  me  home  with 
flushed  cheeks  and  staring  eyes,  I  was  taken  to  the  opera,  where  every- 
thing was  placid,  refined,  and  handled  with  kid  gloves. 

It  was  long  before  I  took  kindly  to  this  last  theatrical  feast,  although 
tempted  by  the  sugared  melodies  of  the  immortal  Barbiere. 

Musing  over  my  old  play-bill,  surrounded  by  hard  facts,  I  was  reminded 
that  lile  has  an  imaginative  side,  which  it  is  wise  to  nourish.  It  is  not 
well  that  little  children  should  be  crammed  with  play-going,  as  I  was  in 
my  youth,  until  they  find  they  have  exhausted  a  refining  pleasure  in  the 
hour  when  they  most  require  it.  Let  them  go  in  liberally  measured 
moderation  to  all  play-houses, — houses  of  pantomime  and  burlesque,  of 
comedy  and  farce,  of  opera,  melodrama,  and  play,  of  tragedy  with  Hamlet 
a  la  Tom  Sayers,  or  Hamlet  a  la  mode  ;  let  them  go  to  all.  It  is  part  of 
the  education  of  life ;  no  harm,  but  much  good  will  come  from  it :  let 
them  go  to  all. 
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Italian*  politics  are  of  so  much  importance  in  the  current  history  ot 
Europe,  that,  in  the  course  of  a  scamper  in  the  north  of  Italy  this  year,  I 
took  the  opportunity  of  paying  a  visit  to  the  celebrated  "  Quadrilateral, " 
so  as  to  be  able  to  form  some  iuVa  of  the  difficulties  the  Italians  would 
have  to  surmount  in  their  anticipated  attempt  to  turn  tho  Austrians  out 
of  Vcnetia. 

Not  having  been  able  to  find  in  England  any  description  of  these  im- 
portant works,  about  which  the  Austrians  are  so  careful  to  prevent  any 
information  from  getting  abroad  that  their  maps  do  not  even  notice  the 
existence  of  the  principal  forts — and  they  do  not  allow  the  Kile  of  any 
map  of  the  country  on  a  scale  large  enough  to  show  well  the  features  of 
the  ground, — it  seems  that  it  will  not  be  without  interest  to  relate  what  I 
saw.  In  crossing  from  Italian  Lombardy  into  Austrian  Lombardy  Venice, 
a  short  delay  occurs  at  the  Italian  frontier  town  of  Desenzano,  and  the 
Austrians  take  one  in  hand  at  Peschiera.  The  Italians  are  gentle  and 
amiable  in  their  treatment,  as  becomes  the  winners,  and  the  slight 
detention  one  is  subjected  to  is  made  thoroughly  enjoyable  by  the 
beautiful  view  over  the  Lake  of  Garda,  with  the  fine  old  castle  and  town 
of  Desenzano  below  you  in  the  foreground.  On  one  side  an  Italian  will 
point  out  with  satisfaction  the  tower  of  Solferino,  and,  on  the  other,  the 
works  the  Austrians  are  now  throwing  up  near  Pastrengo,  that  famous 
position,  to  impede  an  advance  upon  Verona.  It  is  on  getting  to 
Peschiera  that  one's  troubles  begin.  In  order  that  there  may  be  ample 
time  for  a  thorough  overhaul  of  one's  luggage,  and  that  all  passports  may 
be  duly  scrutinized,  the  train  is  delayed  there  for  an  hour  and  ten  minutes; 
and  we  were,  therefore,  all  turned  into  a  dreary,  barrack-looking  room, 
which  we  were  chuffly  informed  was  a  cafe.  Not  feeling  presently 
hungry,  I  preferred  passing  my  time  in  taking  a  little  stroll  ;  so,  descend- 
ing the  stairs  of  the  station,  and  passing  under  the  railway  bridge,  I 
walked  towards  a  little  fort  I  had  observed  while  passing  in  the  train. 
This  fort  appeared  to  be  of  late  construction.  The  entrance  is  in  the  rear, 
which  consists  of  a  wall  about  twenty-two  feet  high,  Hanked  by  a  capon- 
niere  containing  two  guns  and  some  loopholes.  Across  the  centre  of  the 
fort,  from  front  to  rear,  are  a  line  of  bomb-proofs,  forming  a  masonry 
traverse,  alongside  of  which  runs  the  ramp  conducting  on  to  the  rampart 
at  the  salient  angle  of  the  work.  There  are  also  casemates  under  the 
flank,  in  which  the  soldiers  were  living ;  and  these  casemates,  running 
right  through  to  the  escarp  wall,  formed  a  casemated  battery,  sweeping 
the  railway  and  ground  on  the  flank,  which  has  been  cut  lower  tlian  that 
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in  front,  with  this  object.    The  masonry  of  these  casemates,  however,  is 
quite  subject  to  destruction  from  a  distance,  although  it  has  probably  been 
considered  that  it  was  sufficiently  covered  from  any  but  direct  fire  by 
the  higher  glacis  of  the  front  faces.    The  men  seemed  to  be  stowed  pretty 
thick  in  these  casemates,  the  beds  nearly  touching  one  another ;  and  they 
were  good  big  beds,  which  made  me  rather  think  they  were  made  to 
contain  two.    The  windows  were  small,  and  closed  with  iron  shutters  : 
altogether  they  were  fine  bomb-proofs;  but  I  hardly  think  they  would  have 
passed  the  scrutiny  of  our  barrack  sanitary  reformers,  although,  as  iLe 
latter  naively  remark  in  their  report  on  the  casemates  at  Dover  Castle, 
evidently  making  an  effort  to  do  justice  when  justice  is  due,  "  they  possibly 
might  save  some  life  during  a  siege  1 "    The  use  of  the  iron  shutters  to 
those  windows  I  suppose  to  be  to  prevent  the  splinters  of  shells  from 
coming  in  through  the  windows ;  it  could  hardly  be  intended  that  the 
garrison  should  retreat  to  places  like  that,  and  hold  them  after  the  fort 
was  carried  by  assault.    They  could  make  no  active  resistance,  and  the 
temptation  to  smoke  them  out  might  be  too  great,  especially  to  Frenchmen 
accustomed  to  Algerian  warfare.     Besides,  the  bomb-proof  traverse 


Plan  cf  Fort 


across  the  fort  and  the  casemates  under  the  flank,  the  rest  of  the  interior 
space  is  almost  all  taken  up  by  other  bomb-proofs — one  seemed  to  U.  the 
guard-room — and  these  were  loopholed  so  as  to  form  a  kind  of  interior 
defence.  There  were  not  more  than  one  or  two  guns  mounted  on  each 
face,  some  of  which — probably  rifled  guns — were  placed  under  wooden 
butts  on  the  rampart. 

But  my  inspection  of  this  fort  was  quite  against  all  law,  and  when  the 
guard  had  got  over  their  astonishment  at  the  sudden  apparition  of  a 
stranger  walking  about  on  their  ramparts,  I  was  informed  that  I  must  come 
down,  which  I  was  then  perfectly  ready  to  do,  taking  care  to  come  by  a 
different  way  to  that  I  had  ascended,  so  as  to  complete  the  tour.  Talking 
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to  my  friends,  therefore,  and  affecting  not  quite  to  understand  their  pro- 
testations, I  finished  my  survey,  and,  bidding  them  good-day,  walked  out ; 
and,  taking  a  circuit,  returned  to  examine  the  outside,  which  showed 
merely  a  ditch,  with  a  sloping  escarp  about  twenty  feet  high,  flanked  by 
caponniercs  at  the  angles,  the  heads  of  the  caponniercs  being  rounded,  and 
appearing  to  me  to  be  indifferently  flanked. 

But  the  garrison  was  aroused,  and  I  was  soon  interrupted  by  a  swarm 
of  men  on  the  parapets,  who  siguified  their  disapprobation  of  my  pro- 
ceedings. I  therefore  left  that  part  altogether,  and  returned  towards  the 
station.  The  other  detached  forts  seemed  from  their  outer  appearance 
to  be  much  after  this  type;  but  the  rear,  instead  of  being  straight  and 
flanked  by  a  caponniere,  was  formed  by  a  circular  keep  >"v  flanking 
two  Ioopholed  walls,  forming  a  re-entering  angle,  thus :  n/O^  The  rear 
of  all  these  forts  is  of  masonry ;  and  the  entire  width  covered  by  the 
works  being  small  compared  with  the  range  of  modern  weapons,  it  seemed 
to  me  that  they  might  be  destroyed  by  firing  right  over  the  position. 

The  fortress  proper  of  Pcschiera  is  a  bastioned  work  of  five  fronts, 
with  good  escarps  and  a  wet  ditch,  through  which  the  Mincio  flows. 
The  situation  is,  however,  low ;  and  the  escarps  being  very  imperfectly 
covered,  it  could  make  little  resistance  after  the  detached  forts  had  fallen. 
The  attack  is  also  facilitated  by  the  imperfect  view  the  works  have  of  the 
ground  in  front,  on  account  of  its  being  broken  up  by  hollows. 

I  was  walking  along  the  road  towards  the  town,  and  had  stepped  off 
it  a  few  paces  towards  where  the  river  was  flowing  through  the  ditch,  to 
look  about  me  at  the  walls  and  the  river — when,  turning  to  go  back  to 
the  station,  out  from  among  some  haystacks  darted  two  Austrian  soldiers, 
who  yelled  to  me  to  "  Halt  1  " — and,  on  my  doing  so,  proceeded  to  signify 
to  me  that  I  must  accompany  them  into  the  Citadel.  I  accepted  this 
invitation  with  the  politeness  that  becomes  a  person  who  has  no  choice, 
though  it  struck  me  that  it  must  be  a  very  active  state  of  suspicion 
that  could  find  any  great  danger  to  the  fortress  in  my  little  deviation 
from  the  road;  and  it  was  anything  but  pleasant,  as  I  could  hardly  hope 
to  get  back  before  the  train  started.  Perhaps,  too,  I  should  be  cast  into  an 
Austrian  dungeon,  with  no  chance  of  getting  out  but,  like  Baron  Trenck, 
by  picking  my  way  through  a  9-feet  wall  with  a  crooked  nail :  or  perhaps 
I  might  be  driven  to  relieve  my  dreary  solitude  by  forming  an  intimate 
personal  friendship  with  a  6pider,  like  Silvio  Pellico.  In  these  unromantic 
days  I  could  not  hope  that  my  adventure  would  terminate  like  San 
Michele,  who,  being  taken  up  as  a  spy  while  studying  fortification  among 
these  very  works  some  350  years  ago,  was  released  and  taken  into  the 
service  of  his  captors,  and  built  many  works  for  them — tho  present 
fortress  of  Verona  among  the  number.  I  endeavoured  to  signify  to  my 
captors  that,  without  at  all  wishing  wantonly  to  influence  their  movements, 
I  should  be  glad  if  they  would  come  along  as  briskly  as  they  felt  them- 
selves able,  and  explained  how  that  I  was  not  an  Italian  patriot,  but  merely 
a  harmless  British  tourist  seeking  recreation ;  to  furnish  proof  of  which  I 
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put  my  hand  to  my  pocket  for  my  passport.  "  Nein,  nein,"  said  be,  with 
an  air  of  indignant  virtue,  fancying  he  smelt a>  bribe,  and,  with  deep,  savage 
mutterings,  intended  either  to  raise  the  price,  or  perhaps,  because  his  habit 
being  to  live  among  the  haystacks,  like  a  wild  beast  crouching  to  eaten 
unwary  strangers,  he  was  growling  delight  at  his  success. 

I  therefore  requested  that  I  might  as  soon  as  possible  see  the  officer  of 
the  guard,  who,  on  my  stating  the  case,  requested  me  to  go  with  a  subaltern 
to  the  commandant.   The  gay  and  joyous  subaltern  was  an  exact  counter- 
part of  his  fellows  in  England,  for  like  all  the  Austrian  officers,  he  seemed 
to  bo  quite  what  we  understand  by  the  word  "  gentleman,"  which  in 
general  in  some  other  continental  nations  I  have  seen  the  officers  ar  enot. 
The  commandant  being  out  for  a  walk,  was  represented  by  a  little  stout 
officer  who  treated  the  question  in  a  dignified  and  serious  manner.  Having 
explained  myself,  the  Croat,  my  captor,  was  called  upon  to  testify  against 
me,  which  he  did  after  the  manner  of  his  kind,  his  barbarian  nature  being 
subdued  in  compliance  with  the  forms  of  military  discipline.    With  bis 
nose  in  the  air,  therefore,  and  the  little  fingers  touching  the  seams  of  the 
trousers,  this  truculent  ruffian  delivered  himself  of  the  charge  he  had  com- 
posed against  me — composed,  I  say,  for  the  length  of  his  speech  was  quite 
out  of  proportion  to  the  simple  little  offence  I  had  committed,  and  could 
not  have  been  more  copious  and  more  detailed  if  he  had  detected  me  in  a 
conspiracy  to  undermine  and  blow  up  the  principal  magazine  of  the  fortress. 
I  employed  this  period  in  scrutinizing  the  man's  features  with  a  view  to  a 
portrait,  for  anything  more  savage  than  the  face  of  that  close- cropped  bhie- 
breeched  barbarian,  it  is  impossible  to  conceive. 

The  stout  little  officer  having  weighed  the  evidence,  and  clearly  not 
knowing  what  to  do,  asked  me  what  /  wanted  to  do  now  ;  to  which  I 
replied,  that  I  desired  to  be  off  by  the  train  which  started  in  five  minutes, 
and  that  I  feared  I  might  be  late  :  pondering,  therefore,  again,  he  at  length 
delivered  judgment  that  he  would  go  with  me  to  the  station,  and  if  there 
appeared  to  be  nothing  against  me,  I  might  depart.  So  off  we  set,  the 
stout  little  officer  and  I,  deliberately  and  leisurely  :  he  knowing  the  wayB 
of  the  country,  probably  was  well  aware  that  the  train  would  not  go 
without  the  missing  traveller,  and  beguiling  the  time  by  endeavouring  to 
entrap  me  into  contradicting  my  former  account  of  myself.  "  Are  you 
then  in  the  service  of  the  Pope?"  &c.  &c.  11  Ah  !  monsieur,  vovs  vous  etts 
e'ehappe"  said  the  commissary  of  passports  on  our  arrival,  from  which  I  for 
the  first  time  became  aware  that  we  were  considered  as  prisoners  till  our 
passports  had  proved  us  honest  men ;  and  then  ensued  another  j>rolonged 
consultation  between  this  functionary  and  the  officer  :  probably  they  came 
to  the  conclusion  that  my  aberrations  were  merely  an  instance  of  the 
national  insanity,  and  I  was  finally  allowed  to  take  my  scat  in  the  carriage ; 
the  officer  coming  to  me  at  the  last  with  a  word  of  warning  that  u  I  must 
be  very  careful  about  looking  at  the  forts." 

The  source  of  the  strength  of  the  Austrian  position  in  Italy,  is  not,  as  it 
seems  to  me,  at  all  indicated  by  the  expression  "  the  Quadrilateral."  There 
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certainly  are  two  rivers,  the  Mincio  and  the  Adige,  on  each  of  which  arc 
two  fortresses ;  Peschiera  and  Mantua  on  the  former,  and  Verona  and 
Legnano  on  the  latter ;  but  this  position  has  been  broken  into  without 
settling  the  question  of  the  Austrian  occupation,  which  would  not  be  the 
case  if  the  strength  was  in  "  the  Quadrilateral."  In  1848,  the  Piedmontese 
without  much  difficulty  took  Peschiera,  and  the  Quadrilateral  was  therefore 
do  more ;  but  the  Austrians  in  the  following  ye;»r  were  no  less  able  to  do 
that  which  their  positions  were  created  to  enable  them  to  do,  viz.  to  issue 
forth  and  reconquer  all  that  had  been  taken  from  them,  which  they  effected 
in  a  five  days'  campaign. 

On  the  other  hand,  in  1796,  when  the  French  had  seized  Verona  and 
Peschiera,  two  members  of  the  Quadrilateral  as  it  was  in  those  days, 
Napoleon  felt  himself  unable  to  continue  his  conquests  much  beyond  the 
Mincio  whilst  the  Austrians  held  Mantua.  This  fortress  is  situated  in  the 
midst  of  a  lake  formed  by  the  Mincio,  and  communicating  with  the  main- 
land only  by  causeways,  is,  of  course,  very  difficult  to  capture  ;  but  its 
tfrength  cuts  in  two  ways ;  for  the  same  cause  which  makes  it  difficult  for 
an  enemy  to  get  in,  makes  it  easy  for  him  to  prevent  the  garrison  from 
getting  out :  so  that,  in  fact,  the  force  of  the  army  inside  is  probably 
neutralized  by  an  equal  or  smaller  number  of  invaders,  which  is  no  more 
than  they  would  do  in  the  open  field.  Napoleon  in  1796,  with  a  force  of 
tbout  10,000,  blockaded  in  it  an  army  of  14,000,  on  one  occasion  raising 
the  blockade  to  beat  a  relieving  army  of  60,000  men  under  Wurmser,  of 
whom  a  remnant  of  20,000  succeeded  in  finding  refuge  at  last  in  the 
fortress,  which  was  then  again  blockaded  by  the  French.  The  fortress 
held  out  from  the  middle  of  June,  1796,  till  February  1797,  during  which, 
in  addition  to  the  two  attempts  at  relief  by  Wiirmser's  army,  two  were 
made  by  an  army  of  the  same  strength  (60,000)  under  Alvinzi ;  so  that,  in 
fact,  the  possession  of  Mantua  by  the  Austrians,  although  he  was  able  to 
lock  them  up  in  it,  obliged  Napoleon  to  fight  no  less  than  seven  pitched 
tattles  (in  only  one  of  which  he  was  defeated),  before  he  could  pursue 
hifl  conquests  any  farther.    "  The  Quadrilateral "  could  hardly  do  more. 

It  is  the  entrenched  camp  at  Verona  that  gives  the  Austrians  such  a 
firm  footing  in  Italy ;  so  long  as  that  fortress  is  in  their  possession,  neither 
can  an  invader  enter  the  Austrian  States  from  the  side  of  Italy,  nor  can 
Italy  ever  feel  secure  against  the  reconquest  of  Lombardy  by  the  Austrians 
whenever  a  favourable  opportunity  shall  present  itself.  They  have  been 
beaten  out  of  Lombardy  thirteen  times,  and  have  recovered  it  twelve  : 
far,  indeed,  did  Louis  Napoleon's  performance  fall  Bhort  of  his  promise  to 
free  Italy  "  to  the  Adriatic,"  when  he  not  only  gained  a  bare  half  of  the 
actual  territory,  but  left  his  adversary  in  such  a  position,  that  the  country 
taken  from  him  remains  entirely  at  his  mercy. 

The  strength  of  the  position  of  Verona,  consists  in  the  fact  that  it 
forms  a  depot  in  which  all  the  strength  of  the  Austrian  empire  may  bo 
concentrated,  by  means  of  communications  which  are  extremely  well  pro- 
tected by  the  natural  strength  and  difficulty  of  the  Alpine  passes,  and 
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which  pass  through  the  Tyrol,  the  most  loyal  of  the  hereditary  states :  and 
that  from  this  strong  entrenched  camp  they  may  pour  over  the  plains  of 
Lombardy  without  meeting  anywhere  with  any  position  of  great  natural  or 
artificial  strength  in  which  they  may  be  opposed.  How  deficient  Mantua 
was  in  respect  of  the  security  of  its  communications,  is  shown  by  the 
reverses  suffered  by  the  relieving  armies  in  179C-7  :  and  the  little  assist- 
ance its  garrison  could  afford  in  those  operations,  is  another  point  in 
which  Verona  is  far  superior.  In  fact,  Napoleon  I.  could  operate  against 
the  Austrian  communications  with  Mantua  without  exposing  his  own; 
in  the  case  of  Verona  this  could  not  be  done — and  this  makes  all  the 
difference. 

The  town  of  Verona  lies  on  both  banks  of  the  Adige;  on  the  south  the 
country  is  all  of  a  flat  character,  on  the  north,  the  last  spurs  of  the  Alps 
come  close  down  upon  the  river.  These  Northern  hills,  therefore,  com- 
mand the  whole  town,  and  necessarily  take  in  reverse  all  the  works  that 
surround  the  south  side,  the  distance  of  which,  though  considerable,  is 
quite  within  the  range  of  rifled  artillery  ;  they  form,  in  fact,  the  key  of  the 
position.  The  interior  line  of  defences  consists  of  the  old  bastioned  fronts, 
among  which  are  some  of  the  earliest  specimens  of  the  bastion  system. 
They  have  been  altered  in  parts  according  to  the  modern  German  ideas, 
i.  e.  detached  escarp  walls  have  been  formed,  and  low  flanking  casemates  in 
the  ditch,  giving  a  very  small  amount  of  flanking  fire,  as  it  seemed  to  me, 
and,  doing  away  with  the  counterscarp  wall,  they  have  formed  a  slope  gentle 
enough  for  infantry  to  issue  from  in  large  bodies  for  the  purpose  of  making 
sorties. 

This  interior  line  is  surrounded  by  a  double  line  of  detached  forts; 
the  total  number  of  which  amount  to  forty.  The  space  included  by  those 
on  the  south  side  is  sufficient  for  the  largest  army  that  could  be  assembled, 
who  could  lie  there  in  perfect  security  against  any  enemy  on  the  right  bank 
of  the  Adige.  A  regular  attack  on  works  in  such  a  position,  with  an 
army  posted  behind  them,  would  be  a  hopeless  kind  of  affair ;  and,  sup- 
posing it  to  be  successful,  and  the  Austrians  driven  across  the  Adige,  the 
work  would  not  then  be  complete,  they  would  not  be  driven  right  out 
of  the  country  any  more  than  the  Russians  were  obliged  to  leave 
the  north  side  of  Scbastopol  after  we  had  taken  the  south.  Indeed,  in 
some  respects,  the  case  would  be  worse,  because  at  Sebastopol  the  distance 
of  the  hills  on  the  north  side  was  considerable,  compared  with  the  range 
of  smooth-bored  guns ;  whereas,  if  an  Austrian  army  held  the  northern 
heights  at  Verona,  they  could  prevent  any  enemy  entering  the  town  ;  nor 
would  they  have  much  compunction  about  knocking  the  town  and  its 
monuments  to  pieces,  as  they  have  done  to  many  towns  in  Italy ;  for  they 
consider  them  enemy's  property,  as  they  are. 

An  examination  of  the  forts  on  the  south  side  docs  not  lead  to  the 
solution  of  the  question  I  was  inquiring  into.  The  character  of  the  forts 
is  much  like  those  at  Peschiera,  and  the  flatness  of  the  country  and  the 
thickness  of  the  trees  and  the  crops  prevent  any  observation  of  the  position, 
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as  a  whole,  or  of  their  mutual  co-operation  with  one  another.  On  the 
north,  it  is  quite  the  reverse;  and,  as  it  appeared  to  me  that  the 
northern  forts  are  the  very  essence  of  the  whole  affair,  I  devoted 
myself  to  examining  their  character  and  that  of  the  country  they  com- 
manded, so  as  to  realize  the  opposition  they  might  offer  to  a  besieging 
army  and  the  difficulty  there  would  be  in  effecting  their  destruction  or  . 
capture. 

On  the  north  side  of  Verona,  there  are  two  mountain  spurs  which 
approach  very  close  to  the  river  Adige.  On  one  of  these  a  portion  of  the 
town  stands,  and  it  is  enclosed  by  the  ancient  fortifications,  with  square  and 
semicircular  towers  at  intervals,  whose  massive  walls  running  along  the 
crest  of  the  hill  form  a  conspicuous  object  in  a  view  of  the  city.  These 
forts  have  no  regular  ditch  and  counterscarp,  and  could,  therefore,  offer  no 
resistance  to  a  regular  attack.  The  other  spur  was  not  enclosed  by  works 
in  former  times.  In  modern  days,  however,  it  cannot  be  neglected ;  and, 
accordingly,  the  Austrians  have  occupied  it  by  detached  forts,  and  they 
have  also  placed  forts  in  advance  of  the  old  line  of  works  that  occupy  the 
other  spur. 

The  two  spurs  above  mentioned  are  separated  by  a  very  deep  valley, 
die  steep  sides  of  which  are  covered  with  fields,  gardens,  orchards,  &c, 
and  by  vines  growing  in  terraces. 

The  hillside  in  front  of  the  forts  is  also  of  the  same  character ;  and  as 
the  forts  are  situated  on  the  summit  of  the  hills,  they  do  not  directly 
command  much  of  the  ground  beyond  the  comparatively  fiat  part  imme- 
diately around  them. 

It  is  this  consideration  that  often  makes  steep  and  apparently  very 
strong  ground  less  advantageous  as  a  military  position  than  at  first  sight 
it  might  seem.  The  very  steepness  may  prevent  its  being  seen,  and  an 
attacking  enemy  may  find  cover  close  under  your  very  guns ;  as,  indeed, 
was  the  case  at  the  battle  of  the  Alma,  where  Lord  Raglan  and  his  staff 
posted  themselves  close  under  the  Russian  position,  where  the  shot  ranged 
over  their  heads ;  but  the  steepness  of  the  ground  preventing  them  from 
being  actually  seen,  they  were,  in  point  of  fact,  in  perfect  security.  The 
French  attack  on  the  right,  too,  at  the  same  battle,  was  probably  much 
Jacilitated  from  the  same  condition  of  the  ground. 

The  forts  alone,  therefore,  will  not  enable  the  Austrians  to  hold  these 
hills,  but  there  must  be  an  army  manoeuvring  under  protection  of  them; 
and  viewed  in  this  light,  it  may  be  said  that  it  would  be  almost  impossible 
for  an  enemy  to  inflict  any  great  blow  on  the  army  encamped  inside 
without  first  destroying  the  works;  and  if  the  works  should  be  of  such 
strength  that  nothing  short  of  a  regular  siege  would  suffice  for  their 
destruction,  it  would  require  time  and  means  for  the  purpose  far  greater 
even  than  were  expended  at  Sebastopol,  inasmuch  as  the  facilities  for 
pouring  in  relief  are  very  much  greater  than  the  Russians  had  the 
advantage  of  in  the  latter  case;  and  the  works  being  of  a  permanent 
character,  prepared  long  beforehand,  would  offer  obstacles  such  as 
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would  probably  hare  Itept  us  another  year  if  they  had  existed  at 

Sebastopol. 

But,  as  it  seems  to  me,  the  works  do  not  possess  that  amount  of 
strength  ;  they  could  be  destroyed  by  rifled  guns  without  the  process  of  a 
regular  siege,  and  even  it  would  not  have  been  impossible  to  destroy  tlieiu 
with  the  smooth  bore. 

The  detached  forts  on  the  northern  hills  are  of  two  kinds ;  two  of  the 
larger  ones  are  masonry  redoubts,  the  guns  just  sweeping  the  top  of 
the  hill,  and  one  having  a  tower,  the  other  a  loopholed  blockhouse  in  the 
interior,  and  they  are  flanked  by  caponnieres. 

If  artillery  were  brought  against  these  works  they  would  fall  help- 
lessly, like  the  liussian  works  which  we  knocked  to  pieces  in  a  few  days 
at  Bomarsund. 

The  other  works  are  towers  which  consist  of  two  concentric  rings  of 
thick  walling,  the  outer  one  being  pierced  with  twelve  embrasures,  which 
have  iron  shutters,  the  space  between  the  walls  being  arched  over.  The 
guns  are  mounted  on  an  upper  floor,  and  a  gallery  for  musketry  runs 
round  the  tower  about  on  the  level  of  the  ground. 

A  work  of  this  nature  could  offer  no  resistance  to  an  attack  by 
artillery  ;  hardly,  indeed,  could  the  guns  in  them  be  served.  The  Italians 
hold  that  men  cannot  stop  in  these  towers  when  the  guns  are  being  fired, 
on  account  of  the  noise,  but  probably  the  Tedeschi  have  nerves  that  are 
equal  to  these  trials;  but  the  splinters  of  masonry  from  the  walls,  when 
struck,  would  kill  as  many  men,  probably,  n9  the  shot  themselves.  And 
moreover,  inappropriate  as  masonry  in  any  form  is  in  such  a  position,  the 
construction  of  these  towers  is  especially  bad  and  liable  to  quick  destruc- 
tion, because  from  the  arches  resting  on  the  front  wall,  instead  of  on 
radiating  pier-walls,  the  inevitable  damage  that  would  be  done  to  the 
front  wall  would  carry  with  it  the  immediate  downfall  of  the  whole 
structure.  The  Malakhoff  tower  at  Sebastopol,  which  was  probably  of 
the  same  construction,  was  swept  off  the  face  of  the  earth  on  the  first 
day's  firing,  and  these  would,  probably,  suffer  the  same  fate. 

The  summit  of  the  range  of  hills  opposite  to  these  forts  where  a 
besieging  enemy  would  take  his  position  is  about  1,000  yards  distant,  and 
as  high,  or  higher ;  they  are  therefore  within  easy  battering  range  of 
rilled  guns ;  and  the  quantity  of  exposed  masonry  they  present,  and 
consequent  little  resistance  they  arc  calculated  to  make  to  artillery 
fire,  will  be  best  appreciated  from  the  sketches  taken  from  the  hills 
west  of  Avesa,  in  the  direction  in  which  a  besieger's  battery  might 
probably  be  placed — they  show,  therefore,  exactly  what  he  would  have 
to  fire  at. 

An  attack  on  Verona  from  this  side  no  doubt  presents  some  difficulties ; 
but  the  effects  would  be  much  more  decisive  than  any  other  attack  that 
could  be  made.  An  attack  on  Verona  at  all  implies  that  the  Austrians 
are  not  at  that  time  able  to  meet  their  enemies  in  the  field,  but  it  would 
be  very  hazardous  to  undertake  it,  leaving  any  large  bodies  of  troops 
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behind ;  at  least,  unless  they  can  be  well  looked  after,  and  prevented  from 
attacking  the  besieger  himself  in  rear. 

The  capture  or  blockade  of  Peschiera  is,  therefore,  an  indispensable 
preliminary ;  but  the  resistance  this  fortress  could  offer  has  not  been  found 
by  experience  to  be  of  sufficient  duration  for  the  purpose.  In  1847  it 
only  held  out  for  about  a  fortnight  against  the  Italians.  Supposing 
Peschiera  to  have  fallen,  the  next  step  would  be  to  occupy  some  position 
which  should  cover  the  army  besieging  Verona  from  an  attack  in  rear,  by 
troops  coming  from  the  Tyrol. 

The  course  of  the  Adige,  till  about  eight  miles  from  Verona,  is  nearly 
parallel  to  the  Lake  Garda,  and  about  eight  miles  from  it,  the  space 
betv.-een  them  being  occupied  by  the  Monte  Baldo.  Arrived  near 
Paetrengo,  it  turns  sharp  to  the  eastward,  and  runs  through  Verona  at  a 
distance  of  eight  or  nine  miles:  in  this  part  of  its  course  the  country  on 
ifs  north  is  mountainous  and  on  the  south  flat. 

The  road  through  the  Tyrol  runs  clo3e  to  the  river,  and  which,  until 
it  takes  the  turn  to  the  eastward,  is  hemmed  in  by  mountains  on  either 
side,  which  necessarily,  therefore,  command  the  road ;  and  this  makes  the 
possession  of  these  hills  of  immense  importance  to  the  Austrians;  and, 
tor  the  same  reason,  an  enemy  intending  to  attack  Verona  must  occupy 
some  strong  position  on  them  with  his  covering  array.  The  most  favour- 
able spot  for  the  Austrians  to  defend  these  hills  is  Pastkengo—  where  a 
strong  entrenched  camp  is  being  formed  accordingly — a  strong  natural 
position,  which  has  always  been  of  importance  in  all  Italian  wars. 
Being  on  the  right  bank  of  the  Adige,  and  the  road  being  on  the  left,  it 
forms  a  natural  tcte-de-pont,  its  possession  giving  the  Austrians  command 
of  both  sides  of  the  river,  and,  so  long  as  they  held  it,  it  would  be  impos- 
sible to  attack  Verona.  A  battle  was  fought  for  the  possession  of  it 
in  1847,  and  an  entrenched  camp  was  formed  here  in  the  wars  of  the 
French  Revolution ;  and  some  works  are  now  being  thrown  up,  probably 
with  the  same  object 

The  entrenched  camp  that  is  being  formed  here  will  unite  the  advan- 
tages of  both  Peschiera  and  Verona,  and  will  be  stronger  than  either  of 
them.  No  notice  as  yet  given  of  these  works  has  attached  to  them  their  full 
importance.  They  have  been  alluded  to  as  "  batteries  to  command  Lake 
Garda."  Lake  Garda  can  take  very  good  care  of  itself;  any  batteries  that 
might  be  required  to  command  it  might  be  thrown  up  when  wanted  in  a 
couple  of  hours.  But  the  works  being  made  here  are  regular  forts,  forming 
an  entirely  new  position.  If  well  constructed  it  will  probably  be  a  most 
formidable  addition  to  the  difficulties  the  Italians  will  have  to  overcome 
in  the  course  of  their  enterprise,  for  an  attack  on  it  will  be  extremely 
difficult.  The  neck  of  land  between  the  Adige  and  the  lake,  on  which 
the  forts  are  being  constructed,  is  here  not  more  than  four  miles  across; 
connected  with  Verona  by  the  Adige,  a  length  of  eight  miles,  these 
*ould  form  a  complete,  barrier  only  twelve  miles  in  length,  impassable 
in  flank,  commanding  at  a  great  advantage  all  the  ground  in  their  front, 
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and  behind  which  they  may  assemble  in  any  number  in  perfect  security 
till  a  favourable  opportunity  occurs  for  driving  their  assailants  back,  and 
perhaps  repossessing  themselves  of  all  the  ground  they  have  lost 


I  cannot  say  that  I  wish  the  Austrians  success.  It  is  impossible  to 
visit  Lombardy  Venice  without  seeing  that  they  are  quite  out  of  their 
place  there.  The  sight  of  the  swarms  of  soldiers,  sullen,  overbearing, 
and  hated,  the  suppressed  ill-feeling  of  the  inhabitants— cannot  but  cause 
one  to  see  that  the  condition  of  things  is  radically  wrong ;  and  the  contrast 
between  the  free  and  the  captive  parts  of  Italy  adds  force  to  the  feeling. 
The  argument  that  the  possession  of  Lombardy  Venice  by  Austria  is  a 
necessity  for  the  defence  of  Germany,  will  bear  no  examination,  as  Italy 
must  always  be  more  open  to  attack  from  Germany  than  Germany  from 
Italy.  So,  whether  the  Italians  shall  endeavour  to  persuade  the  Austrians 
to  go  by  moral  or  by  physical  force,  I  cannot  but  wish  them  God  speed. 
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«c> 

HE  weather  is  Lot,  or 
change  of  scene  is  desir- 
able, or  you  want  fresh 
air,  or  like  whitebait,  or 
there  is  a  pleasant  party 
going.  Any  of  these,  or 
all,  may  be  sufficiently 
good  reasons  why  a  man 
should  go  down  from 
London,  especially  on  a 
hot,  sultry  summer  after- 
noon, to  Greenwich  or 
Blackwall,  and  dine.  It 
is  an  institution  is  dining 
down  the  river,  and  be- 
loved by  Londoners  for 
the  most  part.  The  draw- 
backs being  that  the  dinner 
is  very  unwholesome,  and  that  when  the  tide  is  out  the  effect  upon  the 
nose,  arising  from  the  mud,  is  not  of  nature  such  as  a  person  has  a  right 
to  expect  when  out  upon  an  expedition  in  which  fresh  air  is  one  of  the 
ingredients  looked  for.  This  is  a  roundabout  way  of  saying  that  there  is 
a  bad  smell. 

The  chief  difficulty  is  getting  to  the  railway,  as  you  generally  go 
down  just  at  that  time  of  day  when  the  City  is  coming  home  westward, 
and  the  chief  thoroughfares  are  impassable,  being  blocked  up  with  a 
compact  mass  of  carriages,  omnibuses,  carts,  and  cabs — the  whole  of 
which  44  keep  moving"  about  six  inches  every  ten  minutes. 

When  once  in  the  train,  you  are  whirled  along,  as  it  seems,  over  the 
tops  of  the  houses,  and  not  Don  Cleophas  himself,  in  the  Devil  on  Tico 
Sticks,  when  Asniodeus  takes  him  on  a  tour  of  inspection,  that  wonderful 
airing  over  the  city  of  Seville,  more  completely  overlooks  the  habitations 
and  the  inhabitants  than  does  the  railway  traveller  in  those  regions  as  he 
is  carried  along  over  that  strange  country,  amid  an  apparently  never- 
ending  panorama  of  dingy  red  roofs,  squalid -looking  garrets,  hideous 
church  steeples,  grimy  chimneys,  the  masts  of  ships,  storehouses  and  docks, 
and  clothes  hanging  out  to  dry. 
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Arrived  at  the  hotel  at  the  river  side,  you  step  out  upon  the  balcony, 
and  see  the  stately  ships  sail  by,  the  great  steam-ships  grandly  moving 
along,  the  little  penny  steam-boats  running  here  and  there,  and  in  and  out, 
"  easing  her  "  or  "  stopping  her,"  or  setting  down  or  picking  up  excursionists, 
and  panting  and  puffing  away  again  at  a  great  rate ;  and  there  are  enor- 
mous barges,  laden  with  coal  or  straw,  slowly  drifting  with  the  tide, 
there  is  the  Isle  of  Dogs,  and  Greenwich  Hospital  and  the  old  pensioners, 
and  the  mud-larks,  and  the  poor  Jacks,  and  many  other  things  to  look  at 
while  you  wait  for  dinner. 

And  when  you  have  dined,  and  eaten  of  every  fish  in  the  st»a  and  in 
the  river,  and  have  had  your  whitebait  devilled,  and  want  no  more  browa 
bread  and  butter,  and  have  had  as  much  champagne  as  is  good  for  you, 
you  may  again  look  out  of  window.  While  you  were  absorbed  in  fish, 
and  conversation,  and  wine,  the  sun  has  gone  down,  its  last  rays  throwing 
a  golden  light  upon  the  sails  of  the  vessels  that  glide  round  the  bend 
in  the  river  and  move  gently  past.  Darkness  comes  gradually  on;  a 
light  here  and  there  is  lit,  perhaps  a  green  or  red  one  in  some  ship,  and 
throws  its  bright  reflection  into  the  water.  The  6tars  one  by  one  appear, 
and  the  moon  rises  and  shines  brightly  on  the  Thames.  And  in  case  you 
don't  care  for  whitebait,  this,  at  least,  was  worth  coming  to  see. 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 
The  Penaxce. 

The  course  of  our  story  requires  us  to  return  to  the  Capuchin  convent, 
and  to  the  struggles  and  trials  of  its  superior ;  for  in  his  hands  is  the 
irresistible  authority  which  must  direct  the  future  life  of  Agnes. 

From  no  guilty  compliances,  no  heedless  running  into  temptation,  had 
he  come  to  love  her.  The  temptation  had  met  him  in  the  direct  path  of 
duty ;  the  poison  had  been  breathed  in  with  the  perfume  of  sweetest  and 
most  life-giving  flowers  :  nor  could  he  shun  that  temptation^  nor  cease  to 
inhale  that  fatal  sweetness,  without  confessing  himself  vanquished  in  a 
point  where,  in  his  view,  to  yield  was  to  be  lost.  The  subtle  and  deceitful 
visit  of  Father  Johannes  to  his  cell  had  the  effect  of  thoroughly  rousing 
him  to  a  complete  sense  of  his  position,  and  making  him  feel  the  iinrae-* 
diate,  absolute  necessity  of  bringing  all  the  energy  of  his  will,  all  the 
resources  of  his  nature,  to  bear  on  its  present  difficulties.  For  he  felt,  by 
a  fine  intuition,  that  already  he  was  watched  and  suspected ; — any  faltering 
step  now,  any  wavering,  any  change  in  his  mode  of  treating  his  female 
penitents,  would  be  maliciously  noted.  The  military  education  of  his 
early  days  had  still  left  in  his  mind  a  strong  residuum  of  personal  courage 
and  honour,  which  made  him  regard  it  as. dastardly  to  flee  when  he  ought 
to  conquer,  and  therefore  he  set  his  face  as  a  flint  for  victory. 

But  reviewing  his  interior  world,  and  taking  a  survey  of  the  work 
before  him,  he  felt  that  sense  of  a  divided  personality  which  often  be- 
comes so  vivid  in  the  history  of  individuals  of  strong  will  and  passion. 
It  seemed  to  him  that  there  were  two  men  within  him :  the  one  turbu- 
lent, passionate,  demented ;  the  other  vainly  endeavouring,  by  authority, 
reason  and  conscience,  to  bring  the  rebel  to  subjection.  The  discipline 
of  conventual  life,  the  extraordinary  austerities  to  which  he  had  condemned 
himself,  the  monotonous  solitude  of  his  existence,  all  tended  to  exalt  the 
vivacity  of  the  nervous  system,  which,  in  the  Italian  constitution,  is  at  all 
times  disproportionately  developed ;  and  when  those  weird  harp-strings 
of  the  nerves  are  once  thoroughly  unstrung,  the  fury  and  tempest  of  the 
discord  sometimes  utterly  bewilders  the  most  practised  self-government. 

But  he  felt  that  something  must  be  done  with  himself,  and  done  imme- 
diately ;  for  in  a  few  days  he  must  again  meet  Agnes  at  the  confessional. 
He  must  meet  her,  not  with  weak  tremblings  and  passionate  fears,  but 
calm  as  Fate,  inexorable  as  the  Judgment-Day.  He  must  hear  her  con- 
fession, not  as  man,  but  as  God ;  he  must  pronounce  his  judgments  with  a 
divine  dispassionateness.    He  must  dive  into  the  recesses  of  her  secret 
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heart,  and,  following  with  subtle  analysis  all  the  fine  courses  of  those 
fibres  which  were  feeling  their  blind  way  towards  an  earthly  love,  must 
tear  them  remorselessly  away.  Well  could  he  warn  her  of  the  insidious- 
ness  of  earthly  affections ;  better  than  any  one  else  he  could  show  her 
how  a  name  that  was  blended  with  her  prayers,  and  borne  before  the 
sacred  shrine  in  her  most  retired  and  solemn  hours,  might  at  last  come 
to  fill  all  her  heart  with  a  presence  too  dangerously  dear.  He  must  direct 
her  gaze  up  those  mystical  heights  where  an  unearthly  marriage  awaited 
her,  its  scaled  and  spiritual  bride ;  he  must  hurry  her  footsteps  onward  to 
the  irrevocable  issue. 

All  this  was  before  him.  But  before  it  could  be  done,  he  must  subdue 
himself, — he  must  become  calm  and  pulseless,  in  deadly  resolve ;  and 
what  prayer,  what  penance  might  avail  for  this?  If  all  that  he  had 
already  tried  had  so  miserably  failed,  what  hope?  He  resolved  to  quit  for 
a  season  all  human  society,  and  enter  upon  one  of  those  desolate  periods 
of  retreat  from  earthly  converse  well  known  in  the  annals  of  saint  ship  as 
most  prolific  in  spiritual  victories.  Accordingly,  on  the  day  after  the 
conversation  with  Father  Johannes,  he  startled  the  monks  by  announcing 
to  them  that  he  was  going  to  leave  them  for  several  days. 

"  My  brothers,"  he  said,  "  the  weight  of  a  fearful  penance  is  laid  upon 
me,  which  I  must  work  out  alone.  I  leave  you  to-day,  and  charge  you 
not  to  seek  to  follow  my  footsteps;  but,  as  you  hope  to  escape  hell,  watch 
and  wrestle  for  me  and  yourselves  during  the  time  I  am  gone.  Before 
many  days,  I  hope  to  return  to  you  with  renewed  spiritual  strength." 

That  evening,  while  Agnes  and  her  uncle  were  sitting  together  in  their 
orange-garden,  mingling  their  parting  prayers  and  hymns,  scenes  of  a 
very  different  description  surrounded  Father  Francesco. 

One  who  looks  on  the  flowery  fields  and  blue  seas  of  this  enchanting 
region  thinks  that  the  Isles  of  the  Blest  could  scarcely  find  on  earth  a 
more  fitting  image ;  nor  can  he  realize,  till  experience  proves  it  to  him» 
that  he  is  in  the  immediate  vicinity  of  a  weird  and  dreary  region,  which 
might  represent  no  less  the  goblin  horrors  of  the  damned.  Around  the 
foot  of  Vesuvius  lie  fair  villages  and  villas  garlanded  with  roses,  and 
flushing  with  grapes  whose  juice  gains  warmth  from  the  breathing  of  its 
subterraneous  fires,  while  just  above  them  rises  a  region  more  awful  than  can 
be  created  by  the  action  of  any  common  causes  of  sterility.  There,  immense 
tracts  sloping  gradually  upward  show  a  desolation  so  peculiar,  so  utterly 
unlike  every  common  solitude  of  Nature,  that  one  enters  upon  it  with  the 
shudder  we  give  at  that  which  is  wholly  unnatural.  On  all  sides  are 
gigantic  serpentine  convolutions  of  black  lava,  their  immense  folds  rolled 
into  every  conceivable  contortion,  as  if,  in  their  fiery  agonies,  they  had 
struggled  and  wreathed  and  knotted  together,  and  then  grown  cold  and 
black  with  the  imperishable  signs  of  those  terrific  convulsions  upon  them. 
Not  a  blade  of  grass,  not  a  flower,  not  even  the  hardiest  lichen,  springs  up 
to  relieve  the  utter  deathliness  of  the  scene.  The  eye  wanders  from  one 
black,  shapeless  mass  to  another,  and  there  is  ever  the  same  suggestion  of 
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hideous  monster  life— of  goblin  convulsions  and  strange  fiend-like  agonies 
in  some  age  gone  by.  One's  very  footsteps  have  an  unnatural,  metallic 
dink ;  and  one's  garments,  brushing  over  the  rough  surface,  are  torn  and 
fretted  by  its  sharp,  remorseless  touch, — as  if  its  very  nature  w  ere  eo 
pitiless  and  acrid  that  the  slightest  contact  revealed  it. 

The  sun  was  just  setting  over  the  beautiful  Bay  of  Naples, — with  its 
enchanted  islands,  its  jewelled  city,  its  flowery  villages,  all  bedecked  and 
badropped  with  strange  shiftings  and  flushes  of  prismatic  light  and  shade, 
as  if  they  belonged  to  some  lairy-land  of  perpetual  festivity  and  singing, — 
when  Father  Francesco  stopped  in  his  toilsome  ascent  up  the  mountain, 
and,  seating  himself  on  ropy  ridges  of  black  lava,  looked  down  on  the 
peaceful  landscape.  Above  his  head,  behind  him,  rose  the  black  cone  of 
the  mountain,  over  whose  top  the  lazy  clouds  of  thin  white  smoke  were 
floating,  tinged  with  the  evening  light ;  around  him  the  desolate  convulsed 
waste,  so  arid,  so  supernaturally  dreary ;  and  below,  like  a  soft  enchanted 
dream,  the  beautiful  bay,  the  gleaming  white  villas  and  towers,  the  pic- 
turesque islands,  the  gliding  sails,  flecked  and  streaked  and  dyed  with  the 
Tiolet  and  pink  and  purple  of  the  evening  sky.  The  thin  new  moon  and 
one  glittering  star  trembled  through  the  rosy  air. 

The  monk  wiped  from  his  brow  the  sweat  that  had  been  caused  by  the 
toil  of  his  hurried  journey,  and  listened  to  the  bells  of  the  Ave  Maria 
pealing  from  the  different  churches  of  Naples,  filling  the  atmosphere  with 
a  soft  tremble  of  solemn  dropping  sound,  as  if  spirits  in  the  air  took  up 
and  repeated  over  and  over  the  angelic  salutation  which  a  thousand  earthly 
lips  were  just  then  uttering.  Mechanically  he  joined  in  the  invocation 
which  nt  that  moment  united  the  hearts  of  all  Christians,  and  as  the  words 
parsed  his  lips,  he  thought,  with  a  sad,  desolate  longing,  of  the  hour  of 
cLath  of  which  they  spake. 

He  rose  and  commenced  the  perpendicular  ascent  of  the  cone,  stumbling 
and  climbing  over  the  huge  sliding  blocks  of  broken  lava,  which  grated  and 
crunched  beneath  his  feet  with  a  harsh  metallic  ring.  Sometimes  a  broken 
fragment  or  two  would  go  tinkling  down  the  rough  path  behind  him,  and 
sometimes  it  seemed  as  if  the  whole  loose  black  mass  from  above  were  about 
to  slide,  like  an  avalanche,  down  upon  his  head ; — he  almost  hoped  it  would. 
Sometimes  he  would  stop,  overcome  by  the  toil  of  the  ascent,  and  seat 
Himself  for  a  moment  on  a  black  fragment,  and  then  his  eye  would 
wander  ever  the  wide  and  peaceful  panorama  below.  He  seemed  to  him- 
self like  a  fly  perched  upon  some  little  roughness  of  a  perpendicular  wall, 
and  felt  a  strange  airy  sense  of  pleasure  in  being  thus  between  earth  and 
heaven.  A  sense  of  relief,  of  beauty,  and  peacefulncss  would  steal  over 
him,  as  if  he  were  indeed  something  disfranchised  and  disembodied,  a 
part  of  the  harmonious  and  beautiful  world  that  lny  stretched  out  beneath 
him ;  in  a  moment  more  he  would  waken  himself  with  a  start,  and  resume 
bis  toilsome  journey  with  a  sullen  and  dogged  perseverance.  At  last  he 
gained  the  top  of  the  mountain, — that  weird,  strange  region  where  the 
loose,  hot  soil,  crumbling  beneath  his  feet,  was  no  honest  foodful  mother 


Digitized  by  Google 


110 


AGNES  OP  SORRENTO. 


earth,  but  an  acrid  mass  of  ashes  and  corrosive  minerals.  Arsenic, 
sulphur,  and  many  a  sharp  and  bitter  salt,  were  in  all  he  touched  ;  every 
rift  in  the  ground  hissed  with  stifling  steam,  while  rolling  clouds  of  dun 
sullen  smoke,  and  a  deep  hollow  booming  like  the  roar  of  an  immense 
furnace,  told  his  nearness  to  the  great  crater.  He  penetrated  the  sombre 
tabernacle,  and  stood  on  the  very  brink  of  a  huge  basin,  formed  by  a  wall 
of  rocks  around  a  sunken  plain,  in  the  midst  of  which  rose  the  black  cone 
of  the  subterraneous  furnace,  which  crackled  and  roared,  and  from  time  to 
time  spit  up  burning  stones  and  cinders,  or  oozed  out  slow  ropy  streams  of 
liquid  fire.  The  sulphurous  cliffs  were  dyed  in  many  a  brilliant  shade  oi 
brown  and  orange  by  the  admixture  of  various  ores,  but  their  brightness 
seemed  strange  and  unnatural ;  and  the  dizzying  whirls  of  vapour,  now 
enveloping  the  whole  scene  in  gloom,  now  lifting  in  this  spot  and  now  in 
that,  seemed  to  magnify  the  dismal  pit  to  an  indefinite  size.  Now  and 
then  there  would  come  up  from  the  very  entrails  of  tho  mountain  a  sort  of 
convulsed  sob  of  hollow  sound,  and  the  earth  would  quiver  beneath  his 
feet,  while  fragments  from  the  surrounding  rocks  would  scale  off  and  fall 
with  crashing  reverberations  into  the  depth  beneath  :  at  such  moments  it 
would  seem  as  if  the  very  mountain  were  about  to  crush  in  and  bear  him 
down  in  its  ruins. 

Father  Francesco,  though  blinded  by  the  smoke  and  choked  by  the 
vapour,  could  not  be  content  without  descending  into  the  abyss  and 
exploring  the  very  penetralia  of  its  mysteries.  Steadying  his  way  by 
means  of  a  cord  which  he  fastened  to  a  firm  projecting  rock,  he  began 
slowly  and  painfully  clambering  downward.  The  wind  was  sweeping 
across  the  chasm  from  behind,  bearing  the  noxious  vapours  away  from  him, 
or  he  must  inevitably  have  been  stifled.  It  took  him  some  little  time, 
however,  to  effect  his  descent;  but  at  length  he  found  himself  fairly  landed 
on  the  dark  floor  of  the  gloomy  inclosure.  The  ropy,  pitch-black  undu- 
lations of  lava  yawned  here  and  there  in  red-hot  cracks  and  seams,  making 
it  appear  to  be  only  a  crust  over  some  fathomless  depth  of  molten  fire, 
whose  moanings  and  boilings  could  be  heard  below.  These  dark  congealed 
billows  creaked  and  bent  as  the  monk  stepped  upon  them,  and  burned  his 
feet  through  his  coarse  sandals ;  yet  he  stumbled  on.  Now  and  then  his 
foot  would  crush  in,  where  the  lava  had  hardened  in  a  thinner  crust,  and 
he  would  draw  it  suddenly  back  from  the  lurid  red-hot  metal  beneath. 
The  staff  on  which  he  rented  was  constantly  kindling  into  a  light  blaze  as 
it  slipped  into  some  heated  hollow,  and  he  was  fain  to  beat  out  the  fire 
upon  the  cooler  surface.  Still  he  went  on,  hali-stifled  by  the  hot  and 
pungent  vapour,  but  drawn  by  that  painful,  unnatural  curiosity  which 
possesses  one  in  a  nightmare  dream.  The  great  cone  in  the  centre  was  the 
point  to  which  he  wished  to  attain, — tho  nearest  point  which  man  can  gain 
to  this  eternal  mystery  of  fire.  It  was  trembling  with  a  perpetual  vibra- 
tion, a  hollow,  pulsating  undertone  of  sound  like  tho  surging  of  the  sea 
before  a  storm,  and  the  lava  that  boiled  over  its  sides  rolled  slowly  with  a 
strange  creaking ;  it  6eemcd  the  condensed,  intensified  essence  and  expres- 
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sioa  ot  eternal  fire,  rising  and  still  rising  from  some  inexhaustible  fountain 
of  burning. 

The  monk  drew  as  near  as  he  could  for  the  stifling  heat  and  vapour, 
and,  resting  on  his  staff,  stood  gazing  intently.  The  lurid  light  of  the  lire 
fell  with  an  unearthly  glare  on  his  pale,  sunken  features,  his  wild,  haggard 
eyes,  and  his  torn  and  disarranged  garments.  In  the  awful  solitude  and 
silence  of  the  night  he  felt  his  heart  stand  still,  as  if  indeed  he  had 
touched  with  his  very  hand  the  gates  of  eternal  woe,  and  felt  its  fiery 
breath  upon  his  cheek.  He  half-imagined  that  the  seams  and  clefts 
which  glowed  in  lurid  lines  between  the  dark  billows,  would  gape  yet 
wider  and  show  the  blasting  secrets  of  some  world  of  fiery  despair  below. 
He  fancied  that  he  heard  behind  and  around  the  mocking  laugh  of  fiends, 
and  that  confused  clamour  of  mingled  shrieks  and  lamentations  which  Dante 
describes  as  filling  the  dusky  approaches  to  that  forlorn  realm  where  hope 
never  enters.  Falling  on  his  knees,  he  breathed  out  piorcing  supplications. 
Every  nerve  and  fibre  within  him  seemed  tense  with  his  agony  of  prayer. 
It  was  not  the  outcry  for  purity  and  peace,  not  a  tender  longing  for  for- 
giveness, not  a  filial  remorse  for  sin,  but  the  nervous  anguish  of  him  who 
shrieks  in  the  immediate  apprehension  of  an  unendurable  torture.  It  was 
the  cry  of  a  man  upon  the  rack,  the  despairing  scream  of  him  who  feels 
himself  sinking  in  a  burning  dwelling.  Such  anguish  has  found  an  utter- 
ance in  Stradella's  celebrated  "  Pieta,  Signore,"  which  still  tells  to  our 
ears,  in  its  wild  moans  and  piteous  shrieks,  the  religious  conceptions  of  his 
day ;  for  there  is  no  phase  of  the  Italian  mind  that  has  not  found  expres- 
sion in  its  music. 

When  the  oppression  of  the  heat  and  sulphurous  vapour  became  too 
dreadful  to  be  borne,  the  monk  retraced  his  way  and  climbed  with  diffi- 
culty up  the  steep  sides  of  the  crater,  till  he  gained  the  summit  above, 
where  a  comparatively  free  air  revived  him.  All  night  he  wandered  up 
and  down  in  that  dreary  vicinity,  now  listening  to  the  mournful  roar  and 
crackle  of  the  fire,  and  now  raising  his  voice  in  penitential  psalms  or  the 
notes  of  that  terrific  "  Dies  Iraj  "  which  sums  up  all  the  intense  fear  and 
horror  with  which  the  religion  of  the  Middle  Ages  clothed  the  idea  of  the 
final  catastrophe  of  humanity.  Sometimes,  prostrating  himself  with  his 
face  towards  the  stifling  soil,  he  prayed  with  agonized  intensity  till  Nature 
would  sink  in  a  temporary  collapse,  and  sleep,  in  spite  of  himself,  would 
steal  over  him.  So  waned  the  gloomy  hours  of  the  night  away,  till  the 
•  morning  broke  in  the  east,  turning  all  the  blue  wavering  floor  of  the  6ea 
to  crimson  brightness,  and  bringing  up,  with  the  rising  breeze,  the  bark- 
ing of  dogs,  the  low  of  kine,  the  6ongs  of  labourers  aud  boatmen,  all 
fresh  and  breezy  from  the  repose  of  the  past  night. 

Father  Francesco  heard  the  sound  of  approaching  footsteps  climbing 
the  lava  path,  and  started  with  a  nervous  trepidation.  Soon  he  recog- 
nized a  poor  peasant  of  the  vicinity,  whose  child  he  had  tended  during  a 
dangerous  illness.  He  bore  with  him  a  little  basket  of  eggs,  with  a  melon 
and  a  fresh  green  salad. 


Digitized  by  Google 


112 


AGNES  OF  SORRENTO. 


"  Good  morning,  holy  father,"  he  said,  bowing  humbly.  "  I  saw  yon 
coming  this  way  last  night,  and  I  could  hardly  sleep  for  thinking  of  you; 
and  my  good-woman,  Teresina,  would  have  it  that  I  should  come  out  to 
look  after  you.  I  have  taken  the  liberty  to  bring  a  little  offering ; — it  was 
the  best  we  had." 

"  Thank  you,  my  son,"  said  the  monk,  looking  wistfully  at  the  fresh, 
honest  face  of  the  peasant.  "  You  have  taken  too  much  trouble  for  such 
a  sinner.    I  must  not  allow  myself  such  indulgences." 

'*  But  your  reverence  must  live.  Look  you,"  said  the  peasant,  M  at 
least  your  reverence  will  take  an  egg.  Sec  here,  how  handily  I  can  cook 
one,"  he  added,  striking  his  stick  into  a  little  cavity  of  a  rock,  from 
which,  as  from  an  escape  valve,  hissed  a  jet  of  hot  stoam, — "see  here, 
I  nestle  the  egg  in  this  little  cleft,  and  it  will  be  done  in  a  twinkling. 
Our  good  God  gives  us  our  fire  for  nothing  here." 

There  was  something  wholesomely  kindly  and  cheerful  in  the  action 
and  expression  of  the  man,  which  broke  upon  the  overstrained  and  dis- 
turbed musings  of  the  monk  like  daylight  on  a  ghastly  dream.  The 
honest,  loving  heart  sees  love  in  everything ;  even  the  fire  is  its  fatherly 
helper,  and  not  its  avenging  enemy.  Father  Francesco  took  the  egg,  when 
it  was  done,  with  a  silent  gesture  of  thanks. 

u  If  I  might  make  bold  to  say,"  said  the  peasant,  encouraged,  "your 
reverence  should  have  some  care  for  yourself.  If  a  man  will  not  feed 
himself,  the  good  God  will  not  feed  him ;  and  we  poor  people  have  too 
few  friends  already  to  let  such  as  you  die.  Your  hands  are  trembling, 
and  you  look  worn  out.  Surely  you  should  take  something  more,  for  the 
very  love  of  the  poor." 

"  My  son,  I  am  bound  to  do  a  heavy  penance,  and  to  work  out  a  great 
conflict.  I  thank  you  for  your  undeserved  kindness.  Leave  me  now  to 
myself,  and  come  no  more  to  disturb  my  prayers.    Go,  and  God  bless  you ! " 

"  Well,"  said  the  peasant,  putting  down  the  basket  and  melon, "  I  shall 
leave  these  things  here,  any  way,  and  I  beg  your  reverence  to  have  a  care 
of  yourself.  Teresina  fretted  herself  all  night  for  fear  something  might 
come  to  you.  The  bambino  that  you  cured  is  grown  a  stout  little  fellow, 
and  eats  enough  for  two, — and  it  is  all  through  you ;  so  she  cannot  forget 
it.  She  is  a  busy  little  woman,  is  Teresina ;  and  when  she  gets  a  thought 
in  her  head,  it  buzzes,  buzzes,  like  a  fly  in  a  bottle  :  she  will  have  it  your 
reverenco  is  killing  yourself  by  inches;  and,  says  she,  'What  will  all  the 
poor  do  when  he  is  gone  ? '  So  your  reverence  must  pardon  us.  We 
mean  it  all  for  the  best." 

So  saying,  the  man  turned  and  began  sliding  and  slipping  down  the 
steep  ashy  sides  of  the  mountain  cone  with  a  dexterity  which  earned  him 
to  the  bottom  of  a  perpendicular  descent  in  a  few  moments;  and  on  ho 
went,  sending  back  alter  him  a  cheerful  little  air,  the  refrain  of  which  is 
still  to  be  heard  in  our  days  in  that  neighbourhood.  A  word  or  two  of 
the  gay  song  fluttered  back  on  the  ear  of  the  monk,— 

«'  Tutta  gioja,  tutta  fata,"  "  * 
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SogJiy  and  airy  it  was  in  its  ringing  cadence  that  it  seemed  a  musical 
langh  springing  from  sunny  skies,  and  came  fluttering  into  the  dismal 
§mokc  and  gloom  of  the  mountain-top  like  a  very  butterfly  of  sound.  It 
struck  on  the  sad  leaden  ear  of  the  monk,  much  as  we  might  fancy  the 
carol  of  a  robin  over  a  grave  might  seem,  could  the  cold  sleeper  below 
wake  one  moment  to  its  perception.  If  it  woke  one  regretful  sigh  and 
drew  one  wandering  look  downward  to  the  elysian  paradise  that  lay 
nailing  at  the  foot  of  the  mountain,  he  instantly  suppressed  the  feeling, 
and  set  his  face  in  its  old  deathly  stillness. 


chapter  xix. 
Clouds  Deepening. 

After  the  departure  of  her  uncle  to  Florence,  the  life  of  Agnes  was 
troubled  and  harassed  from  a  variety  of  causes.    First,  her  grandmother 
was  sulky  and  moody,  and  though  saying  nothing  directly  on  the  topic 
nearest  her  heart,  yet  intimating  by  every  look  and  action  that  she  con- 
sidered Agnes  as  a  most  ungrateful  and  contumacious  child.    Then  there 
was  a  constant  internal  perplexity ;  a  constant  wearying  course  of  self- 
interrogation  and  self-distrust,  the  pain  of  a  sensitive  spirit  which  doubts 
at  every  moment  whether  it  may  not  be  falling  into  sin.    The  absence  of 
her  kind  uncle  at  this  time  took  from  her  the  strongest  support  on  which 
she  had  leaned  in  her  perplexities.    Cheerful,  airy,  and  elastic  in  his 
temperament,  always  full  of  fresh-springing  and  beautiful  thoughts,  as  an 
Italian  dell  is  of  flowers,  the  charming  old  man  seemed,  while  he  stayed 
with  Agnes,  to  be  the  door  of  a  new  and  fairer  world,  where  she  could 
walk  in  air  and  sunshine,  and  find  utterance  for  a  thousand  thoughts  and 
flings  which,  at  all  other  times,  lay  in  cold  repression  in  her  heart.  His 
counsels  were  always  so  wholesome,  his  sympathies  so  quick,  his  devotion 
so  fervent  and  cheerful,  that  while  with  him  Agnes  felt  the  burden  of  her 
life  insensibly  lifted  and  carried  for  her  as  by  some  angel  guide.  Now 
tliey  had  all  come  back  upon  her,  heavier  a  thousand-fold  than  ever  they 
had  been  before.    Never  did  she  so  much  need  counsel  and  guidance,-— 
never  had  she  so  much  within  herself  to  be  solved  and  made  plain  to  her 
own  comprehension ;  yet  she  thought  with  a  strange  shiver  of  her  next 
*mt  to  her  confessor.    That  austere  man,  so  chilling,  so  awful,  so  far 
above  all  conception  of  human  weaknesses,  how  should  she  dare  to  lay 
before  him  all  the  secrets  of  her  breast,  especially  when  she  must  confess 
to  having  disobeyed  his  most  stringent  commands  ?    She  had  had  another 
interview  with  this  forbidden  son  of  perdition ;  but  how  it  was  she  knew 
How  could  such  things  have  happened  ?    Instead  of  shutting  her 
eyes  and  turning  her  head  and  saying  prayers,  she  had  listened  to  a 
donate  declaration  of  love,  and  his  last  word  had  called  her  his  wife. 
Her  heart  thrilled  every  time  she  thought  of  it ;  and  somehow  she  could 
feel  sure  that  it  was  exactly  a  thrill  of  penitence*    It  was  all  like  a 
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Strange  dream  to  her;  and  sometimes  she  looked  at  her  little  brown  hands 
and  wondered  if  he  really  had  kissed  them, — he,  the  splendid  strange 
vision  of  a  man,  the  prince  from  fairy-land !  Agnes  had  never  read 
romances,  it  is  true,  but  she  had  been  brought  up  on  the  legends  of  the 
saints,  and  there  never  was  a  marvel  possible  to  human  conception  that 
had  not  been  told  there.  Princes  had  come  from  China,  and  Barbary, 
and  Abyssinia,  and  every  other  strange  out-of-the-way  place,  to  kneel  at 
the  feet  of  fair  obdurate  saints,  who  would  not  even  turn  the  head  to  look 
at  them  ;  but  she  had  acted,  she  was  conscious,  after  a  much  more  mortal 
fashion,  and  so  made  herself  work  for  confession  and  penance.  Yet 
certainly  she  had  not  meant  to  do  so :  the  interview  came  on  her  so 
suddenly,  60  unexpectedly ;  and  somehow  he  would  speak,  and  he  would 
not  go  when  she  asked  him  to :  she  remembered  how  he  looked  when  be 
6tood  right  before  her  in  the  doorway  and  told  her  she  should  hear  him, — 
how  the  colour  flushed  up  in  his  cheeks,  what  a  fire  there  was  in  his  great 
dark  eyes ;  he  looked  as  if  he  were  going  to  do  something  desperate  then ; 
it  made  her  hold  her  breath  even  now  to  think  of  it. 

■ 

Such  were  the  thoughts  of  Agnes  on  the  day  when  she  was  preparing 
for  her  confession ;  and  all  the  way  to  church  she  found  them  floating,  and 
dissolving,  and  re-appearing  in  new  forms  in  her  mind,  like  the  silvery 
smoke-clouds  which  were  constantly  veering  and  sailing  over  Vesuvius. 
Only  one  thing  was  firm  and  never  changing,  and  that  was  the  purpose  to 
reveal  everything  to  her  spiritual  director.  When  she  kneeled  at  the 
confessional  with  closed  eyes,  and  began  her  whispered  acknowledgments, 
she  tried  to  feel  as  if  she  were  speaking  in  the  ear  of  God  alone, — that  God 
whose  Spirit  she  was  taught  to  believe,  for  the  time  being,  was  present  in 
His  minister  before  whom  her  inmost  heart  was  to  be  unveiled. 

He  who  sat  within  had  just  returned  from  his  lonely  retreat,  with  his 
mind  and  nerves  in  a  state  of  unnatural  tension, — a  sort  of  ecstatic  clear- 
ness and  calmness,  which  he  mistook  for  victory  and  peace.  During  those 
lonely  days  when  he  had  wandered  afar  from  human  converse,  and  was 
surrounded  only  by  objects  of  desolation  and  gloom,  he  had  passed  through 
as  many  phases  of  strange,  unnatural  experience  as  there  were  flitting 
smoke-wreaths  eddying  about  him.  There  arc  depths  in  man's  nature 
which  no  plummet  has  ever  sounded, — the  wild,  lonely  joys  of  fanatical 
excitement,  the  perfectly  ravenous  appetite  for  self-torture,  which  seems 
able,  in  time,  to  reverse  the  whole  human  system,  and  make  a  heaven  of 
hell.  How  else  can  we  understand  the  facts  related  both  in  Hindoo  and 
in  Christian  story,  of  those  men  and  women  who  have  found  such  6trange 
raptures  in  slow  tortures,  prolonged  from  year  to  year,  till  pain  became  a 
habit  of  body  and  mind  ?  It  is  said  that,  after  the  tortures  of  the  nick, 
the  reaction  of  the  overstrained  nerves  produces  a  sense  of  the  most  ex- 
quisite relief  and  repose ;  and  so,  when  mind  and  body  are  harrowed, 
harassed  to  the  very  outer  verge  of  endurance,  come  wild  throbbings  and 
transport,  and  strange  celestial  visions,  which  the  mystic  hails  as  tho 
descent  of  the  New  Jerusalem  into  his  soul. 
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When  Agnes  began  her  confession,  her  voice  seemed  to  him  to  pass 
through  every  nerve ;  it  seemed  as  if  he  could  feel  her  presence  thrilling 
through  the  very  wood  of  the  confessional,  lie  was  astonished  anil 
dismayed  at  his  own  emotion.  But  when  she  began  to  speak  of  the 
interview  with  the  cavalier,  he  trembled  from  head  to  foot  with  uncon- 
trollable passion.  Nature,  long  repressed,  came  back  in  a  tempestuous 
reaction.  He  crossed  himself  again  and  again  ;  he  tried  to  pray,  and 
blessed  those  protecting  shadows  which  concealed  his  emotion  from 
the  unconscious  one  by  his  side.  But  he  set  his  teeth  in  deadly  resolve, 
and  liis  voice,  as  he  questioned  her,  came  forth  cutting  and  cold  as  ice 
crystals. 

"  Why  did  you  listen  to  a  word  ?  " 

"  My  father,  it  was  so  sudden.  He  wakened  me  from  sleep.  I 
answered  him  before  I  thought." 

*'  You  should  not  have  been  sleeping.    It  was  a  sinful  indolence." 
"  Yes,  my  father." 

"  See  now  to  what  it  led.    The  enemy  of  your  soul,  ever  watching, 
seized  this  moment  to  tempt  you." 
"  Yes,  my  father." 

"  Examine  your  soul  well,"  said  Father  Francesco,  in  a  tone  of  austero 
severity  that  made  Agnes  tremble.  "  Did  you  not  find  a  secret  pleasure 
in  his  words  ?  " 

"  My  father,  I  fear  I  did,"  said  she,  with  a  trembling  voice. 
41 1  knew  it !  I  knew  it ! "  the  priest  muttered  to  himself,  while  the 
great  drops  started  on  his  forehead,  with  the  intensity  of  the  conflict  he 
repressed.    Agnes  thought  the  solemn  pause  that  followed  was  caused  by 
the  horror  that  had  been  inspired  by  her  own  sinfulness. 

"You  did  not,  then,  heartily  and  truly  wish  him  to  go  from  you?" 
pursued  the  cold,  severe  voice. 

"  Yes,  my  father,  I  did.    I  wished  him  to  go  with  all  my  soul." 

"  Yet  you  say  you  found  pleasure  in  his  being  near  you,"  said  Father 
Francesco,  conscious  how  every  string  of  his  own  being,  even  in  this 
awful  hour,  was  vihrating  with  a  sort  of  desperate,  miserable  joy  in  being 
once  more  near  to  her. 

"  Ah,"  sighed  Agnes,  "  that  is  true,  my  father, — woe  is  me !  Please 
tell  me  how  I  could  have  helped  it.    I  was  pleased  before  I  knew  it." 

"  And  you  have  been  thinking  of  what  he  said  to  you  with  pleasure 
hince?"  pursued  the  confessor,  with  an  intense  severity  of  manner, 
deepening  as  she  spoke. 

"  I  have  thought  of  it,"  faltered  Agnes. 

"  Beware  how  you  trifle  with  the  holy  sacrament  !  Answer  frankly. 
You  have  thought  of  it  with  pleasure.    Confess  it." 

"  I  do  not  understand  myself  exactly,"  said  Agnes.  "  I  have  thought 
of  it  partly  with  pleasure  and  partly  with  pain." 

"  Would  you  like  to  go  with  him  and  be  his  wife,  as  he  said  ?  " 

"  If  it  were  right,  father,— not  otherwise," 
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"  Oh,  foolish  child !  oh,  blinded  soul !  to  think  of  right  in  connection 
-with  an  infidel  and  heretic !  Do  you  not  see  that  all  this  is  an  artifice 
of  Satan?  He  can  transform  himself  into  an  angel  of  light.  Do  you 
suppose  this  heretic  would  be  brought  back  to  the  Church  by  a  foolish 
girl  ?  Do  you  suppose  it  is  your  prayers  he  wants  ?  Why  does  he  not 
seek  the  prayers  of  the  Church, — of  holy  men  who  have  power  with  God  ? 
He  would  bait  his  hook  with  this  pretence  tliat  he  may  catch  your  soul. 
Do  you  believe  me?" 

"  I  am  bound  to  believe  you,  my  father." 

"  But  you  do  not.    Your  heart  is  going  after  this  wicked  man." 
"  Oh,  my  father,  I  do  not  wish  it  should.    I  never  wish  or  expect  to 
sec  him  more.    I  only  pray  for  him  that  Ids  soul  may  not  be  lost." 
"  He  has  gone,  then?" 

"  Yes,  my  father.  And  he  went  with  my  uncle,  a  most  holy  monk, 
who  has  undertaken  the  work  of  his  salvation.  He  listens  to  my  uncle, 
who  has  hopes  of  restoring  him  to  the  Church." 

"  That  is  well.  And  now,  my  daughter,  listen  to  me.  You  must 
root  out  of  your  thought  every  trace  and  remembrance  of  these  words 
of  sinful  earthly  love  which  he  hath  spoken.  Such  love  would  burn  your 
soul  to  all  eternity  with  fire  that  never  could  be  quenched.  If  you  can 
tear  away  all  roots  and  traces  of  this  from  your  heart ;  if,  by  fasting  and 
prayer  and  penance,  you  can  become  worthy  to  be  a  bride  of  your  divino 
Lord,  then  your  prayers  will  gain  power,  and  you  may  prevail  to  secure 
his  eternal  salvation.  But  listen  to  me,  daughter, — listen  and  tremble ! 
If  ever  you  should  yield  to  his  love  and  turn  back  from  this  heavenly 
marriage  to  follow  him,  you  will  accomplish  his  damnation  and  your  own ; 
to  all  eternity  he  will  curse  you,  while  the  fire  rages  and  consumes  him!— 
he  will  curse  the  hour  that  lie  first  saw  you." 

These  words  were  spoken  with  an  intense  vehemence  which  seemed 
almost  supernatural.  Agnes  shivered  and  trembled ;  a  vague  feeling  of 
guilt  overwhelmed  and  disheartened  her ;  she  seemed  to  herself  the  most 
lost  and  abandoned  of  human  beings. 

"  My  father,  I  shall  think  no  penance  too  severe  that  may  restore  my 
soul  from  this  sin.  I  have  already  made  a  vow  to  the  Blessed  Mother 
that  I  will  walk  on  foot  to  the  Holy  City,  praying  in  every  shrine  and 
holy  place  ;  and  I  humbly  ask  your  approval." 

This  announcement  brought  to  the  mind  of  the  monk  a  sense  of 
relief  and  deliverance.  He  felt  already,  in  the  terrible  storm  of  agitation 
which  this  confession  had  aroused  within  him,  that  nature  was  not  dead, 
and  that  he  was  infinitely  farther  from  the  victory  of  passionless  calm 
than  he  had  supposed.  He  was  still  a  man,  torn  with  human  passions ; 
with  a  love  which  he  must  never  express,  and  a  jealousy  which  burned 
and  writhed  at  every  word  which  he  had  wrung  from  its  unconscious 
object.  Conscience  had  begun  to  whisper  in  his  car  that  there  would  be 
no  safety  to  him  in  continuing  this  spiritual  dictatorship  to  one  whose 
every  word  unmauncd  him;  that  it  was  laying  himself  open  to  a  ceaseless 
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temptation  which,  in  some  blinded,  dreary  hour  of  evil,  might  hurry  him 
into  acts  of  horrible  sacrilege ;  and  he  was  once  more  feeling  that  wild, 
stormy  revolt  of  his  inner  nature  that  so  distressed  him  before  he  left  the 
convent  This  proposition  of  Agnes  struck  him  as  a  compromise.  It 
would  take  her  from  him  only  for  a  season ;  she  would  go  under  his 
care  and  direction,  and  he  would  gradually  recover  his  calmness  and 
self-possession  in  her  absence.  Her  pilgrimage  to  the  holy  places  would 
be  a  most  proper  and  fit  preparation  for  the  solemn  marringc-rite  which 
should  for  ever  sunder  her  from  all  human  ties,  and  make  her  inaccessible 
to  all  solicitations  of  human  love.  Therefore,  after  an  interval  of  silence, 
lie  answered— 

41  Daughter,  your  plan  is  approved.  Such  pilgrimages  have  ever  been 
held  meritorious  works  in  the  Church,  and  there  is  a  special  blessing 
upon  them." 

"My  father,n  said  Agnes,  "it  has  always  been  in  my  heart,  from  my 
childhood  to  be  the  bride  of  the  Lord ;  but  my  grandmother,  who  brought 
me  up,  and  to  whom  I  owe  the  obedience  of  a  daughter,  utterly  forbids 
me  :  ahe  will  not  hear  a  word  of  it.  No  longer  ago  than  last  Monday,  she 
told  me  I  might  as  well  put  a  knife  in  her  heart  as  speak  of  this." 

"  And  you,  daughter,  do  you  put  the  feelings  of  any  earthly  friend 
before  the  love  of  your  Lord  and  Creator,  who  laid  down  His  life  for 
you  ?  " 

u  Yes,"  replied  Agnes,  with  a  sort  of  hardy  sweetness ;  "  but  my 
Lord  does  not  need  me,  as  grandmother  does  :  when  she  is  gone,  or  if  the 
saints  move  her  to  consent,  I  shall  then  belong  to  God  alone." 

u  Daughter,  there  is  some  truth  in  your  words ;  and  if  your  Lord 
accepts  you,  He  will  dispose  her  heart.  I  shall  enjoin  this  pilgrimage  ou 
her  as  a  penance." 

"  I  have  grievously  offended  her  lately,"  paid  Agnes,  "  in  rejecting  an 
offer  of  marriage  with  a  man  on  whom  she  had  set  her  heart,  and,  there- 
fore, she  does  not  listen  to  me  as  she  is  wont  to  do." 

**  You  have  done  right  in  refusing,  my  daughter.  I  will  speak  to  her 
of  this,  and  show  her  how  great  is  the  sin  of  opposing  a  holy  vocation  in  a 
soul  whom  the  Lord  calls  to  Himself;  and  enjoin  her  to  make  reparation 
by  uniting  with  you  in  this  holy  work." 

Agnes  departed  from  the  confessional  without  even  looking  upon  the 
face  of  her  director,  who  sat  within  listening  to  the  rustic  of  her  dress  as 
ahe  rose, — listening  to  the  soft  fall  of  her  departing  footsteps,  and  praying 
that  grace  might  be  given  him  not  to  look  after  her  :  and  he  did  not, 
though  he  felt  as  if  his  life  were  going  with  her.  Agnes  tripped  round 
the  aisle  to  a  little  side-chapel,  where  a  light  was  always  kept  burning  by 
her  before  a  picture  of  Saint  Agnes,  and,  kneeling  there,  waited  till  her 
grandmother  should  be  through  with  her  confession. 

Agnes  rose  from  her  devotions,  and  went,  with  downcast  eyes,  her 
lips  still  repeating  prayers,  to  the  font  of  holy  water,  which  was  in  a  dim 
shadowy  corner,  where  a  painted  window  cast  a  gold  and  violet  twilight. 
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Suddenly  there  was  a  Tustle  of  garments  in  the  dimness,  and  a  jewelled 
hand  essayed  to  pass  holy  water  to  her  on  the  tip  of  the  finger.  This 
mark  of  Christian  fraternity,  common  in  those  times,  Agnes  almost 
mechanically  accepted,  touching  her  slender  finger  to  the  one  extended, 
and  making  the  sign  of  the  cross,  while  she  raised  her  eyes  to  sec  who 
stood  there.    Gradually  the  haze  cleared  from  her  mind,  and  she  awoke 
to  the  consciousness  that  the  cavalier  was  there  !    He  moved  to  come 
towards  her,  with  a  bright  smile  on  his  lace ;  but  suddenly  she  became 
pale  as  one  who  has  seen  a  spectre,  and,  pushing  from  her  with  both 
hands,  she  said  faintly,  "Go,  pro!"  and  turned,  and  sped  up  the  aisle 
silently  as  a  sunbeam,  joining  her  grandmother,  who  was  coming  from  the 
confessional  with  a  gloomy  and  sullen  brow.  Old  Elsie  had  been  enjoined 
to  unite  with  her  grandchild  in  this  scheme  of  a  pilgrimage,  and  received 
the  direction  with  much  internal  contumacy.    Not  but  that  pilgrimages 
were  holy  and  gracious  works,— she  was  too  good  a  Christian  not  to 
admit  that, — but  why  must  holy  and  gracious  works  be  thrust  on  her,  in 
particular  ?     There  were  saints  enough  who  liked  such  things  ;  and 
people  could  get  to  heaven  without, — if  not  with  a  very  abundant 
entrance,  still  in  a  modest  way, — and  Elsie's  ambition  for  position  and 
treasure  in  the  spiritual  world  was  of  a  very  moderate  cast. 

"  Well,  now,  I  hope  you  are  satisfied,"  she  said  to  Agnes,  as  she 
pulled  her  along  with  no  very  gentle  hand ;  "  you  've  got  me  sent  off  on  a 
pilgrimage, — and  my  old  bones  must  be  rattling  up  and  down  all  the  hilk 
between  here  and  Koine, — and  who 's  to  see  to  the  oranges  ?— they  '11  all 
be  stolen,  every  one  1 " 

"  Grandmother,"  began  Agnes,  in  a  pleading  voice  

"  Oh,  I  know  what  you  're  going  to  say  :  «  The  good  Lord  will  tike 
care  of  them.'  I  wish  He  may  !  He  has  His  hands  full,  with  all  the 
people  that  leave  their  affairs  to  Him  !  " 

Agnes  walked  along  disconsolate,  with  her  eyes  full  of  tears,  which 
coursed  one  another  down  her  pale  cheeks. 

"Now  there's  Antonio,"  pursued  Elsie,  "would  perhaps  look  after 
things  a  little.  lie  is  a  good  fellow,  and  only  yesterday  was  asking  if  he 
couldn't  do  something  for  us.  It 's  you  he  does  it  for  ;  but  little  you  care 
who  loves  you,  or  what  they  do  for  you  !  " 

At  this  momeut  they  mot  old  Jocunda,  whom  we  have  before  intro- 
duced to  the  reader  as  portress  of  the  convent.  She  hul  on  her  arm  a 
large  square  basket,  which  she  was  storing  for  its  practical  uses. 

"  Well,  well,  Saint  Agnes  be  praised  1  I  have  found  you  at  last,"  she 
said.  "  I  was  wanting  to  speak  about  some  of  your  blood-oranges  for 
conserving.  An  order  lias  come  down  from  our  dear  gracious  lady,  the 
Queen,  to  prepare  a  lot  for  her  own  blessed  eating,  and  you  may  be  sure 
1  would  get  none  of  anybody  but  you.  But  what 's  thi*f  my  little  heart, 
my  little  lamb? — crying? — tears  in  those  sweet  eyes?  What's  tho 
matter  now  ?  " 

"  Matter  enough  for  me  !  "  said  Elsie.    "  It 's  a  weary  world  we  live 
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in.  A  body  can't  turn  any  way  and  not  meet  with  trouble.  If  a  body 
brings  up  a  girl  one  way,  why,  every  fellow  is  after  her  and  one  has  no 
peace;  and  if  a  body  brings  her  up  another  way,  she  gets  her  head  in  the 
clouds  and  there 's  no  good  of  her  in  this  world.  Now  look  at  that  girl, — 
doesn't  everybody  say  it 's  time  she  were  married  ? — but  no  marrying  for 
her  I  Nothing  will  do  but  we  must  off  to  Rome  on  a  pilgrimage, — and 
what 's  the  good  of  that,  I  want  to  know  ?  If  it 's  praying  that 's  to  be 
done,  the  dear  saints  know  she's  at  it  from  morning  till  night, — and  lately 
she's  up  and  down  three  or  four  times  a  night  with  some  prayer  or 
other.*' 

**  Well,  well,"  said  Jocunda,  "  who  started  this  idea  ?  " 

"  Oh,  Father  Francesco  and  she  got  it  up  between  them,  and  nothing 
will  do  but  I  must  go,  too." 

44  Well,  now,  after  all,  my  dear,"  said  Jocunda,  "  do  you  know,  I  mado 
a  pilgrimage  once,  and  it  isn't  so  bad.  Ono  gets  a  good  deal  by  it,  first 
and  last.  Everybody  drops  something  into  your  hand  as  you  go,  and  one 
gets  treated  as  if  one  were  somebody  a  little  above  the  common ;  and  then 
in  Rome  one  has  a  princess  or  a  duchess  or  some  noble  lady  who  washes 
one's  feet,  and  gives  one  a  good  supper,  and  perhaps  a  new  suit  of  clothes, 
and  all  that, — and  ten  to  one  there  comes  a  pretty  little  sum  of  money  to 
boot,  if  one  plays  one's  cards  well.  A  pilgrimage  isn't  bad,  after  all; — 
one  sees  a  world  of  fine  things,  and  something  new  every  day." 

**  But  who  is  to  look  after  our  garden  and  dress  our  trees  ?  " 

"  Ah,  now,  there 's  Antonio,  and  old  Meta  his  mother,"  said  Jocunda, 
with  a  knowing  wink  at  Agnes.  "  I  fancy  there  are  friends  there  that 
would  lend  a  hand  to  keep  things  together  against  the  little  one  comes 
home.  If  one  is  going  to  be  married,  a  pilgrimage  brings  good  luck  in 
the  family.  All  the  saints  take  it  kindly  that  one  comes  so  far  to  see 
them,  and  are  more  ready  to  do  a  good  turn  for  ono  when  one  needs  it. 
The  blessed  saints  are  like  other  folks,— they  like  to  be  treated  with 
proper  attention." 

This  view  of  pilgrimages,  from  the  material  stand-point,  had  more 
effect  on  the  mind  of  Elsie  than  the  most  elaborate  appeals  of  Father 
Francesco.  She  began  to  acquiesce,  though  with  a  reluctant  air.  Jocunda, 
seeing  her  words  had  made  some  impression,  pursued  her  advantage  on  the 
spiritual  ground. 

*'  To  be  6iire,"  she  added,  "  I  don't  know  how  it  is  with  you  ;  but  I 
know  that  1  have,  one  way  and  another,  rolled  up  quite  an  account  of  sins 
in  nay  life.  When  I  was  tramping  up  and  down  with  my  old  man  through 
the  couutry, — now  in  this  castle  and  then  in  that  camp,  and  now  and  then 
in  at  sacking  a  city  or  village,  or  something  of  the  sort, — the  saints  for- 
give us  ! — it  does  seem  as  if  one  got  into  things  that  were  not  of  the  best 
sort  in  such  times.  It 's  true,  it 's  been  wiped  out  over  and  over  by  the 
priest ;  but  then  a  pilgrimage  is  a  good  tiling  to  make  all  sure,  in  case 
one's  good  works  should  fall  short  of  one's  sins  at  last.  I  can  tell  you,  a 
pilgrimage  is  a  good  round  weight  to  throw  into  the  scale;  and  when  it 
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comes  to  heaven  and  hell,  you  know,  my  dear,  why,  one  cannot  be  too 

careful." 

"  "Well,  that  may  be  true  enough,"  said  Elsie, — "  though,  as  to  my 
sins,  I  have  tried  to  keep  them  regularly  squared  up  and  balanced  as  I 
wont  along.  I  have  always  been  regular  at  confession,  and  never  failed  a 
jot  or  tittle  in  what  the  holy  father  told  me.  But  there  may  be  something 
in  what  you  say  ;  one  can't  be  too  eure;  and  so  Til  e'en  school  my  old 
bones  into  taking  this  tramp." 

That  evening,  as  Agnes  was  sitting  in  the  garden  at  sunset,  her  grand- 
mother bustling  in  and  out,  talking,  groaning,  and  hurrying  in  her  prepa- 
rations for  the  anticipated  undertaking,  when  suddenly  there  was  a 
rustling  in  the  branches  overhead,  and  a  bouquet  of  rose-buds  fell  at  her 
feet.  Agnes  picked  it  up,  and  saw  a  scrap  of  paper  coiled  among  the 
flowers.  In  a  moment  remembering  the  apparition  of  the  cavalier  in  the 
church  in  the  morning,  she  doubted  not  from  whom  it  came.  So  dread- 
ful had  been  the  effect  of  the  scene  at  the  confessional,  that  the  thought  of 
the  near  presence  of  her  lover  brought  only  terror :  she  turned  pale ;  her 
hands  shook.  She  shut  her  eyes,  and  prayed  that  she  might  not  be  left  to 
read  the  paper ;  and  then,  summoning  all  her  resolution,  she  threw  the 
bouquet  with  force  over  the  wall.  It  dropped  down,  down,  down  the 
gloomy,  shadowy  abyss,  and  was  lost  in  the  damp  caverns  below. 

The  cavalier  stood  without  the  wall,  waiting  ibr  some  responsive  signal 
in  reply  to  his  missive.  It  had  never  occurred  to  him  that  Agnes  would 
not  even  read  it,  and  he  stood  confounded  when  he  saw  it  thrown  back 
with  such  apparent  rudeness.  He  remembered  her  pale,  terrified  look  on 
seeing  him  in  the  morning  :  it  was  not  indifference  or  dislike,  but  mortal 
fear,  that  had  been  shown  in  that  pale  face. 

"  These  wretches  are  practising  on  her,"  he  said,  in  wrath, — "  filling 
her  head  with  frightful  images,  and  torturing  her  sensitive  conscience  till 
ehe  sees  sin  in  the  most  natural  and  innocent  feelings." 

He  had  learned  from  Father  Antonio  the  intention  of  Agnes  to  go  on 
a  pilgrimage,  and  he  longed  to  see  and  talk  with  her,  that  he  might  offer 
her  his  protection  against  dangers  which  he  understood  far  better  than  she. 
It  had  never  even  occurred  to  him,  that  the  door  for  all  possible  communi- 
cation would  be  thus  suddenly  barred  in  his  face. 

"  Very  well !  "  he  said  to  himself,  with  a  darkening  brow, — "  let  them 
have  it  their  own  way  here.  She  must  pass  through  my  dominions  before 
she  can  reach  Rome,  and  I  will  find  a  place  where  I  can  be  heard,  without 
priest  or  grandmother  to  let  or  hinder.  She  is  mine,  and  I  will  care  for 
her." 

But  Agnes  had  the  woman's  share  of  the  misery  to  bear,  in  the  fear, 
and  self-reproach  and  distress,  which  every  movement  of  this  kind  costlier. 
The  involuntary  thrill  at  seeing  her  lover,  at  hearing  from  him,  the  con- 
scious struggle  which  it  cost  her  to  throw  back  his  gift,  were  all  noted  by 
her  accusing  conscience  as  so  many  sins.  The  next  day,  sho  sought  again 
her  confessor,  and  began  an  entrance  on  those  darker  and  more  chilly 
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patfis  of  penance,  by  which,  according  to  the  opinion  of  her  times,  the 
peculiarly  elect  of  the  Lord  were  supposed  to  be  best  trained.  Hitherto, 
her  religion  had  been  the  cheerful  and  natural  expression  of  her  tender 
and  devout  nature,  according  to  the  more  beautiful  and  engaging  devotional 
forms  of  her  Church.  During  the  year  when  her  confessor  had  been, 
unconsciously  to  himself,  led  by  her  instead  of  leading,  her  spiritual  food 
hod  been  its  beautiful  old  hymns  and  prayers,  which  she  found  no  weariness 
in  often  repeating.  But  now  an  unnatural  conflict  was  begun  in  her  own 
mind,  directed  by  a  spiritual  guide  in  whom  every  natural  and  normal 
movement  of  the  soul  had  given  way  before  a  succession  of  morbid  and 
unhealihful  experiences.  From  that  day,  Agnes  wore  upon  her  heart  one 
of  those  sharp  instruments  of  torture  which  in  those  times  were  supposed 
to  be  a  means  of  inward  grace, — a  cross  with  seven  steel  points  for  tho 
seven  sorrows  of  Mary.  She  fasted  with  a  severity  which  alarmed  her 
grandmother,  who  in  her  inmost  heart  cursed  tho  day  that  ever  she  had 
placed  her  in  the  way  of  saintship. 

"All  this  will  just  end  in  spoiling  her  beauty, — making  her  thin  as  a 
shadow," — said  Elsie ;  "  and  she  was  good  enough  before." 

But  it  did  not  spoil  her  beauty, — it  only  changed  its  character  :  the 
roundness  and  bloom  melted  away ;  but  there  came  in  their  stead  that 
solemn,  transparent  clearness  of  countenance,  that  spiritual  light  and 
radiance,  which  the  old  Florentine  religious  painters  gave  to  their 
Madonnas. 

It  is  singular  how  all  religious  exercises  and  appliances  take  the 
cljaractcr  of  the  nature  that  uses  them.  The  pain  and  penance,  which  so 
many  in  her  day  bore  as  a  cowardly  expedient  for  averting  Divine  wrath, 
seemed,  as  she  viewed  them,  a  humble  way  of  becoming  associated  in  the 
sufferings  of  her  Redeemer.  "  Jcsu  dulcis  mtmoria"  was  the  thought 
that  carried  a  redeeming  sweetness  with  every  pain.  Could  she  thus,  by 
suffering  with  her  Lord,  gain  power  like  Him  to  save, — a  power  which 
idiould  save  that  soul  so  dear  and  so  endangered  : — "  Ah,"  Bhc  thought,  "  I 
would  give  my  lhe-b!ood,  drop  by  drop,  if  only  it  uii^ht  avail  ior  his 
6alv4tion  V* 
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ON  LETTS'S  DIARY. 

INE  is  one  of  your  No.  12  diaries, 
three  shillings  cloth  boards;  silk 
limp,  gilt  edges,  three-and-six ; 
French  morocco,  tuck  ditto,  four- 
and-six.  It  has  two  pages,  ruled 
with  faint  lines  for  memoranda,  for 
every  week,  and  a  ruled  account  at 
the  end,  for  the  twelve  months  from 
January  to  December,  where  you 
may  set  down  your  incomings  and 
your  expenses.  I  hope  yours,  my  re- 
spected reader,  are  large ;  that  there 
are  many  fine  round  sums  of  figures 
on  each  side  of  the  page :  liberal  on  the  expenditure  side,  greater  still  on 
the  receipt.  I  hope,  sir,  you  will  be  "  a  better  man,"  as  they  say,  in  '62 
than  in  this  moribund  'CI,  whose  career  of  life  is  just  coming  to  its 
terminus.  A  better  man  in  purse?  in  body?  in  soul's  health ?  Amen, 
good  sir,  in  all.  Who  is  there  so  good  in  mind,  body,  or  estate,  but 
bettering  won't  still  be  good  for  him  ?  O  unknown  Fate,  presiding  over 
next  year,  if  you  will  give  me  better  health,  a  better  appetite,  a  better 
digestion,  a  better  income,  a  better  temper  in  '62  than  you  have  bestowed 
in  '61, 1  think  your  servant  will  be  the  better  for  the  changes.  For  instance, 
I  should  be  the  better  for  a  new  coat.  This  one,  I  acknowledge,  is  very 
old.  The  family  says  so.  My  good  friend,  who  amongst  us  would  not 
be  the  better  if  he  would  give  up  some  old  habits !  Yes,  yes.  You 
agree  with  me.  You  take  the  allegory  ?  Alas  1  at  our  time  of  life  we 
don't  like  to  give  up  those  old  habits,  do  we  ?  It  is  ill  to  change.  There 
is  the  good  old  loose,  easy,  slovenly  bedgown,  laziness,  for  example. 
What  man  of  sense  likes  to  fling  it  off  and  put  on  a  tight  guinde  prim 
dress  coat  that  pinches  him  ?  There  is  the  cozy  wrap-rascal  self-indul- 
gence— how  easy  it  is !  How  warm  !  How  it  always  seems  to  fit ! 
Y'ou  can  walk  out  in  it  ;  you  can  go  down  to  dinner  in  it.  You  can  say 
of  such  what  Tully  says  of  his  books :  Pernoctat  nobiscum,  pertgrinatur, 
ntsticatur.  It  is  a  little  slatternly — it  is  a  good  deal  stained — it  isn't 
becoming — it  smells  of  cigar  smoke ;  but,  allons  done  /  let  the  world 
call  me  idle  and  sloven.  I  love  my  ease  better  than  my  neighbour's 
opinion.  I  live  to  please  myself;  not  you,  Mr.  Dandy,  with  your  super- 
cilious airs.    I  am  a  philosopher.    Perhaps  I  live  in  my  tub,  and  don't 
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make  any  other  use  of  it   We  won't  pursue  further  this  unsavoury 

metaphor ;  but,  with  regard  to  some  of  your  old  habits,  let  us  say — 

1.  The  habit  of  being  censorious,  and  speaking  ill  of  your  neighbours. 

2.  The  habit  of  getting  into  a  passion  with  your  man-servant,  your 
maid-servant,  your  daughter,  wife,  &c. 

3.  The  habit  of  indulging  too  much  at  table. 

4.  The  habit  of  smoking  in  the  dining-room  after  dinner. 

5.  The  habit  of  spending  insane  sums  of  money  in  brie  a  brae,  tall 
copies,  binding,  Elzevirs,  &c. ;  '20  Port,  outrageously  fine  horses,  osten- 
tatious entertainments,  and  what  not ;  or 

6.  The  habit  of  screwing  meanly,  when  rich,  and  chuckling  over  the 
saving  of  half-a-crown,  whilst  you  are  poisouing  your  friends  and  family 
with  bad  wine. 

7.  The  habit  of  going  to  sleep  immediately  after  dinner,  instead  of 
cheerfully  entertaining  Mrs.  Jones  and  the  family;  or, 

8.  Ladies  I  The  habit  of  running  up  bills  with  the  milliners,  and 
swindling  paterfamilias  on  the  house  bills. 

9.  The  habit  of  keeping  him  waiting  for  breakfast. 

10.  The  habit  of  sneering  at  Mrs.  Brown  and  the  Miss  Browns,  because 
they  are  not  quite  du  monde,  or  quite  so  genteel  as  Lady  Smith. 

11.  The  habit  of  keeping  your  wretched  father  up  at  balls  till  five 
o'clock  in  the  morning,  when  he  lias  to  be  at  his  office  at  eleven. 

12.  The  habit  of  righting  with  each  other,  dear  Louisa,  Jane,  Arabella, 
Amelia. 

13.  The  habit  of  always  ordering  John  Coachman  three-quarters  of  an 
hour  before  you  want  him. 

Such  habits,  I  say,  sir  or  madam,  if  you  have  had  to  note  in  your 
diary  of  '61,  I  have  not  the  slightest  doubt  you  will  enter  in  your  pocket- 
book  of  '62.  There  are  habits,  Nos.  4  and  7,  for  example.  I  am  morally 
sure  that  some  of  us  will  not  give  up  those  bad  customs,  though  the 
women  cry  out  and  grumble,  and  scold  ever  so  justly.  There  are  habits, 
Nos.  9  and  13.  I  feel  perfectly  certain,  my  dear  young  ladies,  that  you 
will  continue  to  keep  John  Coachman  waiting ;  that  you  will  continue  to 
gire  the  most  satisfactory  reasons  for  keeping  him  waiting  :  and  as  for 
(9),  you  will  show  that  you  once  (on  the  1st  of  April  last,  let  us  say) 
came  to  breakfast  first,  and  that  you  are  always  first  in  consequence ! 

Yes ;  in  our  'C2  diaries,  I  fear  we  may  all  of  us  make  some  of  the  'Gl 
entries.  There  is  my  friend  Freehand,  for  instance.  (Aha  !  Master 
Freehand,  how  you  will  laugh  to  find  yourself  here  !)  F.  is  in  the  habit  of 
spending  a  little,  ever  so  little,  more  than  his  income.  He  shows  you  how 
Mrs.  Freehand  works,  and  works  (and  indeed,  Jack  Frechaud,  if  you  say 
she  is  an  angel,  you  don't  say  too  much  of  her) ;  how  they  toil,  and  how 
they  mend,  and  patch,  and  pinch ;  and  how  they  cant  live  on  their  means. 
And  I  very  much  fear,  nay,  I  will  bet  him  half  a  bottle  of  Gladstone  14s. 
per  dozen  claret,  that  the  account  which  is  a  little  on  the  wrong  side  this 
year,  will  be  a  little  on  the  wrong  side  in  the  next  ensuing  year  of  grace. 
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A  diary.  Dies  To  die.  How  queer  to  read  are  some  of  the  entries  in 
the  journal !  Here  are  the  records  of  dinners  eaten,  and  gone  the  way  of 
flesh.  The  lights  burn  blue  somehow,  and  we  sit  before  the  ghosts  of 
victuals.  Hark  at  the  dead  jokes  rcsurging  !  Memory  greets  them  with  a 
ghost  of  a  smile.  Here  are  the  lists  of  the  individuals  who  have  dined  at 
your  own  humble  table.  The  Agonies  endured  before  and  during  those 
entertainments  are  renewed  and  smart  again.  What  a  failure  that  special 
grand  dinner  was  1  How  those  dreadful  occasional  waiters  did  break  the 
old  china !  What  a  dismal  hash  poor  Mary,  the  cook,  made  of  the  French 
dish  which  she  would  try  out  of  Francatelli  f  How  angiy  Mrs.  Pope  was 
at  not  going  down  to  dinner  before  Mrs.  Bishop!  How  Trimalchio 
sneered  at  your  absurd  attempt  to  give  a  feast ;  and  Harpagon  cried  out  at 
your  extravagance  and  ostentation  !  How  Lady  Almack  bullied  the  other 
ladies  in  the  drawing-room  (when  no  gentlemen  were  present) :  never 
asked  you  back  to  dinner  again :  left  her  card  by  her  footman :  and 
took  not  the  slightest  notice  of  your  wife  and  daughters  at  Lady 
Hustlcby's  assembly  1  On  the  other  hand,  how  easy,  cozy,  merry,  com- 
fortable, those  little'  dinners  were; — got  up  at  one  or  two  days'  notice; 
when  everybody  was  contented;  the  soup  as  clear  as  amber;  the  wine  as 
good  as  Trimalchio's  own ;  and  the  people  kept  their  carriages  waiting,  and 
would  not  go  away  till  midnight ! 

Along  with  the  catalogue  of  bygone  pleasures,  balls,  banquets,  and 
the  like  which  the  pages  record,  comes  a  list  of  much  more  important 
occurrences  and  remembrances  of  graver  import.  On  two  days  of  Dives' 
diary  arc  printed  notices  that  "  Dividends  are  due  at  the  Bank."  Let  us 
hope,  dear  sir,  that  this  announcement  considerably  interests  you;  in 
which  case,  probably,  you  have  no  need  of  the  almanac-maker's  printed 
reminder.  If  you  look  over  poor  Jack  Reckless's  note-book,  amongst  his 
memoranda  of  racing  odds  given  and  taken,  perhaps  you  may  read : — 
"Nabham's  bill,  due  29th  September,  142/.  15*.  6c/."  Let  us  trust,  as 
the  day  has  passed,  that  the  little  transaction  here  noted  has  been  satis- 
factorily terminated.  If  you  are  paterfamilias,  and  a  worthy  kind  gentle- 
man, no  doubt  you  have  marked  down  on  your  register,  17th  December 
(say),  "  Boys  come  home."  Ah,  how  carefully  that  blessed  day  is  marked 
in  their  little  calendars  I  In  my  time  it  used  to  be,— Wednesday,  13th 
November,  "  5  weeks  from  the  holidays ;"  Wednesday,  20th  November, 
"  4  weeks  from  the  holidays ;"  until  sluggish  time  sped  on,  and  we  came  to 
Wednesday,  18th  December,  O  rapture!  Do  you  remember  pea- 
shooters ?  I  think  we  only  had  them  on  going  home  for  holidays  from 
private  schools — at  public  schools,  men  were  too  dignified.  And  then 
came  that  glorious  announcement,  Wednesday,  27th, 14  Papa  took  us  to  the 
Pantomime  ; "  or  if  not  papa,  perhaps  you  condescended  to  go  to  the  pit, 
under  charge  of  the  footman. 

That  was  near  the  end  of  the  year — and  mamma  gave  you  a  new  pocket- 
book,  perhaps,  with  a  little  coin,  God  bless  her  I  in  the  pocket.  And  that 
pocket-book  was  for  next  year,  you  know ;  and,  in  that  pocket-book,  you 
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had  to  write  down  that  sad  day,  Wednesday,  January  24th,  eighteen 
hundred  and  never  mind  what — when  Dr.  Birch's  young  friends  were 
expected  to  re-asscmb!e. 

Ah  me !  Every  person  who  tarns  this  page  over  has  his  own  little 
diary  in  paper  or  ruled  in  his  memory  tablets,  and  in  which  are  set  down 
the  transactions  of  the  now  dying  year.  Boys  and  men,  wc  have  our 
calendar,  mothers  and  maidens.  For  example,  in  your  calendar  pocket- 
book,  my  good  Eliza,  what  a  sad,  sad  day  that  is;  how  fondly  and  bitterly 
remembered;  when  your  boy  went  off  to  his  regiment,  to  India,  to  danger, 
to  battle,  perhaps.  What  a  day  was  that  last  day  at  home,  when  the  tall 
brother  sat  yet  amongst  the  family,  the  little  ones  round  about  him 
wondering  at  saddle-boxes,  uniforms,  sword-cases,  gun-cases,  and  other 
wondrous  apparatus  of  war  and  travel  which  poured  in  and  filled  the 
hall;  the  new  dressing-case,  for  the  beard  not  yet  grown;  the  great 
sword-case  at  which  little  brother  Tom  looks  so  admiringly  1  What  a 
dinner  that  was,  that  last  dinner,  when  little  and  grown  children  assembled 
together,  and  all  tried  to  be  cheerful !  What  a  night  was  that  last  night, 
when  the  young  ones  were  at  roost  for  the  last  time  together  under  the 
same  roof,  and  the  mother  lay  alone  in  her  chamber  counting  the  fatal 
hours  as  they  tolled  one  after  another,  amidst  her  tears,  her  watching,  her 
fond  prayers.  What  a  night  that  was,  and  yet  how  quickly  the  melan- 
choly dawn  came  !  Only  too  soon  the  sun  rose  over  the  houses.  And  now 
in  a  moment  more  the  city  seemed  to  wake.  The  house  began  to  stir. 
The  family  gathers  together  for  the  last  meal.  For  the  last  time  in  the 
midst  of  them  the  widow  kneels  amongst  her  kneeling  children,  and  falters 
a  prayer  in  which  she  commits  her  dearest,  her  eldest  born  to  the  care  of 
the  Father  of  all.  O  night,  what  tears  you  hide — what  prayers  you 
hear !  And  so  the  nights  pass  and  the  days  succeed,  until  that  one  comes 
when  tears  and  parting  shall  be  no  more. 

In  your  diary,  as  in  mine,  there  are  days  marked  with  sadness,  not  for 
this  year  only,  but  for  all.  On  a  certain  day,  and  the  6iin,  perhaps, 
shining  ever  so  brightly,  the  house-mother  comes  down  to  her  family  with 
a  sad  face,  which  scares  the  children  round  about  in  the  midst  of  their 
laughter  and  prattle.  They  may  have  forgotten — but  she  has  not — a  day 
which  came,  twenty  years  ago  it  may  be,  and  which  she  remembers  only 
too  well :  the  long  night  watch ;  the  dreadful  dawning  and  the  rain  beating 
at  the  pane;  the  infant  speechless,  but  moaning  in  its  little  crib;  and 
then  the  awful  calm,  the  awful  smile  on  the  sweet  cherub  face,  when  the 
cries  have  ceased,  and  the  little  suffering  breast  heaves  no  more.  Then 
the  children,  as  they  see  their  mother's  face,  remember  this  was  the  day 
on  which  their  little  brother  died.  It  was  before  they  were  born ;  but  she 
remembers  it.  And  as  they  pray  together,  it  seems  almost  as  if  the  spirit 
of  the  little  lost  one  was  hovering  round  the  group.  So  they  pass  away: 
friends,  kindred,  the  dearest-loved,  grown  people,  aged,  infants.  As  we 
go  on  the  down-hill  journey,  the  mile-stones  are  grave-stones,  and  on 
each  more  and  more  names  are  written ;  unless  haply  you  live  beyond 
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man's  common  age,  when  friends  have  dropped  off,  and,  tottering,  and 
feeble,  and  unpitied,  you  reach  the  terminus  alone. 

In  this  past  year's  diary  is  there  any  precious  day  noted  on  which 
you  have  made  a  new  friend  ?  This  is  a  pieco  of  good  fortune  bestowed 
but  grudgingly  on  the  old.  After  a  certain  age  a  new  friend  is  a  wonder, 
like  Sarah's  child.  Aged  persons  are  seldom  capable  of  bearing  friend- 
ships. Do  you  remember  how  warmly  you  loved  Jack  and  Tom  when 
you  were  at  school  ?  What  a  passionate  regard  you  had  for  Ned  when 
you  were  at  college,  and  the  immense  letters  you  wrote  to  each  other? 
How  often  do  you  write,  now  that  postage  costs  nothing  ?  There  is  the 
age  of  blossoms  and  sweet  budding  green ;  the  age  of  generous  summer ; 
the  autumn  when  the  leaves  drop ;  and  then  winter,  shivering  and  bare. 
Quick,  children,  and  sit  at  my  feet :  for  they  are  cold,  very  cold  :  and  it 
seems  as  if  neither  wine  nor  worsted  will  warm  'em. 

In  this  past  year's  diary  is  there  any  dismal  day  noted  in  which  you 
have  lost  a  friend?  In  mine  there  is.  I  do  not  mean  by  death.  Those 
who  are  gone,  you  have.  Those  who  departed  loving  you,  love  you  stil! ; 
and  you  love  them  always.  They  are  not  really  gone,  those  dear  hearts 
and  true ;  they  are  only  gone  into  the  next  room  :  and  you  will  presently 
get  up  and  follow  them,  and  yonder  door  will  close  upon  you,  and  you 
will  be  no  more  seen.  As  I  am  in  this  cheerful  mood,  I  will  tell  you  a 
fine  and  touching  story  of  a  doctor  which  I  heard  lately.  About  two 
years  since  there  was,  in  our  or  some  other  city,  a  famous  doctor,  into 
whose  consulting  room  crowds  came  daily,  so  that  they  might  be  healed. 
Now  this  doctor  had  a  suspicion  that  there  was  something  vitally  WTong 
with  himself,  and  he  went  to  consult  another  famous  physician  at  Dublin, 
or  it  may  be  at  Edinburgh.  And  he  of  Edinburgh  punched  his  comrade's 
sides  ;  and  listened  at  his  heart  and  lungs;  and  felt  his  pulse,  I  suppose; 
and  looked  at  his  tongue ;  and  when  he  had  done,  Doctor  London  said  to 
Doctor  Edinburgh,  "Doctor,  how  long  have  I  to  live?"  And  Doctor 
Edinburgh  said  to  Doctor  London,  "  Doctor,  you  may  last  a  year." 

Then  Doctor  London  came  home,  knowing  that  what  Doctor  Edinburgh 
said  was  true.  And  he  made  up  his  accounts,  with  man  and  heaven,  I 
trust.  And  he  visited  his  patients  as  usual.  And  he  went  about  healing, 
and  cheering,  and  soothing,  and  doctoring;  and  thousands  of  sick  people 
were  benefited  by  him.  And  he  said  not  a  word  to  his  family  at  home  ; 
but  lived  amongst  them  cheerful  and  tender,  and  calm,  and  loving;  though 
he  knew  the  night  was  at  hand  when  he  should  see  them  and  work 
no  more. 

And  it  was  winter  time,  and  they  came  and  told  him  that  some  man 
at  a  distance — very  sick,  but  very  rich — wanted  him ;  and,  though  Doctor 
London  knew  that  he  was  himself  at  death's  door,  he  went  to  the  sick 
man ;  for  he  knew  the  large  fee  would  be  good  for  his  children  after  him. 
And  he  died ;  and  his  family  never  knew  until  he  was  gone,  that  he  had 
been  long  aware  of  the  inevitable  doom. 

This  is  a  cheerful  carol  for  Christmas,  is  it  not?    You  see,  in  regard 
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to  these  Roundabout  discourses,  I  never  lenow  whether  they  are  to  be 
merry  or  dismal.  My  hobby  has  the  bit  in  his  mouth ;  goes  his  own 
way ;  and  sometimes  trots  through  a  park,  and  sometimes  paces  by 
a  cemetery.  Two  days  since  came  the  printer's  little  emissary,  with  a 
note  saying,  "  We  are  waiting  for  the  Roundabout  Paper !  "  A  Round- 
about Paper  about  what  or  whom  ?  How  stale  it  has  become,  that  printed 
jollity  about  Christmas!  Carols,  and  wassail  bowls,  and  holly,  and 
mistletoe,  and  yule  logs  de  cornmande — what  heaps  of  these  have  we  not 
had  for  years  past !  Well,  year  after  year  the  season  comes.  Come  frost, 
come  thaw,  come  snow,  come  rain,  year  after  jmslt  my  neighbour  the 
parson  has  to  make  his  sermon.  They  are  getting  together  the  bonbons, 
iced  cakes,  Christmas  trees,  at  Fortnum's  and  Mason's  now.  The  genii  of 
the  theatres  are  composing  the  Christmas  pantomime,  which  our  young 
folks  will  see  and  note  anon  in  their  little  diaries. 

And  now,  brethren,  may  I  conclude  this  discourse  with  an  extract  out 
of  that  great  diary,  the  newspaper  ?  I  read  it  but  yesterday,  and  it  has 
mingled  with  all  my  thoughts  since  then.  Here  are  the  two  paragraphs, 
which  appeared  following  each  other  : — 

"  Mr.  R.,  the  Advocate -general  of  Calcutta,  has  been  appointed  to  the 
post  of  Legislative  Member  of  the  Council  of  the  Governor-General." 

"  Sir  R.  S.,  agent  to  the  Governor-General  for  Central  India,  died  on 
the  29th  of  October,  of  bronchitis." 

These  two  men,  whose  different  fates  are  recorded  in  two  paragraphs 
and  half-a-dozen  lines  of  the  same  newspaper,  were  sisters'  sons.  In  the 
story  at  the  beginning  of  the  present  number  of  our  Magazine,  a  man  is 
described  tottering  "  op  the  steps  of  the  ghaut,"  having  just  parted  with 
his  child,  whom  he  is  despatching  to  England  from  India.  I  wrote  this, 
remembering  in  long,  long  distant  days,  such  a  ghaut,  or  river-stair,  at 
Calcutta;  and  a  day  when,  down  those  steps,  to  a  boat  which  was  in  wait- 
ing, cam*  two  children,  whose  mothers  remained  on  the  shore.  One  of 
those  ladies  was  never  to  see  her  boy  more ;  and  he,  too,  is  just  dead  in 
India,  "  of  bronchitis,  on  the  29th  October."  We  were  first  cousins;  had 
been  little  playmates  and  friends  from  the  time  of  our  birth;  and  the  first 
house  in  London  to  which  I  was  taken,  was  that  of  our  aunt,  the  mother 
of  his  Honour  the  Member  of  Council.  His  Honour  was  even  then  a  gen- 
tleman of  the  long  robe,  being,  in  truth,  a  baby  in  arms.  We  Indian 
children  were  consigned  to  a  school  of  which  our  deluded  parents  had 
heard  a  favourable  report,  but  which  was  governed  by  a  horrible  little 
tyrant,  who  made  our  young  lives  so  miserable  that  I  remember  kneeling 
by  my  little  bed  of  a  night,  and  saying,  "  Pray  God,  I  may  dream  of  my 
mother  !"  Thence  we  went  to  a  public  school ;  and  my  cousin  to  Addis- 
eombe  and  to  India. 

"  For  thirty-two  years,"  the  paper  says,  "  Sir  Richmond  Shakespear 
faithfully  and  devotedly  served  the  Government  of  India,  and  during 
that  period  but  once  visited  England,  for  a  few  months  and  on  public 
duty.    In  his  military  capacity  he  saw  much  service,  was  present  in  eight 
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general  engagements,  and  was  badly  wounded  in  the  last.  In  1840,  when 
a  young  lieutenant,  he  had  the  rare  good  fortune  to  be  the  means  of  rescu- 
ing from  almost  hopeless  slavery  in  Khiva  416  subjects  of  the  Emperor  of 
Russia ;  and,  but  two  years  later,  greatly  contributed  to  the  happy  recovery 
of  our  own  prisoners  from  a  similar  fate  in  Cabul.  Throughout  his  career 
this  officer  was  ever  ready  and  zealous  for  the  public  service,  and  freely 
risked  life  and  liberty  in  the  discharge  of  his  duties.  Lord  Canning,  to 
mark  his  high  sense  of  Sir  Richmoud  Shakespear's  public  services,  had 
lately  offered  him  the  Chief  Commissioncrsbip  of  the  Mysore,  which  he  had 
accepted,  and  was  about  to  undertake,  when  death  terminated  his  career/' 

When  he  came  to  London  the  cousins  and  playfellows  of  early  Indian 
days  met  once  again,  and  shook  hands.  "  Can  I  do  anything  for  you?"  I 
remember  the  kind  fellow  asking.  He  was  always  asking  that  question  :  of 
all  kinsmen ;  of  all  widows  and  orphans ;  of  all  the  poor ;  of  young  men 
who  might  need  his  purse  or  his  service.  I  saw  a  young  officer  yesterday 
to  whom  the  first  words  Sir  Richmond  Shakespear  wrote  on  his  arrival 
in  India  were,  "  Can  I  do  anything  for  you  ?  "  His  purse  was  at  the 
command  of  all.  His  kind  hand  was  always  open.  It  was  a  gracious  fate 
which  sent  him  to  rescue  widows  and  captives.  Where  could  they  have  a 
champion  more  chivalrous,  a  protector  more  loving  and  tender? 

I  write  down  his  name  in  my  little  book,  among  those  of  others  dearly 
loved,  who,  too,  have  been  summoned  hence.  And  so  we  meet,  and  part ; 
we  struggle  and  succeed ;  or  we  fail  and  drop  unknown  on  the  way.  As 
we  leave  the  fond  mother's  knee,  the  rough  trials  of  childhood  and  boy- 
hood begin  ;  and  then  manhood  is  upon  us,  and  the  battle  of  life,  with  its 
chances,  perils,  wounds,  defeats,  distinctions.  And  Fort  William  guns 
are  saluting  in  one  man's  honour,  while  the  troops  arc  firing  the  last 
volleys  over  the  other's  grave — over  the  grave  of  the  brave,  the  gentle, 
the  faithful  Christian  soldier. 

«••••• 

December  16. — Going  to  the  Printer's  to  revise  the  last  pages,  Twalk  by 
closed  shutters;  by  multitudes  already  dressed  in  black;  through  a  city  in 
mourning.  Among  the  widows  deploring  the  dearest  and  best  beloved, 
among  the  children  who  arc  fatherless,  it  has  pleased  Heaven  to  number 
the  Queen  and  her  family ;  and  the  millions,  who  knelt  in  our  churches 
yesterday  in  supplication  before  the  only  Ruler  of  Princes,  had  to  omit  a 
name  which  for  twenty-one  years  has  been  familiar  to  their  prayers.  Wise, 
just,  moderate,  admirably  pure  of  life,  the  friend  of  science,  of  freedom,  of 
peace  and  all  peaceful  arts,  the  Consort  of  the  Queen  passes  from  our  troubled 
sphere  to  that  serene  one  where  justice  and  peace  reign  eternal.  At  a 
moment  of  awful  doubt  and,  it  may  be,  danger,  Heaven  calls  away,  from 
the  Wife's,  the  Sovereign's  side,  her  dearest  friend  and  councillor.  But 
he  leaves  that  throne  and  its  widowed  mistress  to  the  guardianship  of  a 
great  people,  whose  affectionate  respect  her  life  has  long  since  earned ; 
whose  best  sympathies  attend  her  grief;  and  whose  best  strength  and 
love  and  loyalty  will  defend  her  honour. 
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CHAPTER  XXIX. 

In  the  Departments  op  Seine,  Loire,  and  Styx  (Tnferieur). 

UR  dear  friend  Mrs.  Baynes  was  suffering 
under  the  influence  of  one  of  those  panics 
"which  sometimes  seized  her,  and  during 
which  she  remained  her  husband's  most  obe- 
dient Eliza  and  vassal.  When  Baynes  wore 
a  certain  expression  of  countenance,  we  have 
said  that  his  wife  knew  resistance  to  be  use- 
less. That  expression,  I  suppose,  he  assumed, 
when  he  announced  Charlotte's  departure  to 
her  mother,  and  ordered  Mrs.  General  Baynes 
to  make  the  necessary  preparations  for  the 
girl.  "  She  might  stay  some  time  with  her 
aunt,"  Baynes  stated.  "A  change  of  air 
would  do  the  child  a  gTeat  deal  of  good.  Let 
everything  necessary  in  the  shape  of  hats, 
bonnets,  winter  clothes,  and  so  forth,  be  got 
ready."  11  Was  Char,  then,  to  stay  away  so 
long  ? "  asked  Mrs.  B.  "  She  has  been  so 
happy  here  that  you  want  to  keep  her,  and 
fancy  she  can't  be  happy  without  you  1 "  I 
can  fancy  the  general  grimly  replying  to  the  partner  of  his  existence. 
Hanging  down  her  withered  head,  with  a  tear  mayhap  trickling  down  her 
cheek,  I  can  fancy  the  old  woman  silently  departing  to  do  the  bidding  of 
her  lord.  She  selects  a  trunk  out  of  the  store  of  Baynes's  baggage.  A 
young  lady's  trunk  was  a  trunk  in  those  days.  Now  it  is  a  two  or  throe 
vol.  v.— no.  26.  7. 
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storied  edifice  of  wood,  in  which  two  or  three  full-grown  bodies  of  young 
ladies  (without  crinoline)  might  be  packed.  I  saw  a  little  old  country- 
woman at  the  Folkestone  station  last  year  with  her  travelling  baggage 
contained  in  a  band-box  tied  up  in  an  old  cotton  handkerchief  hanging 
on  her  arm ;  and  she  surveyed  Lady  Knightsbridge's  twenty-three  black 
trunks,  each  well  nigh  as  large  as  her  ladyship's  opera-box.  Before  these 
great  edifices  that  old  woman  stood  wondering  dumbly.  That  old  lady 
and  I  had  lived  in  a  time  when  crinoline  was  not ;  and  yet,  I  think, 
women  looked  even  prettier  in  that  time  than  they  do  now.  Well,  a  trunk 
and  a  band-box  were  fetched  out  of  the  baggage  heap  for  little  Charlotte, 
and  I  daresay  her  little  brothers  jumped  and  danced  on  the  box  with 
much  energy  to  make  the  lid  shut,  and  the  general  brought  out  his 
hammer  and  nails,  and  nailed  a  card  on  the  box  with  "Mademoiselle 
Baynes  "  thereon  printed.  And  mamma  had  to  look  on  and  witness  those 
preparations.  And  Hely  Walaingham  had  called;  and  he  wouldn't  call 
again,  she  knew;  and  that  fair  chance  for  the  establishment  of  her  child 
was  lost  by  the  obstinacy  of  her  self-willed,  reckless  husband.  That 
woman  had  to  water  her  soup  with  her  furtive  tears,  to  sit  of  nights 
behind  hearts  and  spades,  and  brood  over  her  crushed  hopes.  If  I  con- 
template that  wretched  old  Niobo  much  longer,  I  shall  begin  to  pity  her. 
Away  softness !  Take  out  thy  arrows,  the  poisoned,  the  barbed,  the 
rankling,  and  prod  me  the  old  creature  well,  god  of  the  silver  bow ! 
Eliza  Baynes  had  to  look  on,  then,  and  see  the  trunks  packed  ;  to  see  her 
own  authority  over  her  own  daughter  wrested  away  from  her ;  to  see  the 
undutiful  girl  prepare  with  perfect  delight  and  alacrity  to  go  away,  without 
feeling  a  pang  at  leaving  a  mother  who  had  nursed  her  through  adverse 
illnesses,  who  had  scolded  her  for  seventeen  years. 

The  general  accompanied  the  party  to  the  diligence  pfficc.  Little. 
Char  was  very  pale  and  melancholy  indeed  when  she  took  her  place  in  the 
coupe.  "  She  should  have  a  corner:  she  had  been  ill,  and  ought  to  have 
a  corner,"  uncle  Mac  said,  and  cheerfully  consented  to  be  bodkin.  Our 
three  special  friends  are  seated.  The  other  passengers  clamber  into  their 
places.  Away  goes  the  clattering  team,  as  the  general  waves  an  adieu  to 
his  friends.  "  Monstrous  fine  horses  those  grey  Normans ;  famous  breed, 
indeed,"  he  remarks  to  his  wife  on  his  return. 

"  Indeed,"  she  echoes.  "  Pray,  in  what  part  of  thp  carriage  was  Mr. 
Firmin ,"  she  presently  asks. 

"In  no  part  of  the  carriage  at  all  I"  Baynes  answer*  fiercely,  turning 
beet-root  red.  And  thus,  though  she  had  been  silen^,  obedient,  hanging 
her  head,  the  woman  showed  that  she  was  aware  of  her  master's  schemes, 
and  why  her  girl  had  been  taken  away.  She  knew  ;  but  she  was  beaten. 
It  remained  for  her  but  to  be  silent  and  bow  her  head.  I  daresay  she 
did  not  sleep  one  wink  that  night. '  She  followed  the  diligence  in  its 
journey.  "  Char  is  gone,"  she  thought.  "  Yes ;  in  due  time  he  will  take 
from  me  the  obedience  of  my  other  children,  and  tear  them  out  of  my 
lap."  He — that  is,  the  general— was  sleeping  meanwhile.    He  had  had 
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in  the  last  few  days  four  awful  battles — with  his  child,  with  his  friends, 
with  his  -''fr — in  which  latter  combat  he  had  been  conqueror.  No  wonder 
Baynes  was  tired,  and  needed  rest.  Any  one  of  those  engagements  was 
enough  to  weary  the  veteran. 

If  we  take  the  liberty  of  looking  into  double-bedded  rooms,  and  peering 
into  the  thoughts  which  are  passing  under  private  nightcaps,  may  we  not 
examine  the  coupe*  of  a  jingling  diligence  with  an  open  window,  in  which 
a  young  lady  sits  wide  awake  by  the  side  of  her  uncle  and  aunt?  These 
perhaps  are  asleep ;  but  she  is  not.  Ah  !  she  is  thinking  of  another 
journey  !  that  blissful  one  from  Boulogne,  when  he  was  there  yonder  in 
the  imperial,  by  the  side  of  the  conductor.  When  the  MacWhirter  party 
had  come  to  the  diligence  office,  how  her  little  heart  had  beat  1  How 
she  had  looked  under  the  lamps  at  all  the  people  lounging  about  the 
court  1  How  she  had  listened  when  the  clerk  called  out  the  names  of  the 
passengers ;  and,  mercy,  what  a  fright  she  had  been  in,  lest  he  should  be 
there  after  all,  while  she  stood  yet  leaning  on  her  father's  arm  1  Rut 

there  was  no  well,  names,  I  think,  need  scarcely  be  mentioned.  There 

was  no  sign  of  the  individual  in  question.  Papa  kissed  her,  and  sadly  said 
good-by.  Good  Madame  Smolensk  came  with  an  adieu  and  an  embrace 
for  her  dear  Miss,  and  whispered,  "  Courage,  mon  enfant,"  and  then  said, 
"  Hold,  I  have  brought  you  some  bonbons."  There  they  were  in  a  little 
packet.  Little  Charlotte  put  the  packet  into  her  little  basket.  Away 
goes  the  diligence,  but  the  individual  had  made  no  sign. 

Away  goes  the  diligence  ;  and  every  now  and  then  Charlotte  feels  the 

little  packet  in  her  little  basket.    What  does  it  contain  oh,  what  ?  If 

Charlotte  could  but  read  with  her  heart,  she  would  see  in  that  little 
packet — the  sweetest  bonbon  of  all  perhaps  it  might  be,  or  ah  me !  the 
bitterest  almond !  Through  the  night  goes  the  diligence,  passing  relay 
after  relay.  Uncle  Mac  sleeps.  I  think  I  have  said  he  snored.  Aunt 
Mac  is  quite  silent,  and  Char  sits  plaintively  with  her  lonely  thoughts  and 
her  bonbons,  as  miles,  hours,  relays  pass. 

"  These  ladies,  will  they  descend  and  take  a  cup  of  coffee,  a  cup  of 
bouillon  f  "  at  last  cries  a  waiter  at  the  coupe*  door,  as  the  carriage  stops 
in  Orleans.  "  By  all  means  a  cup  of  coffee,"  says  Aunt  Mac.  "  The 
little  Orleans  wine  is  good,"  cries  Uncle  Mac.  "  Descendons  ! "  "  This 
way,  madame,"  says  the  waiter.    "  Charlotte,  my  love,  some  coffee?" 

"  I  will — I  will  stay  in  the  carriage.  I  don't  want  any  thing,  thank 
you,"  says  Miss  Charlotte.  And  the  instant  her  relations  are  gone, 
entering  the  gate  of  the  Lion  Noir,  where,  you  know,  are  the  Bureaux  des 
Messageries,  Lafitte,  Caillard  et  Cie —  I  say,  on  the  very  instant  when 
her  relations  have  disappeared,  what  do  you  think  Miss  Charlotte  does  ? 

She  opens  that  packet  of  bonbons  with  fingers  that  tremble — tremble  so, 
I  wonder  how  she  could  undo  the  knot  of  the  string  (or  do  you  think  she 
had  untied  that  knot  under  her  shawl  in  the  dark  ?  I  can't  say.  We 
never  shall  know).  Well  ;  she  opens  the  packet.  She  does  not  care  one 
fig  for  the  lollipops,  almonds,  and  so  forth.    She  pounces  on  a  little  scrap 
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of  paper,  and  is  going  to  read  it  by  the  lights  of  the  steaming  stable 

lanterns,  when  oh,  what  made  her  start  so  ?  

In  those  old  days  there  used  to  be  two  diligences  which  travelled  nightly 
to  Tours,  setting  out  at  the  same  hour,  and  stopping  at  almost  the  same 
relays.  The  diligence  of  Lafitte  and  Caillard  supped  at  the  Lion  Noir  at 
Orleans — the  diligence  of  the  Mcssageries  Royales  stopped  at  the  Ecu  de 
France,  hard  by. 

Well,  as  the  Messageries  Royales  are  supping  at  the  Ecu  de  France,  a 
passenger  strolls  over  from  that  coach,  and  strolls  and  strolls  until  he  comes 
to  the  coach  of  Lafitte,  Caillard,  and  Company,  and  to  the  coupe1  window 
where  Miss  Baynes  is  trying  to  decipher  her  bonbon. 

He  comes  up  —  and  as  the  night-lamps  fall  on  his  face  and  beard — liis 

rosy  face,  his  yellow  beard — oh  I  What  means  that  scream  of  the 

young  lady  in  the  coup6  of  Lafitte,  Caillard  et  Compagnie !  I  declare  she 
has  dropped  the  letter  which  she  was  about  to  read.  It  has  dropped 
into  a  pool  of  mud  under  the  diligence  off  fore-wheel.  And  he  with  the 
yellow  beard,  and  a  sweet  happy  laugh,  and  a  tremble  in  his  deep  voice, 
says,  "  You  need  not  read  it.    It  was  only  to  tell  you  what  you  know." 

Then  the  coupe"  window  says,  "  Oh,  Philip  1  Oh,  my  " 

My  what  ?  You  cannot  hear  the  words,  because  the  grey  Norman  horses 
come  squeeling  and  clattering  up  to  their  coach-pole  with  such  accompany- 
ing cries  and  imprecations  from  the  horsekeepers  and  postilions,  that  no 
wonder  the  little  warble  is  lost.  It  was  not  intended  for  you  and  me  to 
hear ;  but  perhaps  you  can  guess  the  purport  of  the  words.  Perhaps  in 
quite  old,  old  days,  you  may  remember  having  heard  such  little  whispers, 
in  a  time  when  the  song-birds  in  your  grove  carolled  that  kind  of  song 
very  pleasantly  and  freely.  But  this,  my  good  madam,  is  a  February 
number.  The  birds  are  gone :  the  branches  are  bare  :  the  gardener  has 
actually  swept  the  leaves  off  the  walks  :  and  the  whole  affair  is  an  affair  of 
a  past  year,  you  understand.  Well  1  carpe  diem,  fugit  hora,  &c.  &c. 
There,  for  one  minute,  for  two  minutes,  stands  Philip  over  the  diligence 
off  fore-wheel,  talking  to  Charlotte  at  the  window,  and  their  heads  are 
quite  close — quite  close.  What  are  those  two  pairs  of  lips  warbling, 
whispering  ?  "  Hi !  Gare  1  Ohe  1 "  The  horsekeepers,  I  say,  quite  prevent 
you  from  hearing;  and  here  come  the  passengers  out  of  the  Lion  Noir, 
Aunt  Mac  still  munching  a  great  slice  of  bread-and-butter.  Charlotte  is 
quite  comfortable,  and  does  not  want  anything,  dear  Aunt,  thank  you.  I 
hope  she  nestles  in  her  corner,  and  has  a  sweet  slumber.  On  the  journey 
the  twin  diligences  pass  and  repass  each  other.  Perhaps  Charlotte  looks  out 
of  her  window  sometimes  and  towards  the  other  cairiage.  I  don't  know. 
It  is  a  long  time  ago.  What  used  you  to  do  in  old  days,  ere  railroads  were, 
and  when  diligences  ran  ?  They  were  slow  enough :  but  they  have  got 
to  their  journey's  end  somehow.  They  were  tight,  hot,  dusty,  dear,  stuffy, 
and  uncomfortable;  but,  for  all  that,  travelling  was  good  sport  some- 
times. And  if  the  world  would  have  the  kindness  to  go  back  for  five- 
and-twenty  or  thirty  years,  some  of  us  who  have  travelled  on  the  Tours 
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and  Orleans  Bailway  very  comfortably  would  like  to  take  the  diligence 
journey  now. 

Having  myself  seen  the  city  of  Tours  only  last  year,  of  course  I 
don't  remember  much  about  it.  A  man  remembers  boyhood,  and  the 
first  sight  of  Calais,  and  so  forth.  But  after  much  travel  or  converse  with 
the  world,  to  see  a  new  town  is  to  be  introduced  to  Jones.  He  js  like 
Brown  ;  he  is  not  unlike  Smith.  In  a  little  while  you  hash  him  up  with 
Thompson.  I  dare  not  be  particular,  then,  regarding  Mr.  Firmin's  life  at 
Tours,  lest  I  should  make  topographical  errors,  for  which  the  critical 
schoolmaster  would  justly  inflict  chastisement.  In  the  last  novel  I  read 
about  Tours,  there  were  blunders  from  the  effect  of  which  you  know  the 
wretched  author  never  recovered.  It  was  by  one  Scott,  and  had  young 
Quentin  Durward  for  a  hero,  and  Isabel  de  Croye  for  a  heroine ;  and  she 
sate  in  her  hostel,  and  sang,  "  Ah,  County  Guy,  the  hour  is  nigh."  A 
pretty  ballad  enough :  but  what  ignorance,  my  dear  sir !  What  descrip- 
tions of  Tours,  of  Liege,  are  in  that  fallacious  story  !  Yes,  so  fallacious  and 
misleading,  that  I  remember  I  was  sorry,  not  because  the  description  was 
unlike  Tours,  but  because  Tours  was  unlike  the  description. 

So  Quentin  Firmin  went  and  put  up  at  the  snug  little  hostel  of  the 
Faisan  ;  and  Isabel  de  Baynes  took  up  her  abode  with  her  uncle  the  Sire 
de  MacWhirter ;  and  I  believe  Master  Firmin  had  no  more  money  in  his 
pocket  than  the  Master  Durward  whose  story  the  Scottish  novelist  told 
some  forty  years  since.  And  I  cannot  promise  you  that  our  young 
English  adventurer  shall  marry  a  noble  heiress  of  vast  property,  and 
engage  the  Boar  of  Ardennes  in  a  hand-to-hand  combat;  that  sort  of 
Boar,  madam,  does  not  appear  in  our  modern  drawing-room  histories. 
Of  others,  not  wild,  there  be  plenty.  They  gore  you  in  clubs.  They 
seize  you  by  the  doublet,  and  pin  you  against  posts  in  public  streets. 
They  run  at  you  in  parks.  I  have  seen  them  sit  at  bay  after  dinner, 
ripping,  gashing,  tossing,  a  whole  company.  These  our  young  adventurer 
had  in  good  sooth  to  encounter,  as  is  the  case  with  most  knights.  Who 
escapes  them  ?  I  remember  an  eminent  person  talking  to  me  about  bores 
for  two  hours  once.  O  you  stupid  eminent  person  1  You  never  knew 
that  you  yourself  had  tusks,  little  eyes  in  your  hure ;  a  bristly  mane  to 
cut  into  tooth-brushes ;  and  a  curly  tail !  I  have  a  notion  that  the 
multitude  of  bores  is  enormous  in  the  world.  If  a  man  is  a  bore  him- 
self, when  he  is  bored — and  you  can't  deny  this  statement — then  what 
am  I,  what  are  you,  what  your  father,  grandfather,  son  —  all  your 
amiable  acquaintance,  in  a  word?  Of  this  I  am  sure.  Major  and  Mrs. 
MacWhirter  were  not  brilliant  in  conversation.  What  would  you  and  I 
do,  or  say,  if  we  listen  to  the  tittle-tattle  of  Tours.  How  the  clergyman 
was  certainly  too  fond  of  cards,  and  going  to  the  cafe  ;  how  the  dinners  those 
Popjoys  gave  were  too  absurdly  ostentatious  ;  and  Popjoy,  we  know,  in 
the  Bench  last  year.  How  Mrs.  Flights,  going  on  with  that  Major  of 
French  Carabiniers,  was  really  too  &c.  &c.  "  How  could  I  endure  those 
people?"   Philip  would  ask  himself,  when  talking  of  that  personage  in 
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after  days,  as  he  loved,  and  loves  to  do.  "  How  could  I  endure  them,  1  say? 
Mac  was  a  good  man ;  but  I  knew  secretly  in  my  heart,  sir,  that  he  was 
a  bore.  Well :  I  loved  him.  I  liked  his  old  stories.  I  liked  his  bad  old 
dinners  :  there  is  a  very  comfortable  Touraine  wine,  by  the  way :  a  very 
warming  little  wine,  sir.  Mrs.  Mac  you  never  saw,  my  good  Mrs. 
Pendcnnis.  Be  sure  of  this,  you  never  would  have  liked  her.  Well,  I 
did.  I  liked  her  house,  though  it  was  damp,  in  a  damp  garden,  frequented 
by  dull  people.  I  should  like  to  go  and  sec  that  old  house  now.  I  am 
perfectly  happy  with  my  wife,  but  I  sometimes  go  away  from  her  to  enjoy 
the  luxury  of  living  over  our  old  days  again.  With  nothing  in  the  world 
but  an  allowance  which  was  precarious,  and  had  been  spent  in  advance; 
with  no  particular  plans  for  the  future,  and  a  few  five-franc  pieces  for  the 
present, — by  Jove,  sir,  how  did  I  dare  to  be  so  happy  ?  What  idiots  we 
were,  my  love,  to  be  happy  at  all  I  We  were  mad  to  marry.  Don't  tell 
me:  with  a  purse  which  didn't  contain  three  months'  consumption,  would 
we  dare  to  marry  now?  We  should  be  put  into  the  mad  ward  of  the 
workhouse  :  that  would  be  the  only  place  for  us.  Talk  about  trusting  in 
heaven.  Stuff  and  nonsense,  ma'am  !  I  have  as  good  a  right  to  go  and 
buy  a  house  in  Belgrave  Square,  and  trust  to  heaven  for  the  payment,  as 
I  had  to  marry  when  I  did.  We  were  paupers,  Mrs.  Char,  and  you  know 
that  very  well ! " 

"  Oh,  yes.  We  were  very  wrong  :  very  1 "  says  Mrs.  Charlotte,  looking 
up  to  the  chandelier  of  her  ceiling  (which,  by  the  way,  is  of  very  hand- 
some Venetian  old  glass).  "Wc  were  very  wrong,  were  not  we,  my 
dearest?"  And  herewith  she  will  begin  to  kiss  and  fondle  two  or  more 
babies  that  disport  in  her  room — as  if  two  or  more  babies  had  anything  to 
do  with  Philip's  argument,  that  a  man  has  no  right  to  marry  who  lias  no 
pretty  well-assured  means  of  keeping  a  wife. 

Here,  then,  by  the  banks  of  Loire,  although  Philip  had  but  a  very  few 
francs  in  his  pocket,  and  was  obliged  to  keep  a  sharp  look-out  on  his 
expenses  at  the  Hotel  of  the  Golden  Pheasant,  he  passed  a  fortnight  of 
such  happiness  as  I,  for  my  part,  wish  to  all  young  folks  who  read  his 
veracious  history.  Though  he  was  so  poor,  and  ate  and  drank  so  modestly 
in  the  house,  the  maids,  waiters,  the  landlady  of  the  Pheasant,  were  as 
civil  to  him — yes,  as  civil  as  they  were  to  the  gouty  old  Marchioness  of 
Carabas  herself,  who  stayed  here  on  her  way  to  the  south,  occupied  the 
grand  apartments,  quarrelled  with  her  lodging,  dinner,  breaktast,  bread- 
and-butter  in  general,  insulted  the  landlady  in  bad  French,  and  only  paid 
her  bill  under  compulsion.  Philip's  was  a  little  bill,  but  he  paid  it  cheer- 
fully. He  gave  only  a  small  gratuity  to  the  servants,  but  he  was  kind 
and  hearty,  and  they  knew  he  was  poor.  He  was  kind  and  hearty,  I  sup- 
pose, because  he  was  so  happy.  I  have  known  the  gentleman  to  be  by 
no  means  civil ;  and  have  heard  him  storm,  and  hector,  and  browbeat 
landlord  and  waiters,  as  fiercely  as  the  Marquis  of  Carabas  himself.  But 
now  Philip  the  Bear  was  the  most  gentle  of  bears,  because  his  little 
Charlotte  was  leading  him. 
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Away  with  trouble  and  doubt,  with  squeamish  pride  and  gloomy  care ! 
Philip  had  enough  money  for  a  fortnight,  during  which  Tom  Glazier,  of 
the  Monitor,  promised  to  supply  Philip's  letters  for  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette. 
Ail  the  designs  of  France,  Spain,  Russia,  gave  that  idle  "  own  corre- 
spondent "  not  the  slightest  anxiety.  In  the  morning  it  was  Miss  Baynes  ; 
in  the  afternoon  it  was  Miss  Baynes.  At  six  it  was  dinner  aud  Charlotte  ; 
at  nine  it  was  Charlotte  and  tea.  "  Anyhow,  love-making  does  not  spoil 
his  appetite/'  Major  MacWhirter  correctly  remarked.  Indeed,  Philip 
had  a  glorious  appetite;  and  health  bloomed  in  Miss  Charlotte's  cheek, 
and  beamed  in  her  happy  little  heart.  Dr.  Firniin,  in  the  height  of  his 
practice,  never  completed  a  cure  more  skilfully  than  that  which  was 
performed  by  Dr.  Firm  in,  junior. 

*'  I  ran  the  thing  so  close,  sir,"  I  remember  Philip  bawling  out,  in  his 
usual  energetic  way,  whilst  describing  this  period  of  his  life's  greatest 
happiness  to  his  biographer,  "  that  I  came  back  to  Paris  outside  the  dili- 
gence, and  had  not  money  enough  to  dine  on  the  road.  But  I  bought  a 
sausage,  sir,  and  a  bit  of  bread — and  a  brutal  sausage  it  was,  sir — and 
I  reached  my  lodgings  with  exactly  two  sous  in  my  pocket."  Roger 
Bontempe  himself  was  not  more  content  than  our  easy  philosopher. 

So  Philip  and  Charlotte  ratified  and  scaled  a  treaty  of  Tours,  which 
they  determined  should  never  be  broken  by  either  party.  Marry  without 
papa's  consent  ?  Oh,  never !  Marry  anybody  but  Philip  ?  Oh,  never — never ! 
Not  if  she  lived  to  be  a  hundred,  when  Philip  would  in  consequence  be  in 
his  hundred  and  ninth  or  tenth  year,  would  this  young  Joan  have  any  but 
her  present  Darby.  Aunt  Mac,  though  she  may  not  have  been  the  most 
accomplished  or  highly-bred  of  ladies,  was  a  warm-hearted  and  affec- 
tionate aunt  Mac.  She  caught  in  a  mild  form  the  fever  from  these  young 
people.  She  had  not  much  to  leave,  and  Mac's  relations  would  want  all 
he  could  spare  when  he  was  gone.  But  Charlotte  should  have  her 
garnets,  and  her  teapot,  and  her  India  shawl — that  she  should.*  And 
with  many  blessings  this  enthusiastic  old  lady  took  leave  of  her  future 
nephew-in-law  when  he  returned  to  Paris  and  duty.  Crack  your  whip, 
and  scream  your  hi!  and  be  off  quick,  postilion  and  diligence  I  I  am 
glad  we  have  taken  Mr.  Firmin  out  of  that  dangerous,  lazy,  love-making 
place.  Nothing  is  to  me  so  sweet  as  sentimental  writing.  I  could  have 
written  hundreds  of  pages  describing  Philip  and  Charlotte,  Charlotte  and 
Philip.  But  a  stern  sense  of  duty  intervenes.  My  modest  Muse  puts  a 
finger  on  her  lip,  and  says,  "Hush  about  that  business! "  All,  my  worthy 
friends,  you  little  know  what  soft-hearted  people  those  cynics  are !  If  you 
could  have  come  on  Diogenes  by  surprise,  I  daresay  you  might  have 
found  him  reading  sentimental  novels  and  whimpering  in  his  tub.  Philip 


*  I  am  sorry  to  say  that  in  later  days,  after  Mrs.  Major  MacWhirtcr's  decease,  it 
was  found  that  she  had  promised  these  treasures  in  writing  to  several  member*  of  her 
hojfjuod's  family,  aud  thut  much  heart-burning  arose  in  coascwucucc.  But  our  etciy 
has  nothing  to  do  with  these  painful  disputes. 
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shall  leave  his  sweetheart  and  go  back  to  his  business,  and  we  will  not 
have  one  word  about  tears,  promises,  raptures,  parting.  Never  mind 
about  these  sentimentalities,  but  please,  rather,  to  depict  to  yourself  our 
young  fellow  so  poor  that  when  the  coach  Btops  for  dinner  at  Orleans  he 
can  only  afford  to  purchase  a  penny  loaf  and  a  sausage  for  his  own  hungry 
cheek.  When  he  reached  the  Hotel  Poussin,  with  his  meagre  carpet-bag, 
they  served  him  a  supper  which  he  ate  to  the  admiration  of  all  beholders 
in  the  little  coffee-room.  He  was  in  great  spirits  and  gaiety.  He  did  not 
care  to  make  any  secret  of  his  poverty,  and  how  he  had  been  unable  to 
afford  to  pay  for  dinner.  Most  of  the  guests  at  Hotel  Poussin  knew 
what  it  was  to  be  poor.  Often  and  often  they  had  dined  on  credit  when 
they  put  back  their  napkins  into  their  respective  pigeon-holes.  But  my 
landlord  knew  his  guests.  They  were  poor  men — honest  men.  They 
paid  him  in  the  end,  and  each  could  help  his  neighbour  in  a  strait. 

After  Mr.  Firmin's  return  to  Paris  he  did  not  care  for  a  while  to  go  to 
the  Elysian  Fields.     They  were  not  Elysian  for  him,  except  in  Miaa 
Charlotte's  company.    He  resumed  his  newspaper  correspondence,  which 
occupied  but  a  day  in  each  week,  and  he  had  the  other  six — nay,  he 
scribbled  on  the  seventh  day  likewise,  and  covered  immense  sheets  of  letter- 
paper  with  remarks  upon  all  manner  of  subjects,  addressed  to  a  certain 
Mademoiselle,  Mademoiselle  Baynes,  chez  M.  le  Major  Mac  &c   On  these 
sheets  of  paper  Mr.  Firmin  could  talk  so  long,  so  loudly,  so  fervently,  so 
eloquently  to  Miss  Baynes,  that  she  was  never  tired  of  hearing,  or  he  of 
holding  forth.    He  began  imparting  his  dreams  and  his  earliest  sensation* 
to  his  beloved  before  breakfast.    At  noon-day  he  gave  her  his  opinion  of 
the  contents  of  the  morning  papers.    His  packet  was  ordinarily  full  and 
brimming  over  by  post-time,  so  that  his  expressions  of  love  and  fidelity 
leaked  from  under  the  cover,  or  were  squeezed  into  the  queerest  cornera, 
where,  no  doubt,  it  was  a  delightful  task  for  Miss  Baynes  to  trace  out  and 
detect  those  little  Cupids  which  a  faithful  lover  despatched  to  her.  It 
would  be,  "I  have  found  this  little  corner  unoccupied.    Do  you  know 
what  I  have  to  say  in  it  ?  Oh,  Charlotte,  I"  &c.  &c.   My  sweet  young  lady, 
you  can  guess,  or  will  one  day  guess,  the  rest ;  and  will  receive  such 
dear,  delightful,  nonsensical  double  letters,  and  will  answer  them  with 
that  elegant  propriety  which  I  have  no  doubt  Miss  Baynes  showed  in  her 
replies.    Ah !  if  all  who  are  writing  and  receiving  such  letters,  or  who 
have  written  and  received  such,  or  who  remember  writing  and  receiving 
such,  would  order  a  copy  of  this  month's  Cornhill  from  the  publishers, 
what  reams,  and  piles,  and  pyramids  of  paper  our  ink  would  hare  to 
blacken  1    Not  Hoe's  engines,  gigantic  as  they  are,  would  be  able  to  tarn 
out  Magazines  enough  for  the  supply  of  those  gentle  readers!  Since 
Charlotte  and  Philip  had  been  engaged  to  each  other,  he  had  scarcely, 
except  in  those  dreadful,  ghastly  days  of  quarrel,  enjoyed  the  luxury  of 
absence  from  his  soul's  blessing — the  exquisite  delight  of  writing  to  her. 
He  could  do  few  things  in  moderation,  this  man — and  of  this  delightful 
privilege  of  writing  to  Charlotte  he  now  enjoyed  his  heart's  fill. 
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After  brief  enjoyment  of  the  weeks  of  this  rapture,  when  winter  was 
come  on  Paris,  and  icicles  hung  on  the  bough,  how  did  it  happen  that  one 
day,  two  days,  three  days  passed,  and  the  postman  brought  no  little  letter 
in  the  well-known  little  handwriting  for  Monsieur,  Monsieur  Philip  Firmin, 
a  Paris  ?  Three  days,  four  days,  and  no  letter.  Oh,  torture,  could  she  bo 
ill  ?  Could  her  aunt  and  uncle  have  turned  against  her,  and  forbidden 
her  to  write,  as  her  father  and  mother  had  done  before  ?  Oh,  grief,  and 
sorrow,  and  ragel  As  for  jealousy,  our  leonine  friend  never  knew  such  a 
passion.  It  never  entered  into  his  lordly  heart  to  doubt  of  his  little 
maiden's  love.  But  still  four,  five  days  have  passed,  and  not  one  word 
has  come  from  Tours.  The  little  H6tel  Poussin  was  in  a  commotion.  I 
have  said  that  when  our  friend  felt  any  passion  very  strongly  he  was  sure 
to  speak  of  it.  Did  Don  Quixote  lose  any  opportunity  of  declaring  to  the 
world  that  Dulcinea  del  Toboso  was  peerless  among  women  ?  Did  not 
Antar  bawl  out  in  battle,  "  I  am  the  lover  of  lbla  ?  "  Our  knight  had 
taken  all  the  people  of  the  hotel  into  his  confidence  somehow.  They  all 
knew  of  his  condition — ail,  the  painter,  the  poet,  the  half-pay  Polish 
officer,  the  landlord,  the  hostess,  down  to  the  little  knife-boy  who  used  to 
come  in  with,  "  The  factor  comes  off  to  pass — no  letter  this  morning." 

No  doubt  Philip's  political  letters  became,  under  this  outward  pressure, 
very  desponding  and  gloomy.  One  day,  as  he  sate  gnawing  his  mus- 
tachios  at  his  desk,  the  little  Anatole  enters  his  apartment  and  cries, 
"  Tenez,  M.  Philippe.   That  lady  again ! "   And  the  faithful,  the  watchful, 

once  more  made  her  appearance  in  his 

chamber. 

Philip  blushed  and  hung  his  head  for  shame.  Ungrateful  brute  that 
I  am,  he  thought;  I  have  been  back  more  than  a  week,  and  never  thought 
a  bit  about  that  good,  kind  soul  who  came  to  my  succour.  I  am  an  awful 
egotist.    Love  is  always  so." 

As  he  rose  up  to  greet  his  friend,  she  looked  so  grave,  and  pale,  and 
sad,  that  he  could  not  but  note  her  demeanour.  "Bon  Dieul  had  anything 
happened  ?  " 

"  Ce  pauvre  general  is  ill,  very  ill,  Philip,"  Smolensk  said,  in  her 
grave  voice. 

He  was  so  gravely  ill,  madame  said,  that  his  daughter  had  been  sent  for. 
"  Had  she  come  ?  "  asked  Philip,  with  a  start 

"  You  think  but  of  her — you  care  not  for  the  poor  old  man.  You  are 
all  the  same,  you  men.  All  egotists— all.  Go  1  I  know  you  I  I  never 
knew  one  that  was  not,"  said  madame. 

Philip  has  his  little  faults  :  perhaps  egotism  is  one  of  his  defects. 
Perhaps  it  is  yours,  or  even  mine. 

"  You  have  been  here  a  week  since  Thursday  last,  and  you  have  never 
written  or  sent  to  a  woman  who  loves  you  well.  Go  !  It  was  not  well, 
Monsieur  Philippe." 

As  soon  as  he  saw  her,  Philip  felt  that  he  had  been  neglectful  and 
ungrateful.    We  have  owned  so  much  already.   But  how  should  Madame 

7—5 
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know  that  he  had  returned  on  Thursday  week  ?  When  they  looked  up 
alter  her  reproof,  his  eager  eyes  seemed  to  ask  this  question. 

"  Could  she  not  write  to  me  and  tell  me  that  you  were  come  back  ? 
Perhaps  she  knew  that  you  would  not  do  so  yourself.  A  woman's  heart 
teaches  her  these  experiences  early,"  continued  the  lady,  sadly;  then  she 
added  :  "  I  tell  you,  you  are  good-for-nothings,  all  of  you  !  And  I  repent 
me,  see  you,  of  having  had  the  bctise  to  pity  you  ! " 

"  I  shall  have  my  quarter's  pay  ou  Saturday.  I  was  coming  to  you 
then,"  said  Philip. 

"  Was  it  that  I  was  speaking  of?  "What !  you  are  all  cowards,  men 
all  1  Oh,  that  I  have  been  beast,  beast,  to  think  at  last  I  had  found  a  man 
of  heart  ! " 

How  much  or  how  often  this  poor  Ariadne  had  trusted  and  been 
forsaken,  I  have  no  means  of  knowing,  or  desire  of  inquiring.  Perhaps 
it  is  as  well  for  the  polite  reader,  who  is  taken  into  my  entire  confidence, 
that  we  should  not  know  Madame  de  Smolensk's  history  from  the  first 
page  to  the  last.  Granted  that  Ariadne  was  deceived  by  Theseus  :  but 
then  she  consoled  herself,  as  we  may  all  read  in  Smith's  Dictionary ;  and 
then  she  must  have  deceived  her  father  in  order  to  run  away  with 
Theseus.    I  suspect — I  suspect,  I  say — that  these  women  who  are  so  vert/ 

much  betrayed,  are  but  we  are  speculating  on  this  French  lady's 

antecedents,  when  Charlotte,  her  lover,  and  her  family  arc  the  persons 
with  whom  we  have  mainly  to  do. 

These  two,  I  suppose,  forgot  self,  about  which  each  for  a  moment  had 
been  busy,  and  madarac  resumed : — "  Yes,  you  have  reason  ;  Miss  is  here. 
It  was  time.  Hold  !  Here  is  a  note  from  her."  And  Philip's  kind  mes- 
senger once  more  put  a  paper  into  his  hands.  

"  My  dearest  father  is  very,  very  ill.  Oh,  Philip  !  I  am  so  unhappy ; 
and  he  is  so  good,  and  gentle,  and  kind,  and  loves  me  so  ! " 

"  It  is  true,"  madamc  resumed.  "  Before  Charlotte  came,  he  thought 
only  of  her.  When  his  wife  comes  up  to  him,  he  pushes  her  away.  I 
have  not  loved  her  much,  that  lady,  that  ia  true.  But  to  see  her  now, 
it  is  ndvrant.  He  will  take  no  medicine  from  her.  He  pushes  her  away. 
Before  Charlotte  came,  he  sent  for  me,  and  spoke  as  well  as  his  poor  throat 
would  let  him,  this  poor  general !  His  daughter's  arrival  seemed  to 
comfort  him.  But  he  says,  4  Not  my  wife  !  not  my  wife  ! '  And  the  poor 
thing  has  to  go  away  and  cry  in  the  chamber  at  the  side.  He  says — iti 
his  French,  you  know — he  has  never  been  well  since  Charlotte  went  away. 
He  has  often  been  out.  He  has  dined  but  rarely  at  our  table,  and  there 
has  always  been  a  silence  between  him  and  Madame  la  Generate.  Last 
week  he  had  a  great  inflammation  of  the  chest.  Then  he  took  to  bed,  and 
Monsieur  the  Docteur  came — the  little  doctor  whom  you  know.  Then  a 
quinsy  baa  declared  itself,  and  he  now  is  scarce  able  to  speak.  His  con- 
dition is  most  grave.  He  lies  suffering,  dying,  perhaps — yes,  dying,  do 
you  hear  ?  And  you  are  thinking  of  your  little  school-girl  1  Men  are  all 
the  same.    Monsters  1    Go  1 " 
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Philip,  who,  I  have  said,  is  very  fond  of  talking  about  Philip,  surveys 
his  own  faults  with  great  magnanimity  and  good  humour,  and  acknow- 
ledges them  without  the  least  intention  to  correct  them.  41  How  selfish  wc 
are  !  "  I  can  hear  him  say,  looking  at  himself  in  the  glass.  44  By  George  ! 
sir,  when  I  heard  simultaneously  the  news  of  that  poor  old  man's  illness, 
and  of  Charlotte's  return,  I  felt  that  I  wauted  to  see  her  that  instant.  1 
must  go  to  her,  and  speak  to  her.  The  old  man  and  his  suffering  did  not 
seem  to  affect  me.  It  is  humiliating  to  have  to  own  that  we  are  selfish 
beasts.    But  we  are,  sir — we  are  brutes,  by  George  !  and  nothing  else." 

 And  he  gives  a  finishing  twist  to  the  ends  of  his  flaming  mustachios 

as  he  surveys  them  in  the  glass. 

Poor  little  Charlotte  was  in  such  affliction  that  of  course  she  must 
have  Philip  to  console  her  at  once.  No  time  was  to  be  lost.  Quick  1  a 
cab  this  moment:  and,  coachman,  you  shall  have  an  extra  for  drink  if  you 
go  quick  to  the  Avenue  de  Marli !  Madame  puts  herself  into  the  car- 
riage, and  as  they  go  along  tells  Philip  more  at  length  of  the  gloomy 
occurrences  of  the  last  few  days.  Four  days  since  the  poor  general  was 
so  bad  with  his  quinsy  that  he  thought  he  should  not  recover,  and 
Charlotte  was  sent  for.  He  was  a  little  better  on  the  day  of  her  arrival; 
but  yesterday  the  inflammation  had  increased  ;  he  could  not  swallow ;  lie 
could  not  speak  audibly  ;  he  was  in  very  great  suffering  and  danger.  He 
turned  away  from  his  wife.  The  unhappy  generaless  had  been  to  Madame 
Bunch  in  her  tears  arid  grief,  complaining  that  after  tweuty  years'  fidelity 
and  attachment  her  husband  had  withdrawn  his  regard  from  her.  Baynes 
attributed  even  his  illness  to  his  wife ;  and  at  other  times  6aid  it  was  a 
just  punishment  for  his  wicked  conduct  in  breaking  his  word  to  Philip  aud 
Charlotte.  If  he  did  not  see  his  dear  child  again,  he  must  beg  her  for- 
giveness for  having  made  her  suffer  so.  He  had  acted  wickedly  and 
ungratefully,  and  his  wife  had  forced  him  to  do  what  he  did.  He  prayed 
that  heaven  might  pardon  him.  And  he  had  behaved  with  wicked  injustice 
towards  Philip,  who  had  acted  most  generously  towards  his  family.  And 
be  had  been  a  scoundrel — he  knew  he  had— and  Bunch,  and  MacWhirtcr, 
and  the  doctor  all  said  so— and  it  was  that  woman's  doing.  And  he  pointed 
to  the  scared  wife  as  he  painfully  hissed  out  these  words  of  anger  and  contri- 
tion:— '«  When  I  saw  that  child  ill,  and  almost  made  mad,  because  I  broke 
my  word,  I  felt  I  was  a  scoundrel,  Martin ;  and  I  was;  and  that  woman 
made  me  so;  and  I  deserve  to  be  shot;  and  I  shan't  recover;  I  tell  you  I 
shan't."  Dr.  Martin,  who  attended  the  general,  thus  described  his 
patient's  last  talk  and  behaviour  to  Philip. 

It  was  the  doctor  who  sent  inadame  in  quest  of  the  young  man.  He  found 
poor  Mrs.  Baynes  with  hot,  tearless  eyes  and  livid  face,  a  wretched  sentinel 
outside  the  sick  chamber.  u  You  will  find  General  Baynes  very  ill,  sir,"  she 
laid  to  Philip,  with  a  ghastly  calmness,  and  a  gaze  he  could  scarcely  face. 
**  My  daughter  is  in  the  room  with  him.  It  appears  I  have  offended  him,  and 
he  refuses  to  see  me."  And  she  squeezed  a  dry  handkerchief  which  she  held, 
and  put  on  her  spectacles  again,  and  tried  again  to  read  the  Bible  in  her  lap. 
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Philip  hardly  knew  the  meaning  of  Mrs.  Baynes'  words  as  yet  He 
was  agitated  by  the  thought  of  the  general's  illness,  perhaps  by  the  notion 
that  the  beloved  was  so  near.  Her  hand  was  in  his  a  moment  afterwards ; 
and,  even  in  that  sad  chamber,  each  could  give  the  other  a  soft  pressure, 
a  fond,  silent  signal  of  mutual  love  and  faith. 

The  poor  man  laid  the  hands  of  the  young  people  together,  and 
his  own  upon  them.  The  suffering  to  which  he  had  put  his  daughter 
seemed  to  be  the  crime  which  specially  affected  him.  He  thanked 
Heaven  he  was  able  to  see  he  was  wrong.  He  whispered  to  his 
little  maid  a  prayer  for  pardon  in  one  or  two  words,  which  caused  poor 
Charlotte  to  sink  on  her  knees  and  cover  his  fevered  hand  with  tears  and 
kisses.  Out  of  all  her  heart  she  forgave  him.  She  had  felt  that  the 
parent  she  loved  and  was  accustomed  to  honour  had  been  mercenary  and 
cruel.  It  had  wounded  her  pure  heart  to  be  obh'ged  to  think  that  her 
father  could  be  other  than  generous,  and  just,  and  good.  That  he  should 
humble  himself  before  her,  smote  her  with  the  keenest  pang  of  tender 
commiseration.  I  do  not  care  to  pursue  this  last  scene.  Let  us  close 
the  door  as  the  children  kneel  by  the  sufferer's  bedside,  and  to  the  old 
man's  petition  for  forgiveness,  and  to  the  young  girl's  sobbing  vows  of 
love  and  fondness,  say  a  reverent  Amen. 

By  the  following  letter,  which  he  wrote  a  few  days  before  the  fatal 
termination  of  his  illness,  the  worthy  general,  it  would  appear,  had 
already  despaired  of  his  recovery : — "  My  dear  Mac, — I  speak  and  breathe 
with  such  difficulty  as  I  write  this  from  my  bed,  that  I  doubt  whether  I 
shall  ever  leave  it.  I  do  not  wish  to  vex  poor  Eliza,  and  in  my  state 
cannot  enter  into  disputes  which  I  know  would  ensue  regarding  settlement 
of  property.  "When  I  left  England  there  was  a  claim  hanging  over  me 
(young  Firmin's)  at  which  I  was  needlessly  frightened,  as  having  to 
satisfy  it  would  swallow  up  much  more  than  everything  I  possessed  in 
the  world.  Hence  made  arrangements  for  leaving  everything  in  Eliza's 
name  and  the  children  after.  Will  with  Smith  and  Thompson,  Raymond 
Buildings,  Gray's  Inn.  Think  Char  won't  be  happy  for  a  long  time  with 
her  mother.  To  break  from  F.,  who  has  been  most  generous  to  us,  will 
break  her  heart.  Will  you  and  Emily  keep  her  for  a  little  ?  I  gave  F. 
my  promise.  As  you  told  me,  I  have  acted  ill  by  him,  which  I  own  and 
deeply  lament.  If  Char  marries,  she  ought  to  have  her  share.  May  God 
bless  her,  her  father  prays,  in  case  he  should  not  see  her  again.  And  with 
best  love  to  Emily,  am  yours,  dear  Mac,  sincerely, — Charles  Batkks." 

On  the  receipt  of  this  letter,  Charlotte  disobeyed  her  father's  wish, 
and  set  forth  from  Tours  instantly,  under  her  worthy  uncle's  guardianship. 
The  old  soldier  was  in  his  comrade's  room  when  the  general  put  the  hands 
of  Charlotte  and  her  lover  together.  He  confessed  his  fault,  though  it  is 
hard  for  those  who  expect  love  and  reverence  to  have  to  own  to  wrong 
and  to  ask  pardon.  Old  knees  are  stiff  to  bend  :  brother  reader,  young 
or  old,  when  our  last  hour  comes,  may  ours  have  grace  to  do  as  much, 
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chapter  xxx. 

Returns  to  Old  Friends. 

HE  three  old  comrades  and  Philip 
formed  the  little  mourning  proces- 
sion which  followed  the  general  to 
his  place  of  rest  at  Montmartre. 
When  the  service  has  been  read, 
and  the  last  volley  has  been  fired 
over  the  buried  soldier,  the  troops 
march  to  quarters  with  a  quick 
step,  and  to  a  lively  tune.  Our 
veteran  has  been  laid  in  the  grave 
with  brief  ceremonies.  We  do 
not  even  prolong  his  obsequies 
with  a  sermon,  llis  place  knows 
him  no  longer.  There  are  a  few 
who  remember  him :  a  very,  very 
few  who  grieve  for  him — so  few 
that  to  think  of  them  is  a  hu- 
miliation almost.  The  sun  seta 
on  the  earth,  and  our  dear  brother  has  departed  off  its  face.  Stars 
twinkle;  dews  fall;  children  go  to  sleep  in  awe,  and  maybe  tears; 
the  sun  rises  on  a  new  day,  which  he  has  never  seen,  and  children  wake 
hungry.  They  are  interested  about  their  new  black  clothes,  perhaps. 
They  are  presently  at  their  work,  plays,  quarrels.  They  are  looking 
forward  to  the  day  when  the  holidays  will  be  over,  and  the  eyes  which 
shone  here  yesterday  so  kindly  are  gone,  gone,  gone.  A  drive  to 
the  cemetery,  followed  by  a  coach  with  four  acquaintances  dressed 
in  decorous  black,  who  separate  and  go  to  their  homes  or  clubs,  and  wear 
your  crape  for  a  few  days  alter — can  most  of  us  expect  much  more  ?  The 
thought  is  not  ennobling  or  exhilarating,  worthy  sir.  And,  pray,  why 
should  we  be  proud  of  ourselves  ?  Is  it  because  we  have  been  so  good,  or 
are  so  wise  and  great,  that  we  expect  to  be  beloved,  lamented,  remem- 
bered ?  Why,  great  Xerxes  or  blustering  Bobadil  must  know  in  that  last 
hour  and  resting-place  how  abject,  how  small,  how  low,  how  lonely  they 
are,  and  what  a  little  dust  will  cover  them.  Quick,  drums  and  fifes,  a 
lively  tune  !  WThip  the  black  team,  coachman,  and  trot  back  to  town 
again — to  the  world,  and  to  business,  and  duty  1 

I  am  for  saying  no  single  unkindness  of  General  Baynes  which  is  not 
forced  upon  me  by  my  story-teller's  office.  We  know  from  Marlborough's 
story  that  the  bravest  man  and  greatest  military  genius  is  not  always 
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brave  or  successful  iu  his  battles  with  his  wife ;  that  some  of  the  greatest 
warriorH  have  committed  errors  in  accounts  and  the  distribution  of  maun 
and  tuum.  We  can't  disguise  from  ourselves  the  fact  that  Baynes  per- 
mitted himself  to  be  misled,  and  had  weaknesses  not  quite  consistent  with 
the  highest  virtue. 

When  he  became  aware  that  his  carelessness  in  the  matter  of  Mrs. 
Firmin's  trust-money  had  placed  him  in  her  son's  power,  we  have  seen 
how  the  old  general,  in  order  to  avoid  being  called  to  account,  fled  across 
the  water  with  his  family  and  all  his  little  fortune,  and  how  terrified  he 
was  on  landing  on  a  foreign  shore  to  find  himself  face  to  face  with  this 
dreadful  creditor.  Philip's  renunciation  of  all  claims  against  Bayncs, 
soothed  and  pleased  the  old  man  wonderfully.  But  Philip  might  change 
his  mind,  an  adviser  at  Baynes'  side  repeatedly  urged.  To  live  abroad 
was  cheaper  and  safer  than  to  live  at  home.  Accordingly  Baynes,  his  wife, 
family,  and  money,  all  went  into  exile,  and  remained  there. 

What  savings  the  old  man  had  I  don't  accurately  know.  lie  aftd  his 
wife  were  very  dark  upon  this  subject  with  Philip :  ktid  when  the  general 
died,  his  widow  declared  herself  to  be  almost  a  pauper !  It  was  impos- 
sible that  Baynes  should  have  left  much  ittoney ;  bttfc  that  Charlotte's 
share  should  have  amounted  to — that  sum  which  majr  or  riiay  riot  pre- 
sently be  stated — was  a  little  too  absurd  I  You  see  Mt.  and  Mrs.  Firmin 
arc  travelling  abroad  just  now.  When  I  wrote  to  Firrhin,  on  the  28th  of 
February,  1861,  to  ask  if  I  might  mention  the  amount  of  his  wife's  fortune, 
he  gave  me  no  answer :  nor  do  I  like  to  enter  upon  these  matters  of  calcu- 
lation without  his  explicit  permission.  He  is  of  a  hot  temper  ;  he  might, 
on  his  return,  grow  angry  with  the  friend  of  his  youth,  and  say,  "  Sir,  how 
dare  you  to  talk  about  my  private  affairs  ?  and  what  has  the  public  to  do 
with  Mrs.  Firmin's  private  fortune  ?  " 

When,  the  last  rites  over,  good-natured  uncle  Mac  proposed  to  take 
Charlotte  back  to  Tours  her  mother  made  no  objection.  The  widow  had 
tried  to  do  the  girl  such  an  injury,  that  perhaps  the  latter  felt  forgiveness 
was  impossible.  Little  Char  loved  Philip  with  all  her  heart  and  strength  J 
had  been  authorized  and  encouraged  to  do  so,  as  we  have  seen.  To  give 
him  up  now,  because  a  richer  suitor  presented  himself,  was  an  act  of 
treason  from  which  her  faithful  heart  revolted,  and  she  never  could  pardon 
the  instigator.  You  see,  in  this  simple  story,  I  scarcely  care  even  to  have 
reticence  or  secrets.  I  don't  want  you  to  understand  for  a  moment  that 
Ilely  Walsingham  was  still  crying  his  eyes  out  about  Charlotte.  Good- 
ness bless  you !  It  was  two  or  three  weeks  ago — four  or  five  weeks  ago, 
that  he  was  in  love  with  Her!  He  had  not  seen  the  Duchesse  d'lvry  then, 
about  whom  you  may  remember  he  had  the  quarrel  with  Podichou,  at 
the  club  in  the  Rue  de  Grammont.  (He  and  the  duchesse  wrote  poems 
to  each  other,  each  in  the  other's  native  language.)  The  Charlotte  had 
long  passed  out  of  the  young  fellow's  mind.  That  butterfly  had  fluttered 
off  from  our  English  rosebud,  and  had  settled  on  the  other  elderly  flower  ! 
I  don't  know  that  Mrs.  Baynes  was  aware  of  young  Hely's  fickleness  at 
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this  present  time  of  which  we  are  writing :  but  his  visits  had  ceased,  and 
the  was  angry  and  disappointed;  and  not  the  less  angry  because  her 
labour  had  been  in  vain.  On  her  part,  Charlotte  could  also  be  resolutely 
unforgiving.  Take  her  Philip  from  her !  Never,  never !  Her  mother 
force  her  to  give  up  the  man  whom  she  had  been  encouraged  to  love? 
3famma  should  have  defended  Philip,  not  betrayed  him  I  If  I  command 
my  son  to  steal  a  spoon,  shall  he  obey  me  !  And  if  he  do  obey  and  steal, 
and  be  transported,  will  he  love  me  afterwards?  I  think  I  can  hardly  ask 
for  so  much  filial  affection. 

So  there  was  strife  between  mother  and  daughter ;  and  anger  not  the 
less  bitter,  on  Mrs.  Baynes'  part,  because  her  husband,  whose  cupidity 
or  fear  had,  at  first,  induced  him  to  take  her  side,  had  deserted  her  and 
gone  over  to  her  daughter.  In  the  anger  of  that  controversy  Baynes 
died,  leaving  the  victory  and  right  with  Charlotte.  He  shrank  from  his 
wife :  would  not  speak  to  her  in  his  last  moments.  The  widow  had 
these  injuries  against  her  daughter  and  Philip:  and  thus  neither  side 
forgave  the  other.  She  was  not  averse  to  the  child's  going  away  to  her 
uncle :  put  a  lean,  hungry  face  against  Charlotte's  lip,  and  received  a  kiss 
which  I  fear  had  but  little  love  in  it.  I  don't  envy  those  children  who 
remain  under  the  widow's  lonely  command  ;  or  poor  Madame  Smolensk, 
who  has  to  endure  the  arrogance,  the  grief,  the  avarice  of  that  grim 
woman.  Nor  did  madame  suffer  under  this  tyranny  long.  GalignanCa 
Messenger  very  soon  announced  that  she  had  lodgings  to  let,  and  I 
remember  being  edified  by  reading  one  day  in  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette  that 
elegant  apartments,  select  society,  and  an  excellent  table  were  to  be 
found  in  one  of  the  most  airy  and  fashionable  quarters  of  Paris.  Inquire 
of  Madame  la  Baronne  de  S  sk,  Avenue  de  Marli,  Champs  Elysees. 

We  guessed  without  difficulty  how  this  advertisement  found  its  way 
to  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette ;  and  very  soon  after  its  appearance  Madame 
de  Smolensk's  friend,  Mr.  Philip,  made  his  appearance  at  our  tea-table 
in  London.  He  was  always  welcome  amongst  us  elders  and  children. 
He  wore  a  crape  on  his  hat.  As  soon  as  the  young  ones  were  gone,  you 
may  be  sure  he  poured  his  story  out ;  and  enlarged  upon  the  death,  the 
burial,  the  quarrels,  the  loves,  the  partings  we  have  narrated.  How 
could  he  be  put  in  a  way  to  earn  three  or  four  hundred  a  year  ?  That 
was  the  present  question.  Ere  he  came  to  see  us,  he  had  already  been 
totting  up  ways  and  means.  He  had  been  with  our  friend  Mrs.  Brandon : 
was  staying  with  her.  The  Little  Sister  thought  three  hundred  would 
be  sufficient.  They  could  have  her  second  floor — not  for  nothing ;  no, 
no,  but  at  a  moderate  price,  which  would  pay  her.  They  could  have 
attics,  if  more  rooms  were  needed.  They  could  have  her  kitchen  fire, 
and  one  maid,  for  the  present,  would  do  all  their  work.  Poor  little 
thing  !  She  was  very  young.  She  would  be  past  eighteen  by  the  time 
she  could  many ;  the  Little  Sister  was  for  early  marriages,  against  long 
courtships.  "  Heaven  help  those  as  helps  themselves/'  she  said.  And 
Mr.  Philip  thought  tbis  excellent  advice,  and  Mr.  Philip's  friend,  when 
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asked  for  his  opinion — "Candidly  now,  what's  your  opinion?" — said,  "  Is 
she  in  the  next  room  ?    Of  course  you  mean  you  arc  married  already.** 

Philip  roared  one  of  his  great  laughs.  No,  he  was  not  married 
already.  Had  he  not  said  that  Miss  Baynes  was  gone  away  to  Tours  to 
her  aunt  and  uncle  ?  But  that  he  wanted  to  be  married ;  but  that  he 
could  never  settle  down  to  work  till  he  married ;  but  that  he  could  have 
no  rest,  peace,  health  till  he  married  that  angel,  he  was  ready  to  confess. 
Heady  ?  All  the  street  might  hear  him  calling  out  the  name  and  expa- 
tiating on  the  angelic  charms  and  goodness  of  his  Charlotte.  He  spoke 
so  loud  and  long  on  this  subject  that  my  wife  grew  a  little  tired  ;  and  my 
wife  always  likes  to  hear  other  women  praised,  that  (she  says)  I  know 
she  does.  But  when  a  man  goes  on  roaring  for  an  hour  about  Dulcinea  ? 
You  know  such  talk  becomes  fulsome  at  last ;  and,  in  fine,  when  he  was 
gone,  my  wife  said,  "  Well,  he  is  very  much  in  love ;  so  were  you — I 
mean  long  before  my  time,  sir ;  but  does  love  pay  the  housekeeping  bills, 
pray  ?  " 

"No,  my  dear.  And  love  is  always  controlled  by  other  people's 
advice  : — always,"  says  Philip's  friend,  who,  I  hope,  you  will  perceive  was 
speaking  ironically. 

Philip's  friends  had  listened  not  impatiently  to  Philip's  talk  about 
Philip.  Almost  all  women  will  give  a  sympathizing  hearing  to  men  who 
are  in  love.  Be  they  ever  so  old,  they  grow  young  again  with  that 
conversation,  and  renew  their  own  early  times.  Men  are  not  quite  so 
generous :  Tityrus  tires  of  hearing  Corydon  discourse  endlessly  on  the 
charms  of  his  shepherdess.  And  yet  egotism  is  good  talk.  Even  dull 
biographies  are  pleasant  to  read :  and  if  to  read,  why  not  to  hear  ?  Had 
Master  Philip  net  been  such  an  egotist,  he  would  not  have  been  so 
pleasant  a  companion.  Can't  you  like  a  man  at  whom  you  laugh  a  little  ? 
I  had  rather  such  an  open-mouthed  conversationist  than  your  volto  sciolto 
that  never  unlocks  without  a  careful  application  of  the  key.  As  for  the 
entrance  to  Mr.  Philip's  mind,  that  door  was  always  open  when  he  was 
awake,  or  not  hungry,  or  in  a  friend's  company.  Besides  his  love,  and 
his  prospects  in  life,  his  poverty,  &c,  Philip  had  other  favourite  topics  of 
conversation.  His  friend  the  Little  Sister  was  a  great  theme  with  him  ; 
his  father  was  another  favourite  subject  of  his  talk.  By  he  way,  his 
father  had  written  to  the  Little  Sister.  The  doctor  said  he  was  sure  to 
prosper  in  his  newly  adopted  country.  He  and  another  physician  had 
invented  a  new  medicine,  which  was  to  effect  wonders,  and  in  a  few  years 
would  assuredly  make  the  fortune  of  both  of  them.  He  was  never 
without  one  scheme  or  another  for  making  that  fortune  which  never 
came.  Whenever  he  drew  upon  poor  Philip  for  little  sums,  his  letters 
were  sure  to  be  especially  magniloquent  and  hopeful.  "Whenever  the 
doctor  says  he  has  invented  the  philosopher's  stone,"  said  poor  Philip, 
"  I  am  sure  there  will  be  a  postscript  to  say  that  a  little  bill  will 
be  presented  for  so  much,  at  so  many  days'  date." 

Had  he  drawn  on  Philip  lately  ?    Philip  told  us  when,  and  how  often. 
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We  gave  Mm  all  the  benefit  of  our  virtuous  indignation.  As  for  my 
wife's  eves,  they  gleamed  with  anger.  What  a  man  :  what  a  father  1 
Oh,  he  was  incorrigible !  "  Yes,  I  am  afraid  he  is,"  says  poor  Phil, 
comically,  with  his  hands  roaming  at  ease  in  his  pockets.  They  contained 
little  else  than  those  big  hands.  "  My  lather  is  of  a  hopeful  turn.  His 
views  regarding  property  are  peculiar.  It  is  a  comfort  to  have  such  a 
distinguished  parent,  isn't  it  ?  I  am  always  surprised  to  hear  that  he  is 
not  married  again.    I  sigh  for  a  mother-in-law,"  Philip  continued. 

"  Oh,  don't,  Philip  ! "  cried  Mrs.  Laura,  in  a  pet.  "  Be  generous :  be 
forgiving :  be  noble  :  be  Christian  !  Don't  be  cynical,  and  imitating— 
you  know  whom  I " 

Whom  could  she  possibly  mean,  I  wonder?  After  flashes,  there 
came  showers  in  this  lady's  eyes.  From  long  habit  I  can  understand 
her  thoughts,  although  she  does  not  utter  them.  She  was  thinking  of 
these  poor,  noble,  simple,  friendless  young  people ;  and  asking  heaven's 
protection  for  them.  I  am  not  in  the  habit  of  over-praising  my  friends, 
goodness  knows.  The  foibles  of  this  one  I  have  described  honestly 
enough.  But  if  I  write  down  here  that  he  was  courageous,  cheerful  in 
adversity,  generous,  simple,  truth-loving,  above  a  scheme — after  having 
said  that  he  was  a  noble  young  fellow — dixi;  and  I  won't  cancel  the 
words. 

Ardent  lover  as  he  was,  our  friend  was  glad  to  be  back  in  the  midst 
of  the  London  smoke,  and  wealth,  and  bustle.  The  fog  agreed  with 
his  lungs,  he  said.  He  breathed  more  freely  in  our  great  city 
than  in  that  little  English  village  in  the  centre  of  Paris  which  he  had 
been  inhabiting.  In  his  hotel,  and  at  his  cafe"  (where  he  composed  his 
eloquent  "  own  correspondence"),  he  had  occasion  to  speak  a  little  French, 
but  it  never  came  very  trippingly  from  his  stout  English  tongue.  "  You 
don't  suppose  I  would  like  to  be  taken  for  a  Frenchman,"  he  would  say 
with  much  gravity.  I  wonder  who  ever  thought  of  mistaking  friend  Philip 
for  a  Frenchman  ? 

As  for  that  faithful  Little  Sister,  her  house  and  heart  were  still  at  the 
young  man's  service.  We  have  not  visited  Thornhaugh  Street  for  some  time. 
Mr.  Philip  whom  we  have  been  bound  to  attend,  has  been  too  much  occu- 
pied with  his  love-making  to  bestow  much  thought  on  his  affectionate  little 
friend.  She  has  been  trudging  meanwhile  on  her  humble  course  of  life, 
cheerful,  modest,  laborious,  doing  her  duty,  with  a  helping  little  hand  ready 
to  relieve  many  a  fullen  wayfarer  on  her  road.  She  had  a  room  vacant 
in  her  house  when  Philip  came : — a  room,  indeed  I  Would  she  not  have 
had  a  house  vacant,  if  Philip  wanted  it  ?  But  in  the  interval  since  we  saw 
her  last,  the  Little  Sister,  too,  has  had  to  assume  black  robes.  Her  father, 
the  old  captain,  has  gone  to  his  rest.  His  place  is  vacant  in  the  little 
parlour  :  his  bedroom  is  ready  for  Philip,  as  long  as  Philip  will  stay.  She 
did  not  profess  to  feel  much  affliction  for  the  loss  of  the  captain.  She 
talked  of  him  constantly  as  though  he  were  present ;  and  made  a  supper 
for  Philip,  and  seated  him  in  her  pa's  chair.    How  she  bustled  about  on  f 
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the  night  when  Philip  arrived !  What  a  beaming  welcome  there  was  in 
her  kind  eyes !  Her  modest  hair  was  touched  with  silver  now  ;  but  her 
cheeks  wore  like  apples  ;  her  little  figure  was  neat,  and  light,  and  active ; 
and  her  voice,  with  its  gentle  laugh,  and  little  sweet  bad  grammar,  has 
always  seemed  one  of  the  sweetest  of  voices  to  me. 

Very  soon  after  Philip's  arrival  in  London,  Mrs.  Braudon  paid  a  visit 
to  the  wife  of  Mr.  Firmin's  humble  servant  and  biographer,  and  the  two 
women  had  a  fine  sentimental  consultation.  All  good  women,  you  know, 
arc  sentimental.  The  idea  of  young  lovers,  of  match-making,  of  amiable 
poverty,  tenderly  excites  and  interests  them.  My  wife,  at  this  time,  began 
to  pour  off  fine  long  letters  to  Miss  Baynes,  to  which  the  latter  modestly 
and  dutifully  replied,  with  many  expressions  of  fervour  and  gratitude  for 
the  interest  which  her  friend  in  London  was  pleased  to  take  in  the  little 
maid.  I  saw  by  these  answers  that  Charlotte's  union  with  Philip  was  taken 
as  a  received  point  by  these  two  ladies.  They  discussed  the  ways  and 
means.  They  did  not  talk  about  broughams,  settlements,  town  and  country 
houses,  pin-moneys,  trousseaux ;  and  my  wife,  in  computing  their  sources 
of  income,  always  pointed  out  that  Miss  Charlotte's  fortune,  though  certainly 
small,  would  give  a  very  useful  addition  to  the  young  couple's  income. 
"Fifty  pounds  a  year  not  much  !  Let  me  tell  you,  sir,  that  fifty  pounds 
a  year  is  a  very  pretty  little  sum :  if  Philip  can  but  make  three  hundred 
n  year  himself,  Mrs.  Brandon  says  they  ought  to  be  able  to  live  quite  nicely." 
You  ask,  my  genteel  friend,  is  it  possible  that  people  can  live  for  four 
hundred  a  year?  IIow  do  they  manage,  ces  pauvrea  gent?  They  eat, 
they  drink,  they  are  clothed,  they  are  warmed,  they  have  roofs 
over  their  heads,  and  glass  in  their  windows ;  and  some  of  them  are 
as  good,  happy,  and  well-bred  as  their  neighbours  who  are  ten 
times  as  rich.  Then,  besides  this  calculation  of  money,  there 
is  the  fond  womau's  firm  belief  that  the  day  will  bring  its  daily 
bread  for  those  who  work  for  it  and  ask  for  it  in  the  proper  quarter; 
against  which  reasoning  many  a  man  knows  it  is  in  vain  to  argue.  As  to 
my  own  little  objections  and  doubts,  my  wife  met  them  by  reference  to 
Philip's  former  love-affair  with  his  cousin,  Miss  Twysden.  M  You  had 
no  objection  in  that  case,  sir,"  this  logician  would  say.  "  You  would 
have  had  him  take  a  creature  without  a  heart.  You  would  cheerfully 
have  seen  him  mado  miserable  for  life,  because  you  thought  there  was 
money  enough  and  a  genteel  connection.  Money  indeed  !  Very  happy 
Mrs.  Woolcomb  is  with  her  money.  Very  creditably  to  all  sides  has  that 
marriage  turned  out !  "  I  need  scarcely  remind  my  readers  of  the  unfor- 
tunate result  of  that  marriage.  Woolcomb's  behaviour  to  his  wife  was  the 
agreeable  talk  of  London  society  and  of  the  London  clubs  very  soon  oiler  the 
pair  were  joined  together  in  holy  matrimony.  Do  we  not  all  remember 
how  Woolcomb  was  accused  of  striking  his  wife,  of  starving  his  wife,  and 
how  she  took  refuge  at  home  and  came  to  her  father's  house  with  a  black 
eye  ?  The  two  Twysdcns  were  so  ashamed  of  this  transaction,  that  father 
and  son  left  off  coming  to  Bays's,  where  I  never  heard  their  absence 
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regretted  but  by  one  man,  who  said  that  Talbot  owed  him  money  for 
loises  at  whist  for  which  he  could  get  no  settlement. 

Should  Mr.  Firinin  go  and  see  his  aunt  in  her  misfortune?  Bygones 
might  be  bygones,  some  of  Philip's  advisers  thought.  Now,  Mrs.  Twysdcn 
was  unhappy,  her  heart  might  relent  to  Philip,  whom  she  certainly  had 
loved  as  a  boy.    Philip  had  the  magnanimity  to  call  upon  her  ;  and 
found  her  carriage  waiting  at  the  door.     But  a  servant,  after  keeping  the 
gentleman  waiting  in  the  dreary,  well-remembered  hall,  brought  him  word 
that  his  mistress  was  out,  smiled  in  his  face  with  an  engaging  insolence, 
and  proceeded  to  put  cloaks,  court-guides,  and  other  female  gear  into  the 
carriage  in  the  presence  of  this  poor  deserted  nephew.   This  visit  it  must 
be  owned  was  one  of  Sirs.  Laura's  romantic  efforts  at  reconciling  enemies : 
as  if,  my  good  creature,  the  Twysdcus  ever  let  a  man  into  their  house  who 
was  poor  or  out  of  fashion  I    They  lived  in  a  constant  dread  lest  Philip 
should  call  to  borrow  money  of  them.    As  if  they  ever  lent  money  to  a 
man  who  was  in  need !  If  they  ask  the  respected  reader  to  their  house,  depend 
on  it  they  think  he  is  well  to  do.  On  the  other  hand,  the  Twysdens  made  a 
very  handsome  entertainment  for  the  new  Lord  of  Whipham  and  Ring- 
wood  who  now  reigned  after  his  kinsman's  death.    They  affably  went 
and  passed  Christmas  with  him  in  the  country ;  and  they  cringed  and 
bowed  before  Sir  Philip  Kingwood  as  they  had  bowed  and  cringed  before 
the  earl  in  his  time.    The  old  carl  had  been  a  Tory  in  his  latter  days, 
when  Talbot  Twysden's  views  were  also  very  conservative.    The  present 
Lord  of  Ringwood  was  a  Whig.     It  is  surprising  how  liberal  the 
Twysdens  grew  in  the  course  of  a  fortnight's  after-dinner  conversation 
aud  pheasant-shooting  talk  at  Ringwood.    "  Hang  it !  you  know,"  young 
Twysden  said,  in  his  office  afterwards,  u  a  fellow  must  go  with  the 
politics  of  his  family,  you  know  1  "  and  he  bragged  about  the  dinners, 
wines,  splendours,  cooks,  and  preserves  of  Ringwood  as  freely  as  in  the 
time  of  his  nob!e  grand-uncle.    Any  one  who  has  kept  a  house-dog  in 
London,  which  licks  your  boots  and  your  platter,  and  fawns  for  the  bone;?  . 
in  your  dish,  knows  how  the  animal  barks  and  flies  at  the  poor  who  como 
to  the  door.     The  Twysdens,  father  and  son,  were  of  this  canine  species : 
and  there  are  vast  packs  of  such  dogs  here  and  elsewhere. 

If  Philip  opened  his  heart  to  us,  and  talked  unreservedly  regarding  his 
hopes  and  his  plans,  you  may  be  sure  he  had  his  little  friend,  Mrs.  Brandon, 
also  in  his  confidence,  and  that  no  person  in  the  world  was  more  eager  to 
serve  him.  Whilst  we  were  talking  about  what  was  to  be  done,  this  little 
lady  was  also  at  work  in  her  favourite's  behalf.  She  had  a  firm  ally  in 
Mrs.  Mugford,  the  proprietor's  lady  of  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette.  Mrs.  Mug- 
ford  had  long  been  interested  in  Philip,  his  misfortunes  and  his  love- 
affairs.  These  two  good  women  had  made  a  sentimental  hero  of  him.  Ah  I 
that  they  could  devise  some  feasible  scheme  to  help  him  !  And  such  a 
chance  actually  did  very  soon  present  itself  to  these  delighted  women. 

In  almost  all  the  papers  of  the  new  year  appeared  a  brilliant  advertise- 
ment, announcing  the  speedy  appearance  in  Dublin  of  a  now  paper.  It 
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was  to  be  called  The  Shamrock,  and  its  first  number  was  to  be  issued  on 
the  ensuing  St.  Patrick's  day.  I  need  not  quote  at  length  the  advertise- 
ments which  heralded  the  advent  of  this  new  periodical.  The  most 
famous  pens  of  the  national  party  in  Ireland  were,  of  course,  engaged  to 
contribute  to  its  columns.  Those  pens  would  be  hammered  into  steel  of 
a  different  shape  when  the  opportunity  should  offer.  Beloved  prelates, 
authors  of  world-wide  fame,  bards,  the  bold  strings  of  whose  lyres  had 
rung  through  the  isle  already,  and  made  millions  of  noble  hearts  to  beat, 
and,  by  consequence,  double  the  number  of  eyes  to  fill ;  philosophers, 
renowned  for  science ;  and  illustrious  advocates,  whose  manly  voices  had 
ever  spoken  the  language  of  hope  and  freedom  to  an  <fcc.  &c,  would  be 
found  rallying  round  the  journal,  and  proud  to  wear  the  symbol  of  The 
Shambock.  Finally,  Michael  Cassidy,  Esq.,  was  chosen  to  be  the  editor  of 
this  new  journal. 

This  was  the  M.  Cassidy,  Esq.,  who  appeared,  I  think,  at  Mr.  Firmin's 
call-supper;  and  who  had  long  been  the  sub-editor  of  the  Pall  Mall 
Gazette.  If  Michael  went  to  Dame  Street,  why  should  not  Philip  be  sub- 
editor at  Pall  Mall  ?  Mrs.  Brandon  argued.  Of  course  there  would  be  a 
score  of  candidates  for  Michael's  office.  The  editor  would  like  the 
patronage.  Barnet,  Mugford's  partner  in  the  Gazette,  would  wish  to 
appoint  his  man.  Cassidy,  before  retiring,  would  assuredly  intimate  his 
approaching  resignation  to  scores  of  gentlemen  of  his  nation,  who  would 
not  object  to  take  the  Saxon s  pay  until  they  finally  shook  his  yoke  off,  and 
would  eat  his  bread  until  the  happy  moment  arrived  when  they  could 
knock  out  his  brains  in  fair  battle.  As  soon  as  Mrs.  Brandon  heard  of  the 
vacant  place,  that  moment  she  determined  that  Philip  should  have  it.  It 
was  surprising  what  a  quantity  of  information  our  little  friend  possessed 
about  artists,  and  pressmen,  and  their  lives,  families,  ways  and  means. 
Many  gentlemen  of  both  professions  came  to  Mr.  Ridley's  chambers,  and 
called  on  the  Little  Sister  on  their  way  to  and  fro.  How  Tom  Smith  had 
left  the  Herald,  and  gone  to  the  Post ;  wliat  price  Jack  Jones  had  for  his 
picture,  and  who  sat  for  the  principal  figures. — I  promise  you  Madam 
Brandon  had  all  these  interesting  details  by  heart;  and  I  think  1  have 
described  this  little  person  very  inadequately  if  I  have  not  made  you 
understand  that  she  was  as  intrepid  a  little  jobber  as  ever  lived,  and  never 
scrupled  to  go  any  length  to  serve  a  friend.  To  be  Archbishop  of  Canter- 
bury, to  be  professor  of  Hebrew,  to  be  teacher  of  a  dancing-school,  to  be 
organist  for  a  church:  for  any  conceivable  place  or  function  this  little  person 
would  have  asserted  Philip's  capability.  "  Don't  tell  me  !  He  can  dance  or 
preach  (as  the  case  may  be),  or  write  beautiful !  And  as  for  being  unfit 
to  be  a  sub-editor,  I  want  to  know,  has  he  not  as  good  a  head  and  as  good 
an  education  as  that  Cassidy,  indeed?  And  is  not  Cambridge  College  the 
best  college  in  the  world?  It  is,  I  say.  And  he  went  there  ever  so  long. 
And  he  might  have  taken  the  very  best  prize,  only  money  was  no  object 
to  him  then,  dear  fellow,  and  he  did  not  like  to  keep  the  poor  out  of  what 
he  didn't  want !  " 
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Mrs.  Mugford  had  alwayB  considered  the  young  man  ns  very  haughty, 
but  quite  the  gentleman,  and  speedily  was  infected  by  her  gossip's 
enthusiasm  about  him.  My  wife  hired  a  fly,  packed  several  of  the 
children  into  it,  called  upon  Mrs.  Mugford,  and  chose  to  be  delighted  with 
that  lady 's  garden,  with  that  lady's  nursery — with  everything  that  bore 
the  name  of  Mugford.  It  was  a  curiosity  to  remark  in  what  a  flurry  of 
excitement  these  women  plunged,  and  how  they  schemed,  and  coaxed, 
and  caballed,  in  order  to  get  this  place  for  their  protegd.  My  wife 
thought — she  merely  happened  to  surmise :  nothing  more,  of  course — 
that  Mr.  Mugford's  fond  desire  was  to  shine  in  the  world.  Could  we  not 
ask  some  people — with — with  what  you  call  handles  to  their  names, — I 
think  I  before  heard  you  use  Borne  such  term,  sir, — to  meet  the  Mugfords  ? 
Some  of  Philip's  old  friends,  who  I  am  sure  would  be  very  happy  to 
serve  him."  Some  such  artifice  was,  I  own,  practised.  We  coaxed, 
cajoled,  fondled  the  Mugfords  for  Philip's  sake,  and  heaven  forgive 
Mrs.  Laura  her  hypocrisy.  We  had  an  entertainment  then,  I  own.  We 
asked  our  finest  company,  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Mugford  to  meet  them :  and 
we  prayed  that  unlucky  Philip  to  be  on  his  best  behaviour  to  all  persons 
who  were  invited  to  the  feast. 

Before  my  wife  tliis  lion  of  a  Firmin  was  as  a  lamb.  Rough,  captious, 
and  overbearing  in  general  society,  with  those  whom  he  loved  and  esteemed 
Philip  was  of  all  men  the  most  modest  and  humble.  He  would  never 
tire  of  playing  with  our  children,  joining  in  their  games,  laughing  and 
roaring  at  their  little  sports.  I  have  never  had  such  a  laugher  at  my 
jokes  as  Philip  Firmin.  I  think  my  wife  liked  him  for  that  noble 
ruftaw  with  which  he  used  to  salute  those  pieces  of  wit.  He  arrived  a 
little  late  sometimes  with  his  laughing  chorus,  but  ten  people  at  table 
were  not  so  loud  as  this  faithful  friend.  On  the  contrary,  when  those 
people  for  whom  he  has  no  liking  venture  on  a  pun  or  other  pleasantry,  I 
am  bound  to  own  that  Philip's  acknowledgment  of  their  waggery  must 
be  anything  but  pleasant  or  flattering  to  them.  Now,  on  occasion  of 
this  important  dinner,  I  enjoined  him  to  be  very  kind,  and  very  civil, 
and  very  much  pleased  with  everybody,  and  to  stamp  upon  nobody's 
corns,  as,  indeed,  why  should  he,  in  life  ?  Who  was  he  to  be  censor 
morum  f  And  it  has  been  said  that  no  man  could  admit  his  own  faults 
with  a  more  engaging  candour  than  our  friend. 

We  invited,  then,  Mugford,  the  proprietor  of  the  Pall  if  all  Gazette, 
and  his  wife  ;  and  Bickerton,  the  editor  of  that  periodical ;  Lord  Ascot, 
Thilip's  old  college  friend ;  and  one  or  two  more  gentlemen.  Our  invi- 
tations to  the  ladies  were  not  so  fortunate.  Some  were  engaged,  others 
away  in  the  country  keeping  Christmas.  In  fine,  we  considered  our- 
selves rather  lucky  in  securing  old  Lady  Hixie,  who  lives  hard  by  in 
Westminster,  and  who  will  pass  for  a  lady  of  fashion  when  no  person  of 
greater  note  is  present.  My  wife  told  her  that  the  object  of  the  dinner 
was  to  make  our  friend  Firmin  acquainted  with  the  editor  and  proprietor 
of  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette,  with  whom  it  was  important  that  he  should 
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be  on  the  most  amicable  footing.  Oil  t  very  well.  Lady  Hixie  promised 
to  be  quite  gracious  to  the  newspaper  gentleman  and  his  wife ;  nnd 
kept  her  promise  most  graciously  during  the  evening.  Our  good  friend 
Mrs.  Mugford  was  the  first  of  our  guests  to  arrive.  She  drove  "  in  her 
trap"  from  her  villa  in  the  suburbs ;  and  after  putting  up  his  carriage  at 
a  neighbouring  livery-stable,  her  groom  volunteered  to  help  our  servants 
in  waiting  at  dinner.  His  zeal  and  activity  were  remarkable.  China 
smashed,  and  dish-covers  clanged  in  the  passage.  Mrs.  Mugford  said  that 
"  Sam  was  at  his  old  tricks; "  and  I  hope  the  hostess  showed  she  was 
mistress  of  herself  amidst  that  fall  of  china.  Mrs.  Mugford  came  before 
the  appointed  hour,  she  said,  in  order  to  see  our  children.  "  With  our 
late  London  dinner  hours,"  she  remarked,  "  children  was  never  seen  now.*' 
At  Ilampstead,  hers  always  appeared  at  the  dessert,  and  enlivened  the 
table  with  their  innocent  outcries  for  oranges  and  struggles  for  sweetmeat*. 
In  the  nursery,  where  one  little  maid,  in  her  crisp  long  night-gown,  was 
saying  her  prayers ;  where  another  little  person,  in  the  most  airy  costume, 
was  standing  before  the  great  barred  fire  ;  where  a  third  Lilliputian  was 
sitting  up  in  its  night-cap  and  surplice,  surveying  the  scene  below  from 
its  crib ; — the  ladies  found  our  dear  Little  Sister  installed.  She  had  come 
to  see  her  little  pets  (she  had  known  two  or  three  of  them  from  the  very 
earliest  times).  She  was  a  great  favourite  amongst  them  all;  and,  I  believe, 
conspired  with  the  cook  down  below  in  preparing  certain  delicacies  for  the 
table.  A  fine  conversation  then  ensued  about  our  children,  about  the 
Mugford  children,  about  babies  in  general.  And  then  the  artful  women 
(the  house  mistress  and  the  Little  Sister)  brought  Philip  on  the  tapis,  and 
discoursed,  h  qui  mieux,  about  his  virtues,  his  misfortunes,  his  engage- 
ment, and  that  dear  little  creature  to  whom  he  was  betrothed.  This 
conversation  went  on  until  carriage-wheels  were  heard  in  the  square,  and 
the  knocker  (there  were  actually  knockers  in  that  old-fashioned  place  and 
time)  began  to  peal.  "  Oh,  bother  1  There's  the  company  a-comm,'1 
Mrs.  Mugford  said ;  and  arranging  her  cap  and  flounces,  with  neat-handed 
Mrs.  Brandon's  aid,  came  down-stairs,  after  taking  a  tender  leave  of  the 
little  people,  to  whom  she  sent  a  present  next  day  of  a  pile  of  fine 
Christmas  books,  which  had  come  to  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette  for  review. 
The  kind  woman  had  been  coaxed,  wheedled,  and  won  over  to  our  side, 
to  Philip's  side.  He  had  her  vote  for  the  sub-editorship,  whatever 
might  ensue. 

Most  of  our  guests  had  already  arrived,  when  at  length  Mrs.  Mugford 
was  announced.  I  am  bound  to  say  that  she  presented  a  remarkable 
appearance,  and  that  the  6plendour  of  her  attire  was  such  as  is  seldom 
beheld. 

Bickcrton  and  Philip  were  presented  to  one  another,  and  had  a  talk 
about  French  polities  before  dinner,  during  winch  conversation  Philip 
behaved  with  perfect  discretion  and  politeness.  Bickcrton  had  happened 
to  hear  Philip's  letters  well  spoken  of — in  a  good  quarter,  mind  ;  and  his 
cordiality  increased  when  Lord  Ascot  entered,  called  Philip  by  his  sur- 
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Annie,  and  entered  into  a  perfectly  free  conversation  with  him.  Old  Lady 
If  ixie  went  into  perfectly  good  society,  Bickerton  condescended  to  acknow- 
ledge. "  As  for  Mrs.  Mugford,"  says  he,  with  a  glance  of  wondering 
compassion  at  that  lady,  "  of  course,  I  need  not  tell  you  that  she  is  seen 
nowhere — nowhere."  This  said,  Mr.  Bickerton  stepped  forward,  and 
calmly  patronized  my  wife,  gave  me  a  good-natured  nod  for  my  own  part, 
reminded  Lord  Ascot  that  he  had  had  the  pleasure  of  meeting  him  at 
Egham;  and  then  fixed  on  Tom  Page,  of  the  Bread-and-Butter  Office 
(who,  I  own,  is  one  of  our  most  genteel  guests),  with  whom  he  entered 
into  a  discussion  of  some  political  matter  of  that  day — I  forget  what :  but 
the  main  point  was  that  he  named  two  or  three  leading  public  men  with 
whom  he  had  discussed  the  question,  whatever  it  might  be.  He  named 
very  great  names,  and  led  us  to  understand  that  with  the  proprietors  of 
those  very  great  names  he  was  on  the  most  intimate  and  confidential 
footing.  With  his  ownere — with  the  proprietor  of  the  Pall  Mall  Qaiette, 
he  was  on  the  most  distant  terms,  and  indeed  I  am  afraid  that  his 
behaviour  to  myself  and  my  wife  was  scarcely  respectful.  I  fancied  I 
saw  Philip's  brow  gathering  wrinkles  as  his  eye  followed  this  man  strut- 
ting from  one  person  to  another,  and  patronizing  each.  The  dinner  was 
a  little  late,  from  some  reason  best  known  in  the  lower  regions.  "  I  take 
it,"  says  Bickerton,  winking  at  Philip,  in  a  pause  of  the  conversation, 
"  that  our  good  friend  and  host  is  not  much  used  to  giving  dinners.  The 
mistress  of  the  house  is  evidently  in  a  state  of  perturbation."  Philip  gave 
such  a  horrible  grimace  that  the  other  at  first  thought  he  was  in  pain. 

"  You  who  have  lived  a  great  deal  with  old  Ring  wood,  know 
what  a  good  dinner  is,"  Bickerton  continued,  giving  Firmin  a  knowing 
look. 

"  Any  dinner  is  good  which  is  accompanied  with  such  a  welcome  as  I 
get  here,"  said  Philip. 

"  Oh  1  very  good  people,  very  good  people,  of  course  !  "  cries  Bickerton. 

I  need  not  say  he  thinks  he  has  perfectly  succeeded  in  adopting  the  air 
of  a  man  of  the  world.  He  went  off  to  Lady  Hixie  and  talked  with  her 
about  the  last  great  party  at  which  he  had  met  her ;  and  then  he  turned 
to  the  host,  and  remarked  that  my  friend,  the  doctor's  son,  was  a  fierce- 
looking  fellow.  In  five  minutes  he  had  the  good  fortune  to  make  himself 
hated  by  Mr.  Firmin.  He  walks  through  the  world  patronizing  his 
betters.  "  Our  good  friend  is  not  much  used  to  giving  dinners," — isn't  he  ? 
I  s.iy,  what  do  we  mean  by  continuing  to  endure  this  man  ?  Tom  Page, 
c  f  the  Bread-and-Butter  office  is  a  well-known  diner-out ;  Lord  Ascot  is 
an  earl's  Bon ;  Bickerton,  in  a  pretty  loud  voice,  talked  to  one  or  other  of 
these  dtiring  dinner  and  across  the  table.  He  sat  next  to  Mrs.  Mugford, 
l.ut  he  turned  his  back  on  that  bewildered  woman,  and  never  condescended 
to  address  a  word  to  her  personally.  "  Of  course,  I  understand  you,  my 
dear  fellow,"  he  said  to  me  when  on  the  retreat  of  the  ladies  we  approached 
within  whispering  distance.  "  You  have  these  people  at  dinner  for  reasons 
of  etate.    You  have  a  book  coming  out,  and  want  to  have  it  noticed  in  the 
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paper.  I  make  a  point  of  keeping  these  people  at  a  distance — the  only  way 
of  dealing  with  them,  I  give  you  my  word." 

Not  one  offensive  word  had  Philip  said  to  the  chief  writer  of  the  Pall 
Mall  Gazette;  and  I  began  to  congratulate  myself  that  our  dinner  would 
pass  without  any  mishap,  when  some  one  unluckily  happening  to  praise 
the  wine,  a  fresh  supply  was  ordered.  "  Very  good  claret.  Who  is  your 
wine-merchant  ?  Upon  my  word  I  get  better  claret  here  than  I  do  in 
Paris — don't  you  think  so,  Mr.  Fermor  ?  Where  do  you  generally  dine 
at  Paris  ?  " 

"  I  generally  dine  for  thirty  sous,  and  three  francs  on  grand  days,  Mr. 
Beckerton,"  growls  Philip. 

"  My  name  is  Bickerton."  ("  What  a  vulgar  thing  for  a  fellow  to  talk 
about  his  thirty-sous  dinners  1 "  murmured  my  neighbour  to  me).  "  Well, 
there  is  no  accounting  for  tastes !  When  I  go  to  Paris  I  dine  at  the  Trois 
Freres.    Give  me  the  Burgundy  at  Trois  Freres. 

"  That  is  because  you  great  leader  writers  are  paid  better  than  poor 
correspondents.  I  shall  be  delighted  to  be  able  to  dine  better."  And 
with  this  Mr.  Firmin  smiles  at  Mr.  Mugford,  his  master  and  owner. 

"  Nothing  so  vulgar  as  talking  shop,"  says  Bickerton,  rather  loud. 

"  I  am  not  ashamed  of  the  shop  I  keep.  Are  you  of  yours,  Mr.  Bicker* 
ton  ?  "  growls  Philip. 

"  F.  had  him  there,"  says  Mr.  Mugford. 

Mr.  Bickerton  got  up  from  table,  turning  quite  pale.  "  Do  you  mean 
to  be  offensive,  sir  7  "  he  asked. 

"  Offensive,  sir  ?  No,  sir.  Some  men  are  offensive  without  meaning 
it.    You  have  been  several  times  to-night ! "  says  Lord  Philip. 

"  I  don't  see  that  I  am  called  upon  to  bear  this  kind  of  thing  at 
any  man's  table ! "  cried  Mr.  Bickerton.  "  Lord  Ascot,  I  wish  you 
good-night  I " 

"  I  say,  old  boy,  what's  the  row  about?"  asked  his  lordship.  And 
we  were  all  astonished  as  my  guest  rose  and  left  the  table  in  great  wrath. 

M  Serve  him  right,  Firmin,  I  say  1"  said  Mr.  Mugford,  again  drinking 
off  a  glass. 

"  Why,  don't  you  know  ?  "  says  Tom  Page.  "  His  father  keeps  a 
haberdasher's  shop  at  Cambridge,  and  sent  him  to  Oxford,  where  he  took 
a  good  degree. 

And  this  had  come  of  a  dinner  of  conciliation — a  dinner  which  was  to 
'  advance  Philip's  interest  in  life  ! 

"  Hit  him  again,  I  say,"  cried  Mugford,  whom  wine  had  rendered 
eloquent  "  He's  a  supercilious  beast,  that  Bickerton  is,  and  I  hate  him, 
and  so  does  Mrs.  M." 
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Of  old,  nervous  meant  strong.  The  nervous  man  was  he  whose  muscles 
were  like  cords  beneath  his  skin,  and  whose  frame  was  knit  into  the 
highest  tension.  The  name  of  nerve  was  applied  rather  to  the  tendons 
than  to  those  susceptible  strings  to  which  we  have  appropriated  it.  Men 
had  scarcely,  in  those  days,  discovered  that  they  had  nerves.  But  these 
have  come  into  more  prominence  in  recent  times,  and  however  little  we 
may  know  about  them,  we  can  no  longer  be  ignorant  of  their  existence. 
Probably,  few  of  those  who  live  in  cities,  or  come  in  any  way  within  the 
vortex  of  our  social  life,  have  escaped  occasional  attacks  of  nervousness, 
or  are  able  at  all  times  to  set  that  insidious  enemy  at  defiance. 

Is  nervousness,  then,  an  inevitable  condition  of  civilization ;  a  tax  we 
must  be  content  to  pay  for  our  advantages?  or  can  we  free  ourselves 
from  its  assaults  without  paying  too  great  a  price  for  the  immunity  ? 
What  is  the  malady  and  its  cause  ? — that  we  may  know  what  the  cure 
must  be. 

And  first,  have  the  nerves  really  anything  to  do  with  it  ?  or  have  they 
borne  the  blame,  while  other  portions  of  our  organization  have  been  at 
Guilt?  When  we  are  in  that  excitable,  tremulous  condition,  in  which 
there  is  a  morbid  anxiety  to  labour,  with  diminished  power  of  perform- 
ance; when,  without  any  definite  ailment,  we  seem  deadened  in  every 
faculty,  while  yet  the  least  vexation  is  felt  as  an  intolerable  annoyance  ; 
are  we  right  in  saying  that  it  is  especially  the  nervous  system  that  breaks 
down? 

In  order  to  answer  this  question,  we  must  obtain,  if  possible,  a  clear 
idea  respecting  this  element  of  our  being,  and  know  what  kind  of  a 
machinery  it  is  that  we  are  using.  And,  in  truth,  we  are,  in  this  respect, 
constructed  in  a  way  eminently  adapted  both  to  excite  and  to  reward  our 
curiosity.  Beautiful,  and  even  mysterious,  as  many  of  the  exhibitions  of 
nervous  activity  appear,  and  wonderful  as  are  its  aggregate  results,  as 
displayed  in  the  varied  processes  of  human  life,  there  is  hardly  anything 
in  the  whole  range  of  science  better  ascertained,  or  more  simple,  than  are 
many  of  its  fundamental  principles.  In  this  respect,  the  study  of  the 
nervous  system  is  like  that  of  astronomy,  in  which,  while  the  great  moving 
force  still  remains  unexplained,  yet  many  laws  are  clearly  known,  and 
these  scarcely  more  interesting  for  their  practical  importance  than  for 
their  simplicity.  "  If,"  says  Sir  Charles  Bell,  "  I  could  address  my  reader 
with  the  same  freedom,  and  with  the  same  examples  before  me,  with  which 
I  speak  to  my  pupils  on  this  subject,  I  think  I  could  interest  him  in  it." 
And  no  one  who  has  once  experienced  the  fascination  of  the  study  can  help 
having  the  same  feeling.    But  it  must  be  remembered  that  our  knowledge 
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extends  only  to  a  certain  point.  While  much  can  be  explained  with 
certainty,  many  problems  still  remain  unsolved,  many  questions  which 
we  naturally  ask  can  receive  only  a  partial  answer. 

It  was  at  one  time  thought  that  the  presence  of  a  nervous  system, 
constituted  a  distinction  between  the  animal  and  the  vegetable.  But  this 
opinion  docs  not  seem  to  be  correct.  The  lowest  animals  have  no  discover- 
able nerves ;  they  lead  merely  a  sort  of  vegetative  life,  and  their  simple 
structure  does  not  demand  any  special  mechanism  for  bringing  into  union 
the  actions  of  different  parts.  Yet,  although  this  is  the  case,  the  nervous 
system  is  one  of  the  chief  characteristics  of  animal  life,  and  it  makes  its 
appearance  immediately  there  is  exhibited  in  the  animal  scale  any  com- 
plexity of  structure.  It  is  by  its  means,  indeed,  that  various  organs  are 
blended  into  a  whole ;  and  thus  the  animal  is  an  unit  or  individual,  while 
the  plant  always  remains  a  mere  bundle  of  more  or  less  similar  parts. 
The  proper  life  of  the  animal  consists  in  an  ability  to  react  in  a  definite 
manner  upon  objects  that  affect  it  from  without,  not  only  by  a  motion  of 
the  part  immediately  affected,  but  by  the  combined  movements  of  many, 
and  it  may  be  distant,  organs.  In  this  lies  the  primary  need  for  a  nervous 
system.  It  is  in  its  simplest  aspect  merely  a  channel,  by  which  the 
affections  of  one  portion  of  the  body  are  enabled  to  call  out  the  activity  of 
another.  Keeping  this  idea  in  view,  we  shall  find  there  is  no  difficulty 
in  following,  in  their  general  principles,  the  structure  or  the  functions  of 
the  nervous  system,  even  in  its  most  highly  developed  and  complicated 
forms. 

It  was  an  ancient  notion  that  man  is  a  microcosm,  a  little  world, 
combining  in  himself  all  the  powers  and  principles  that  are  distributed 
throughout  the  greater  world  around  him.  In  physiology  the  same  idea 
has  found  a  place  in  the  representation  that  man  embodies,  and  is  an  union 
of,  all  the  lower  animal  natures.  These  ideas  may  have  been  mere  dreams ; 
yet  they  were  dreams  that  contained  an  element  of  truth.  The  most 
rigid  examination  with  the  dissecting  knife  confirms  them  in  a  certain 
sense.  In  his  nervous  system  man  does  present  a  combination  of  the 
structures  and  activities  of  the  various  forms  of  life  below  him.  We  live, 
in  respect  to  our  nerves,  distinct  and  separate  lives,  and  unite  in  our  own 
person  opposite  existences.  The  spinal  cord  has  one  life  of  its  own  ;  the 
lower  part  of  the  brain  another ;  and  by  means  of  its  upper  part  we  live 
a  third  kind  of  life  higher  than  the  other  two. 

The  effects,  and  the  proof  also,  of  this  diversity  of  life  within  us,  are 
partially  seen  in  the  variety  of  actions  which  wc  are  capable  of  carrying  on 
at  the  same  time,  without  their  interfering  with  each  other.  By  this 
means  it  is  that,  without  taking  any  thought,  we  breathe  regularly  fifteen 
times  in  the  minute;  that  we  maintain  ourselves  in  tho  erect  position 
without  any  consciousness  of  effort ;  that  (almost  equally  without  con- 
sciousness when  our  attention  is  otherwise  engaged)  we  walk,  or  eat,  or 
perform  other  habitual  motions,  and  at  the  same  time  carry  on  a  distinct 
train  of  thought,  or  perform  complicated  and  delicate  manual  operations. 
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\Te  arc  able  to  do  all  these  things  at  once  because,  besides  distinct  groups 
cf  musics,  we  have  distinct  nervous  systems  operating  within  us,  each 
npi!atinjr  its  own  circle  of  activities. 

But  elaborate  as  is  the  structure  thus  provided  as  the  condition  of  our 
varit-d  life,  and  diverse  as  are  the  results  which  ensue  from  the  action  of 
its  different  parts,  it  is  all  constructed  on  one  plan.  Its  operations  when 
combined,  as  they  are  in  our  experience,  make  up  a  whole  of  which  we 
cannot  think  without  wonder,  and  the  intricacy  of  which  seems  to  defy 
comprehension.  But  simplicity  comes  with  analysis.  The  various  elements 
which  make  up  the  nervous  activity  are  presented  to  us  by  nature  in 
various  classes  of  animals,  separated,  and,  as  it  were,  distinctly  exposed  to 
view,  while  through  them  all  there  runs  an  identity  of  character  which 
makes  them  easily  reducible  to  a  single  law. 

What  are  nerves  wanted  for  ?  Not,  in  the  first  place,  to  make  the  body 
alive,  or  to  give  it  the  power  of  acting.  The  various  structures  of  which 
it  is  composed,  each  for  itself,  have  their  own  active  properties,  their  own 
power  of  responding  to  stimulus.  The  muscle  contracts  when  it  is  touched, 
or  when  it  is  galvanized,  though  no  nerve  be  present;  the  gland  pours 
forth  its  secretion  under  the  like  conditions.  A  due  supply  of  blood  alone 
is  necessary  for  all  these  operations.  But  for  animal  life,  except  in  its 
lowest  grades,  this  kind  of  activity  is  not  enough.  The  sensitive  plant 
possesses  as  much  as  this;  and  indeed,  so  far  as  we  can  judge,  this 
44  irritability  "  (as  the  tendency  to  perform  a  motion  on  being  touched  is 
termed)  is  essentially  the  same  property  in  the  plant  and  in  the  animal. 
Id  fret,  if  we  suppose  such  a  mechanism  to  be  connected  with  a  sensitive 
plant,  that  on  any  given  leaf  being  touched,  not  that  leaf  only,  but  others 
also,  and  those  in  a  distant  part  of  the  plant,  should  be  thrown  into  motion 
— say  in  such  a  way  as  to  guard  the  irritated  part — we  should  have  a 
pretty  good  imitation  of  the  animal  activity.  Such  a  result  might  be 
brought  al>out  if  there  were  introduced  into  the  plant  a  system  of  tubes, 
or  fibres,  which  should  convey  the  impulse  from  each  point,  to  various 
ethers ;  or  more  completely  still,  if  these  fibres  were  connected  with  a 
central  apparatus  that  should  gather  up  the  impulses  transmitted  from 
every  leaf,  and  pass  them  on  in  an  orderly  sequence  to  the  rest.  By  such 
an  arrangement  it  is  evident  a  sort  of  animal  intelligent-looking  activity 
r  ight  be  grafted  on  to  die  mere  vegetable  44  irritability  "  of  the  plant.  No 
fresh  power  would  be  needed  in  these  fibres  or  in  the  central  apparatus ; 
only  a  capability  of  receiving,  and  transmitting  unimpaired,  the  impulses 
conveyed  to  it  from  every  quarter.  No  fresh  power  would  be  needed,  only 
a  4*  susceptibility  "  and  a  definite  arrangement.  In  truth,  owing  to  the 
greater  amount  of  the  action  induced  in  the  leaves  of  the  sensitive  plant, 
than  that  of  the  stimulus  by  which  they  are  excited — a  mere  breath  being 
sufficient  often  to  produce  a  long  contractile  motion — these  actions  might 
<>n  by  means  of  such  an  arrangement  of  fibres,  continually  multiplying, 
until  a  slight  touch  might  sullice  to  throw  the  whole  tree  into — we  will 
venture  to  say — convulsions.    It  is  evident,  however,  that  if  any  com- 
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plicated  Bcries  of  actions  were  desired ;  if  a  touch  (or  other  stimulus) 
applied  to  any  single  leaf  were  meant  to  call  forth  a  corresponding  action 
in  distant  parts;  and  especially  if  any  large  number  of  these  actions 
were  to  be  combined  together,  and  this  in  many  or  varied  groups,  then 
the  arrangement  of  the  fibres  would  need  to  be  exceedingly  exact  and 
complex.  There  would  need  to  be  points  also  at  which  the  various 
impulses  might  be  transferred  from  one  set  of  fibres  to  another,  or  their 
progress  altogether  arrested  for  a  time.  In  brief,  the  arrangements  would 
be  somewhat  like  those  of  an  elaborate  telegraphic  system. 

Such  a  system  of  tubes  or  fibres  would  closely  represent  in  some  essential 
characters  the  nervous  system.  If  we  look  at  the  human  brain,  we  find 
that  it  consists  mainly  of  a  vast  mass  of  fibres.  Their  number,  tenuity, 
and  variety  of  direction  are  so  great,  that  no  skill  has  hitherto  availed 
to  trace  them  in  detail,  though  their  general  course  has  been  pretty 
well  made  out.  The  annexed  figure  may  give  a  general  conception  of 
their  multitude,  and  the  intricacy  of  the  web  they  form.  Emanating 


from  the  brain  and  spinal 
cord,  long  lines  of  fibres  pass 
to  each  region  of  the  body, 
and  distribute  themselves  in  a 
minute  network  around  and 
within  the  substance  of  every 
organ.  So  fine  is  this  net- 
work that,  if  we  could  see  it 
by  itself,  it  would  appear 
before  us  a  perfect  image  of 
the  body,  all  pure  nerve. 

We  have  thus,  in  our  own 
persons,  to  do  with  a  structure 
similar  to  that  which  has  been 
supposed.  Our  body  is  not 
primarily  dependent  upon  its  nerves ;  it  is  active  in  itself,  instinct  and 
throbbing  with  force  almost  in  every  part,  but  waiting  the  touch  of  the 
master's  hand  before,  in  health,  its  ordered  activities  are  Bet  free.  Take 
away  from  a  man  his  nervous  system  (if  it  could  be  done  with  impunity), 


Fig.  1.— Diagrnm  of  too  Fibres  of  the  Bmin. 
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and  there  were  left  not  lifeless  clay,  not  even  a  mere  inanimate  and  passive 
mechanism ;  there  were  left  a  body  physically  alive,  endowed  with  active 
powers  as  containing  in  every  part  more  or  less  of  nature's  force;  but 
a  body  worthless  as  a  body,  with  no  unity  in  its  action,  nor  possibility  of 
ordered  movement  to  any  definite  purpose;  a  structure  in  the  whole  or 
in  the  parts  of  which  more  or  fewer  actions  might  go  on,  and  go  on 
with  rigour,  but  in  which  these  actions  could  be  made  subservient  to 
no  end. 

The  fibres  which  constitute  the  chief  mass  of  the  nervous  system  are 
timple  in  their  structure,  so  for  as  the  microscope  can  reveal  it,  and 
present  a  very  curious  analogy  to  a  telegraphic  wire.  Like  the  latter, 
nervous  fibre  consists  of  a  small  central  thread  (or  tube,  perhaps, 
ia  the  case  of  the  nerve,  though  the  tubular  structure  cannot  be  demon- 
strated) surrounded  by  a  layer  of  a  different  substance.  The  central 
thread  (or  axis)  is  of  a  greyish  colour ;  the  surrounding  material  is  of  a 
glassy  appearance,  soon  becoming  an  opaque  white  after  death,  and  giving 
their  characteristic  white  appearance  to  the  nerves.  The  fibre,  consisting  of 
these  two  portions,  is  included  in  a  sheath  (a  sort  of  very  fine  skin)  which 
separates  it  from  the  adjacent  bodies.  If  we  roll  up  a  wax  candle  in 
japer,  that  will  give  us  a  rough  illustration  of  the  nerve  fibre.  The 
paper  is  the  external  "sheath;"  the  wax  is  the  intermediate  white 
matter ;  the  wick  is  the  central  axis.  It  is  moat  natural  to  believe  that 
the  analogy  suggested  by  this  structure 
is  a  true  one,  and  that  the  white  substanco 
acts  the  part  of  the  gutta  pcrcha  round 
the  electric  wire,  as  an  insulating  medium 
for  the  currents  which  travel  along  the 
central  portion.  But  this  is  not  proved. 
Probably,  owing  to  the  minuteness  of  the 
parts,  it  is  beyond  the  possibility  of  experi- 
mental proof.  For  in  man  two  or  three 
thousand  of  these  fibres  would  occupy  but 
an  inch  in  tbeir  largest  part,  and  both  ut 
their  origin  and  their  termination  they  are 
nmch  smaller.  Many  of  them  are  con- 
tained in  every  nerve  that  is  visible  to  the 
raked  eye.  Fig.  2  represents  a  small  nervous 
twig  dividing. 

They  terminate  in  various  ways.  Their 
ends  may  thin  out  and  become  free,  or 
they  may  form  a  loop,  and  so  return  back 
in  their  course.    Each  nerve  fibre  runs  in 

an  nnbroken  line  from  its  origin  to  its 
,    .    .  °  Fig-*, 

termination. 

There  is  another  kind  of  nervous  matter,  besides  the  fibres ;  and 
that  consists  of  cells.    Two  of  the  forms  which  these  pells  assume  are 
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shown  in  fig.  3.  The  nerve  fibres  sometimes  run  into  them  ;  some- 
times they  pass  among  them  without  appearing  to  communicate,  as  re- 


presented in  fig.  4.  Cells  of  this 
kind  form  a  thin  layer  over  the 
surface  of  the  brain,  and  its  fibres 
for  the  most  part  have  their  origin 
from  or  among  them.  They  also 
exist  in  large  numbers  in  certain 
spots  in  the  substance  of  the 
brain,  and  they  are  found  within 
the  spina]  cord  in  its  whole  length. 
They  have  a  pale  pinkish  hue, 
and  wherever  they  are  found  they 
go  by  the  name  of 44  grey  matter," 
the  nerve  fibres  being  called  the 
white  matter. 

The  fibres  which  constitute 
the  nerves,  strictly  so  called,  are  conductors,  and  they  conduct  to  and  from 
the  cells.    What,  then,  is  the  part  played  by  the  latter? 

Before  answering  this  question  it  is  worth  while  to  pause,  and  note 
(as  we  may  well  do  with  something  like  surprise)  the  extreme  simplicity 
of  form  exhibited  by  this  element  of  the  nervous  system.  In  the  grey 
matter  of  the  brain  wo  arc  arrived  at  the  very  highest  organic  structure, 
the  great  achievement  of  the  vital  force,  the  texture  in  which  bodily  life 
culminates,  and  for  the  sake  of  which,  we  might  almost  say,  all  the  other 
organs  exist.  And  we  find  a  structure  of  the  very  lowest  form.  Mere 
cells  and  granules — Nature's  first  and  roughest  work,  her  very  starting 
point  in  the  organic  kingdom — strewn  in  a  mere  mass  with  no  appreciable 
order  over  the  ends  of  a  multitude  of  fibres,  and  loosely  folded  up,  as  it 
seems,  for  convenient  stowage  !  This  is  what  meets  the  eye.  Is  this  the 
laboratory  of  reason  ;  the  birthplace  of  thought;  the  home  of  genius 
and  imagination  ;  the  palace  of  the  soul  ?  Nay,  is  this  even  the  source 
and  spring  of  bodily  order ;  tire  seat  of  government  and  control  for  the 
disorderly  rabble  of  the  muscles.    Should  we  not  have  expected  when  wo 


Fig.  4.— Norm  Cells  and  Fibres. 
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came  thus  to  the  inmost  shrine  of  life,  and  penetrated  to  the  council- 
chamber  of  the  mind,  to  find  all  that  had  before  appeared  of  skilful 
architecture  and  elaborate  machinery  surpassed  and  thrown  into  the  shade  ? 
But  it  is  all  cast  away.  Mechanical  contrivances  for  mechanical  effects  ! 
Skilful  grouping  and  complex  organization  there  may  be  for  the  hand, 
the  eye,  the  tongue ;  for  all  parts  and  every  function  where  the  mind  is 
not.    But  where  the  spirit  comes,  take  all  that  scaffolding  away. 

Whether  this  suggestion  be  a  true  one  or  not,  we  do  not  know.  Mcst 
probably  it  is  not  true ;  because  it  is  a  guess,  and  expresses  ignorance, 
which  ought  to  be  deceived.  But  it  remains  a  noteworthy  fact,  neverthe- 
less, and  surely  puts  our  anticipation  somewhat  at  fault,  that  at  the  very 
summit  of  the  organic  world,  everything  that  we  are  accustomed  to  call 
structure,  and  to  admire  as  beautiful,  either  to  the  eye  or  to  the  intellect, 
sinks  to  its  lowest  pitch.  The  grey  matter  of  the  brain,  however,  is  very 
abundantly  supplied  with  blood. 

But  to  descend  again  to  terra  Jirma — what  is  the  part  played  by 
the  grey  or  cellular  matter,  so  far  as  we  can  discover  it  ?    In  order  to 
gain  clear  ideas  on  this  point,  we  must  consider  the  general  plan  on  which 
the  nervous  system  is  arrange  J,  and  regard  it  first  in  its  simplest  forms. 
Omitting  the  lowest  members  of  the  animal  series  in  which  nerves  are 
found  (and  in  which  precisely  the  same  principles  prevail),  we  find  iu  the 
class  of  insects  a  pattern  to  which 
all  the  higher  forms  may  be  re- 
ferred.   Fig.  5  is  a  diagram  of  the 
nervous  system  of  the  centipede. 
It  consists  of  a  series  of  little 
groups  of  nervous  cells,  arranged 
on  each  side  of  the  middle  line,  a 
pair  in  every  segment  of  the  body, 
and  additional  ones  in  the  head, 
connected  with  the  organs  of  sight, 
smell,  touch,  &c.     These  arc  all 
united  to  each  other  by  bauds  of 
fibres,  and  each  one  sends  out 
nerves  to  the  organs  contained  in 
the  segment  in  which  it  is  placed. 
The  nervous  system  of  the  highest 
animals  is  but  a  repetition,  in  an 
enlarged  and  condensed  form,  of 
this  simple  type.    Fig.  G  repre- 
sents the  brain  and  spinal  cord  of 
man.     The  masses  of  cells,  we 
perceive,  have  become  joined  toge- 
ther, and  constitute  not  a  series  of         *le*  *•  Fl6>  6* 
double  knots,  but  a  continuous  column  of  varying  size :  and  those  in  the 
head  liave  become  enormously  developed.    But  the  parallel  between  the 
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two  structures  remains,  in  spite  of  these  changes.  The  spinal  cord  of 
man  is  a  series  of  groups  of  cells,  giving  off  nerves  on  each  side,  and 
connected  by  communicating  fibres  with  each  other,  and  with  the  larger 
groups  in  the  brain,  which  also  give  off  nerves  to  the  nose  and  eye,  the 
skin  and  muscles  of  the  face,  and  other  parts. 

Thus  in  man  and  all  animals  alike,  masses  of  grey  matter,  or  cells,  are 
placed  at  the  centre,  and  nerve  fibres  connect  them  with  the  organs  of  the 
body.    It  has  been  proved,  also,  by  the  beautiful  experiments  of  Sir 
Charles  Bell,  that  the  nerve  fibres  are  of  two  kinds ;  some  conveying  an 
influence  from  the  organs  to  the  centres  where  the  nerve  cells  are  placed, 
and  others  carrying  back  an  influence  from  them  to  the  organs.    So  these 
groups  of  cells  evidently  answer  to  the  stations  of  the  electric  telegraph. 
They  are  the  points  at  which  the  messages  are  received  from  one  line  and 
passed  on  along  another.*    But  besides  this,  the  cells  are  the  generators 
of  the  nervous  power.    For  the  living  telegraph  flashes  along  its  wires 
not  only  messages,  but  the  force  also  which  ensures  their  fulfilment.  A 
nerve  bears  inwards,  say  from  the  hand  or  foot,  an  impression,  it  may  be 
of  the  slightest  kind ;  but  the  cells  (richly  bathed  as  they  arc  by  air- 
containing  blood)  are  thrown  into  active  change  by  this  slight  stimulus, 
and  are  thus  able  to  send  out  a  force  along  the  nerves  leading  to  large 
groups  of  muscles,  and  excite  them  all  to  vigorous  motion.    Just  so  a 
message  from  one  line  may,  by  its  stimulus  to  human  wills,  be  transmitted 
from  a  station  in  twenty  new  directions. 

In  its  simplest  form  this  is  called  the  "reflex  function" — a  name  given 
to  it  by  Dr.  Marshall  Hall,  to  whose  investigations  we  owe  much  of  our 
knowledge  respecting  the  laws  of  nervous  action.  The  idea  of  a  reflex 
action  is  simply  that  to  which  reference  has  been  made  before ;  a  stimulus 
to  one  part  of  the  body  being  conveyed  by  a  conductor  to  the  cells  at  the 
centre,  and  "reflected"  by  them  upon  another,  which  it  excites  to  activity. 
Thus,  for  example,  a  pinch  or  prick  of  the  skin  excites  the  muscles  to 
contract.  The  name  of  "  reflex"  has  been  given  to  this  action,  because  it 
may,  and  in  many  cases  naturally  docs,  take  place  without  consciousness. 
There  may  be  no  feeling  and  no  will,  yet  actions  having  all  the  appear- 
ance of  design  may  be  produced.  Thus  in  some  cases  of  paralysis,  when, 
owing  to  an  injury  of  the  spinal  cord,  all  sensibility  and  all  voluntary 
power,  in  respect  to  one  or  more  of  the  limbs,  are  abolished,  a  pinch  or 
tickling  of  the  paralysed  member  will  cause  it  to  be  withdrawn,  without 
any  consciousness  on  the  patient's  part.  This  is  an  exhibition  of  the  reflex 
function  of  the  spinal  cord.  Similar  results,  of  even  more  striking 
character,  may  be  produced  at  will  in  the  lower  creatures.  We  know  how 
long  decapitated  insects  continue  to  move  their  limbs ;  how  vigorously, 
for  example,  a  headless  wasp  plies  his  sting.    "  If  the  head  of  a  centipede 

*  They  are  called  "ganglia"  in  scientific  language;  but  this  word  has  no  deep 
meaning :  it  signifies  a  knot,  and  was  applied  to  them  simply  with  reference  to  the 
form  they  present  at  some  places.  Where  a  nerve  passes  through  a  small  group  of 
cells,  the  latter  looks  tOinctLiiK'  like  a  knot  tied  in  it. 
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be  cut  off  while  it  is  in  motion,  the  body  will  continue  to  move  onwards 
bj  the  action  of  the  legs ;  and  the  same  will  take  place  in  the  separate 
parts,  if  the  body  be  divided  into  several  distinct  portions.  After  these 
actiocs  have  come  to  an  end,  they  may  be  excited  again  by  irritating  any 
part  of  the  nervous  centres  or  the  cut  extremity  of  the  nervous  cord. 
The  body  is  moved  forward  by  the  regular  and  successive  action  of  the 
leg*,  as  in  the  natural  state,  but  its  movements  are  always  forward,  never 
tuckward,  and  are  only  directed  to  one  side  when  the  forward  movement 
is  checked  by  an  obstacle.  If,  again,  the  nervous  cord  of  a  centipede  be 
divided  in  the  middle  of  the  trunk,  so  that  the  hinder  legs  arc  cut  off  from 
connection  with  the  head,  they  will  continue  to  move,  but  not  in  harmony 
with  those  of  the  fore  part  of  the  body,  being  completely  paralysed  so  far 
as  the  animal's  controlling  power  is  concerned,  though  still  capable  of  per- 
forming reflex  movements  by  the  influence  of  their  own  nerve  cells,  which 
may  thus  continue  to  propel  the  body  in  opposition  to  the  determinations 
of  the  animal  itself.  The  case  is  still  more  remarkable  when  the  nervous 
cord  is  not  merely  divided,  but  a  portion  of  it  is  entirely  removed  from 
the  middle  of  the  trunk;  fur  the  anterior  legs  still  remain  obedient  to  tho 
animal's  control,  the  legs  of  the  segments  from  which  the  cord  has  been 
removed  are  altogether  motionless,  while  those  of  the  posterior  segments 
continue  to  act  in  a  manner  which  shows  that  the  animal  has  no  power  of 
checking  or  directing  them. 

"  The  stimulus  to  the  reflex  movements  of  the  legs  in  the  foregoing 
c.is..-.-  a;  ;.'  .irs  to  l>e  given  l>y  the  contact  of  the  extremities  with  the 
solid  surface  on  which  they  rest.  In  other  instances  the  appropriate 
impression  can  only  be  made  by  the  contact  of  a  liquid.  Thus  a  water 
beetle,  having  had  its  head  removed,  remained  motionless  as  long  as  it 
rested  on  a  dry  surface,  but  when  cast  into  water,  it  executed  the  usual 
swimming  motions  with  great  energy  and  rapidity,  striking  all  its 
comrades  to  one  side  by  its  violence,  and  persisting  in  these  for  more 
than  half  an  hour."* 

Facts  of  this  kind  prove  that  the  ordinary  movements  of  the  legs  and 
wings,  in  insects  and  similar  animals,  arc  effected  not  by  a  direct  effort 
of  will,  but  reflexly,  through  the  medium  of  the  little  collections  of 
nervous  cells  with  which  the  several 
ports  are  connected  by  their  nerves  ; 
while  impulses  derived  from  their 
"  brain "  serve  only  to  harmonize, 
control,  and  direct  their  spontaneous 
motions.  The  spinal  cord  in  our- 
selves has  a  similar  office.  Fig.  7 
represents  a  section  of  it,  about  its 
middle  portion.  A  nerve  is  seen  proceeding  from  it  on  each  side.  The 
white  portions  in  the  figure  represent  the  external  layers  of  the  cord, 


*  Dr.  Carpenter. 
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which  consist  of  white  fibres;  the  dark  part  represents  the  central  cellular 
or  grey  matter.  Each  nerve  arises  from  the  cord  by  two  roots :  the 
anterior  one  is  the  nerve  of  motion,  or  that  which  conveys  impulses  from 
the  centre  to  the  muscles;  the  posterior  is  the  nerve  of  sensation,  which 
conveys  impulses  from  the  skin  and  other  parts  to  the  centre.  It  will  be 
seen  that  the  posterior  root  alone  is  in  immediate  connection  with  the  grey 
matter.  This  root  also  has  a  small  mass  of  nerve  cells  situated  upon 
it,  a  short  distance  from  its  origin ;  the  motor  root  has  none.  While  the 
nerve  is  perfect,  if  it  be  irritated  (as  by  galvanism,  pricking,  &c.)  at  any 
point  below  the  junction  of  its  roots,  the  animal  gives  signs  of  pain,  and 
some  or  all  of  the  muscles  to  which  it  is  distributed  are  at  the  same 
time  thrown  into  contraction.  But  the  proof  that  these  two  "roots"  of 
the  nerve  (or  two  nerves,  as  they  should  perhaps  be  considered,  though 
they  arc  bound  up  in  one  sheath)  have  different  offices,  is  this : — If  the 
roots  are  separately  divided,  sensation  is  cut  off  by  the  division  of  the 
posterior,  and  the  power  of  voluntary  motion  by  that  of  the  anterior  root. 
At  the  same  time,  irritation  of  the  posterior  root  above  the  point  of 
division,  causes  pain,  and  irritation  of  the  anterior  below  the  point  at 
which  it  is  divided,  still  produces  movement  in  the  muscles.  This  was  an 
experiment  of  Sir  Charles  Bell's,  and  it  puts  it  beyond  question  that  the 
nerves  which  convey  sensation  upwards  and  those  which  carry  motor 
impulses  downwards  are  different. 

We  have  called  the  nerve  which  carries  impressions  upwards  sensitive ; 
and  so  it  is,  but  only  by  virtue  of  the  connection  of  the  cord  with  the 
brain.  If  it  be  cut  off  from  that,  sensation  ceases,  but  as  before  shown, 
all  the  actions  which  sensation  ordinarily  prompts  do  not  cease.  The 
spinal  cord  is  organized  as  a  centre  for  reflex  action  in  the  highest  animals, 
as  the  simple  nervous  cord  is  in  insects;  and  similar  results  to  those 
which  are  produced  in  insects  when  connection  with  the  head  is  severed, 
ensue  also,  under  like  circumstances,  in  quadrupeds  and  man,  though  less 
powerfully,  and  lasting  for  a  very  brief  interval.  A  fowl  flaps  her  wings 
aud  struggles  for  several  seconds  after  the  spinal  cord  is  completely 
divided.  And  in  reptiles,  in  which  the  processes  of  life,  being  less 
vigorous,  are  also  less  rapidly  exhausted,  reflex  actions  will  continue  a 
long  time  after  complete  removal  of  the  brain.  A  frog,  for  example,  in 
sucli  a  condition  will  put  up  its  leg  as  if  to  push  away  anything  that 
irritates  its  side.  Cut  off,  therefore,  from  the  brain,  the  nerve  called 
sensitive  still  produces  an  effect,  and  induces  more  or  less  perfectly  its 
appropriate  action,  although  no  sensation  accompanies  it.  An  action  of 
this  kind  is  called  automatic.  * 


*  The  proof  that  tiicro  is  no  sensation  when  the  connection  with  the  brain  is 
severed,  is  given  by  cases  of  paralysis  from  disease  or  injury,  in  which  this  severance  is 
effected,  and  consciousness  in  respect  to  the  parts  thus  cut  off  is  wholly  wanting.  It  has 
been  argued  that  there  is  a  consciousness — a  sensation — pertaining  to  the  cord  itself ; 
but  this  is  not  within  the  ordinary  meaning  of  the  term,  and  that  <jucsLion  belongs  at 
present  wholly  to  the  domain  of  sj*cuuuiou. 
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Thus  we  lire  an  automatic  life,  in  which  various  actions  are  carried 
en  merely  by  virtue  of  the  mechanical  powers  in  the  organs,  and  the 
arrangement  of  the  nerves  and  cells  within  the  spinal  cord.  We  may  call 
this  our  spinal  life.  It  is  the  entire  life,  probably,  of  the  lowest  animals, 
whose  functions  are  thus  taken  up  into  our  being,  and  made  a  basis  on 
which  is  erected  the  superstructure  of  our  conscious,  our  human,  life. 
By  means  of  it  we  perform  the  actions  which  we  can  carry  on  without 
any  heed,  or  even  knowledge  of  their  taking  place.  Walking,  when  our 
attention  is  wholly  absorbed  in  something  else,  affords  a  good  illustration 
of  an  action  performed  automatically.  44  When  we  are  walking  without 
attending  to  our  steps,  the  foot  coming  down  to  the  ground  conveys  the 
quasi -sensation  of  its  contact  to  the  spinal  centres;  these  are  roused  to  a 
corresponding  motion  ;  in  other  words,  they  command  the  muscles  of  the 
ether  leg  to  put  it  into  a  forward  movement.  No  sooner  is  this  executed, 
than  at  the  end  of  the  movement  another  manifest  quasi-seusation  (an 
impression  which  might  be  felt,  but  is  not)  is  afforded  by  the  fresh 
contact  with  the  earth,  which  contact,  reaching  the  centres,  engenders  a 
second  motion,  and  so  forth,  throughout  the  walk.  There  is  a  simple 
circle,  in  which  quasi-sensation  excites  motion  at  the  centre,  and  motion 
produces  quasi-sensation  at  the  extremes.  Thus,  the  foot  on  the  ground 
represents  sensation,  and  that  in  progress  motion,  and  the  two  contem- 
plated together  represent  the  links  in  a  chain  of  nervous  fate." 

This  automatic  action  is  the  foundation  of  our  nervous  life ;  but 
other  forms  of  life  are  in  immediate  relation  with  it,  modifying  and 
controlling  it,  and  reducing  it  to  a  diminished  amount  and  importance. 
Just  as  the  animal  rises  in  the  scale,  so  do  its  lower,  or  automatic 
functions  receive  more  influence  from  those  above  them,  and  express 
more  fully  the  dictates  of  consciousness  and  will.  Man  is  the  least 
automatic  of  all  animals,  through  the  greater  preponderance  of  his  con- 
scious part,  which  uses  the  automatic  organs  as  its  ever  ready  instrument. 
But  the  instrument  must  exist,  or  it  could  not  be  used ;  and  constantly 
supreme  as  is  the  rational  part  in  man,  it  can  exercise  this  supremacy 
only  because  the  inferior,  and  merely  physical  powers,  are  ever  waiting  on 
its  behests. 

At  the  upper  part  of  the  spinal  cord  there  is  added  on  another  set  of 
nervous  centres — masses,  that  is,  of  grey  matter — which  preside  over 
other  actions,  those,  namely,  of  breathing  and  of  eating.  These  are  still 
essentially  automatic,  yet  less  purely  so  than  some  of  those  whose  seat  is 
lower  down  the  cord.  They  are  situated  in  an  expanded  portion  of  the 
spinal  cord,  just  below  its  junction  with  the  brain ;  and  here  is  found  a 
special  part  of  the  nervous  system,  the  destruction  of  which  is  at  once  fatal 
to  life.  Not,  however,  because  there  is  any  special  vitality  connected  with 
it,  but  simply  because  on  it  depends  the  performance  of  respiration. 
To  this  part  is  conveyed  the  stimulus  arising  from  the  presence  of 
impure  blood  in  the  lungs  or  in  the  system  at  large,  and  from  it  radiates 
the  influence  which  calls  into  play  the  group  of  muscles  which  expand  the 
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chest  A  sensation — the  need  of  breathing — which  becomes  overpowering 
when  long  resisted,  is  normally  connected  with  the  performance  of  respira- 
tion ;  but  this  is  not  essential.  In  pro- 
found coma,  or  unconsciousness  from 
disease,  and  under  the  action  of  chloro- 
form, respiration  continues,  though  slowly, 
and  with  diminished  energy.  The  case 
is  the  same  with  the  act  of  swallowing, 
which,  like  breathing,  is  automatic  so  far 
as  the  act  itself  is  concerned,  being  pro- 
duced without,  and  even  against,  our  will, 
upon  the  contact  of  food  with  the  upper 
part  of  the  throat;  and  though  normally 
connected  with  certain  sensation*,  will  yet 
take  place  in  their  absence.  We  swallow 
during  sleep,  and  infants  born  with  the 
brain  wholly  wanting  can  both  breathe  and  suck.  Fig.  8  represents  the 
upper  portion  of  the  spinal  cord,  on  which  three  actions  depend. 

Each  of  these  partly  automatic  actions  has  a  special  nerve  appro- 
priated as  its  excitor,  that  is,  a  nerve  which  receives  impressions  from  the 
organs  concerned ;  the  lung  cells  on  the  one  hand,  and  the  surface  of  the 
back  part  of  the  mouth  on  the  other.  These  nerves  convey  a  stimulus  to 
the  centre,  and  from  thence  it  is  diffused  through  other  nerves  (of  motion) 
to  the  muscles  by  which  the  appointed  action  is  effected.  But  the  excite- 
ment of  these  muscles  is  not  dependent  on  this  special  nerve  alone; 
respiration  especially  has  the  widest  relations,  and  almost  all  the  sensitive 
nerves  in  the  body  may  rouse  or  modify  it.  The  sudden  inspiration  pro- 
duced by  the  shock  of  cold  water  on  the  skin  is  a  familiar  instance  of  this 
kind  of  action. 

Above  all  these  parts  comes  the  brain,  containing  the  nervous  centres 
which  subserve  feeling,  thought,  and  will ;  but  the  description  of  these  wc 
must  leave  to  another  time,  and  also  of  the  means  by  which  all  these  sepa- 
rate parts  are  harmoniously  blended  into  one,  and  made  to  co-operate  in 
every  action  of  the  man.  In  the  meantime,  we  see  what  the  method  is  by 
which  a  basis  is  laid  for  our  higher  life  of  consciousness  and  moral  choice, 
in  the  subordinatiou  to  these  powers  of  an  animal  machine,  in  which  the 
processes  requisite  for  maintaining  life  are  carried  on  of  themselves.  If 
wc  had  to  perform  the  actions  that  have  been  enumerated  by  direct  voli- 
tions, all  our  energy  would  be  squandered  upon  them,  and  we  should  have 
no  time  for  anything  better.  Breathing  alone  would  occupy  all  our  life, 
if  each  breath  were  a  distinct  voluntary  act.  By  the  committal  of  so 
much  to  a  mere  unconscious  operation  of  nervous  power,  mind  is  eman- 
cipated, and  placed  in  its  fit  relations;  devoted  to  other  interests  and 
burdened  with  nobler  cares. 

Tliis  lower  portion  of  the  nervous  system,  however,  controlling  as  it 
does  the  functions  of  chief  necessity  to  life,  is  of  paramount  importance 
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to  health.  Derangements  of  its  action  are  seen  in  the  paroxysms  of  asthma, 
and  the  seizures  of  epilepsy,  in  hotli  of  which  afFcctions  the  muscles  arc 
thrown  into  excessive  contraction  through  a  morbid  condition  induced  in 
the  spinal  cord.  Of  a  different  order  are  that  languor  and  feeling  of  utter 
disability  for  muscular  exertion  which  creep  over  us  at  times.  These 
feelings  show  that  the  nerve-centres  which  preside  over  muscular  exertion 
bare  become  oppressed  and  Bluggish  ;  perhaps  through  being  badly 
nourished  for  want  of  proper  exercise.  Of  a  different  kind,  again,  are 
tremblings  of  the  muscles,  or  involuntary  jerks  and  twitchings,  aud,  in 
brief,  all  that  condition  known  by  the  expressive  name  of  "  fidgets  ; "  and 
which  will  sometimes  affect  the  be3t-mcaning  people  at  the  most  unbe- 
coming times.  This  affection  is  capable  of  a  sufficiently  simple  explanation. 
The  nervous  centres  which  control  the  muscular  activity  (that  "reflex1* 
or  involuntary  activity  which  has  been  described)  are  then  in  n  state  of 
undue  excitement,  and  yielding  to  stimuli  too  slight,  or  without  any 
external  stimulus  at  all,  they  call  the  muscles  into  irregular  and  spasmodic 
contraction.  Cramps  and  a  tendency  to  involuntary  sighing  are  often  due 
to  a  similar  condition ;  the  muscles  themselves,  however,  sometimes  sharing 
with  the  spinal  cord  in  an  increased  excitability. 

What  is  the  source  of  this  irritability  which  renders  it  impossible  to 
keep  the  muscles  still  ?  We  can  answer,  in  general,  that  irritability  means 
weakness — it  is  a  tendency  to  too  easy  an  overthrow  of  the  balance  in 
which  the  living  textures  exist ;  the  excessive  action  arises  from  too  rapid 
a  decay.  A  philosophical  physician  compares  it  to  the  whirling  move- 
ment of  the  hands  of  a  watch,  of  which  the  mainspring  is  broken ;  and 
the  eminent  French  experimentalist,  M.  Claude  Bernard,  has  thrown  a 
light  on  this  condition  by  pointing  out  that  an  unnatural  proneness  to 
activity  exists  in  every  organ  of  a  living  animal,  at  a  period  immediately 
preceding  the  death  of  the  part.  In  our  physical  as  in  our  moral  nature, 
strength  is  calm,  patient,  orderly ;  weakness  hurries,  cannot  be  at  rest, 
attempts  too  much.  The  force,  which  in  the  living  frame,  binds  up  the 
elements  into  organic  forms,  being  relaxed,  too  easily  permits  them  to  sink 
down,  and  ineffectual  mimicries  of  energy  ensue. 

But  how  is  living  strength  to  be  ensured  in  respect  to  the  functions  we 
have  spoken  of?  The  laws  we  have  been  tracing  give  us  a  partial  answer 
to  this  question.  Strength  in  the  living  body  (for  reasons  that  it  would 
be  very  interesting  to  trace)  is  maintained  by  the  full  but  natural  exercise 
of  each  organ ;  and  as  we  have  seen,  the  action  of  these  portions  of  the 
nervous  system  is  made  dependent  upon  influences  conveyed  to  them  by 
the  sensitive  nerves  distributed  over  the  various  parts  of  the  body.  And 
among  these  the  nerves  passing  to  the  Bkin  are  the  chief.  The  full 
access  of  all  healthful  stimuli  to  the  surface,  and  its  freedom  from  all  that 
irritates  or  impedes  its  functions,  are  the  first  external  conditions  of  the 
normal  vigour  of  this  nervous  circle.  Among  these  stimuli,  fresh  air  and 
pure  water  hold  the  first  place.  Sufficient  warmth  is  second.  The  great, 
and  even  wonderful  advantages  of  cleanliness  are  partly  rcferriblo  to  the 
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direct  influence  of  a  skin  healthily  active,  open  to  all  the  natural  stimuli, 
und  free  from  morbid  irritation,  upon  the  nerve-centres  of  which  it  is 
the  appointed  excitant.  This  influence  is  altogether  distinct  from  those 
cleansing  functions  which  the  healthy  skin  performs  for  the  blood ;  and  iu 
any  just  estimate  of  its  value  is  far  too  important  to  be  overlooked. 

That  state  of  general  vigour  which  we  call  "  Tone"  also  depends  upon 
the  healthy  action  of  these  nervous  centres.  It  consists  in  an  habitual 
moderate  contraction  of  the  muscles,  due  to  a  constant  stimulus  exerted 
on  them  by  the  spinal  cord,  and  is  valuable  less  for  itself  than  as  a  sign 
of  a  sound  nervous  balance.  Tone  is  maintained  partly  by  healthful 
impressions  radiated  upon  the  spinal  cord,  through  the  nerves,  from  all 
parte  of  the  body,  and  partly  by  the  stimulus  poured  down  upon  it  from 
the  brain.  So  it  is  disturbed  by  whatever  conveys  irritating  or  depressing 
influences  in  either  direction.  A  single  injudicious  meal,  a  single  sleepless 
night,  a  single  passion  or  piece  of  bad  news,  will  destroy  it.  On  the  other 
hand,  a  vivid  hope,  a  cheerful  resolve,  an  absorbing  interest,  will  restore 
it  as  if  by  magic.  For  in  man  these  lower  officers  in  the  nervous 
hierarchy  draw  their  very  breath  according  to  the  biddings  of  the  higher 
powers.  But  the  dependence  of  the  higher  on  the  lower  is  no  less 
direct.  The  mutual  action  takes  place  in  each  line.  A  chief  condition 
of  keeping  the  brain  healthy  is  to  keep  these  unconscious  nervous  func- 
tions in  full  vigour,  and  in  natural  alternations  of  activity  and  repose. 
Thus  it  is  that  (besides  its  effect  in  increasing  the  breathing  and  the 
general  vigour  of  the  vital  processes)  muscular  exercise  has  so  manifest  a 
beneficial  influence  on  a  depressed  or  irritable  state  of  mind.  The  bodily 
movement,  by  affording  an  outlet  to  the  activity  of  the  spinal  cord, 
withdraws  a  source  of  irritation  from  the  brain ;  or  it  may  relieve  excite- 
ment of  that  organ  by  carrying  off  its  energy  into  a  safe  channel.  We 
sec  evidence  of  the  same  law  in  the  delightful  effect  of  a  cheerful  walk, 
and  in  the  demand  for  violeut  exertion,  which  is  so  frequent  in  insanity. 
Every  part  of  the  nervous  system  makes  its  influence  felt  by  all  the  rest. 
A  sort  of  constitutional  monarchy  exists  within  us ;  no  power  in  this 
small  state  is  absolute,  or  can  escape  the  checks  and  limitations  which 
the  other  powers  impose.  Doubtless  the  brain  is  King ;  but  Lords  and 
Commons  have  their  seats  below,  and  guard  their  privilege  with  jealous 
zeal.  If  the  41  constitution"  of  our  personal  realm  is  to  be  preserved 
intact,  it  must  be  by  the  efforts  of  each  part,  luwfully  directed  to  a 
common  end. 
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Is  the  eventful  year  1587,  while  Roman  Catholics  were  deploring  the 
death  of  Mary  Stuart;  while  Englishmen  were  exulting  at  the  destruction 
dealt  by  Drake  to  a  hundred  Spanish  ships  in  the  port  of  Cadiz ;  while 
the  Puritan  party  was  at  angry  issue  with  Elizabeth;  while  John  Fox  wad 
lying  dead,  and  while  Walsingham  was  actively  impeding  the  ways  and 
means  of  Armada  Philip,  by  getting  his  bills  protested  at  Genoa, — there  was 
a  little  man  in  the  parish  of  St.  Botolph,  of  which  he  was  the  incumbent, 
nibbing  his  pen,  and  making  it  fly  furiously  over  paper,  in  wordy  war 
against  the  stage  and  stage-players. 

The  name  of  this  well-meaning  little  man  was  Gosson.  His  hatred  of 
theatres,  actors,  and  audiences  was,  in  its  sublime  phrensy,  almost  heroic. 
Irs  intensity  was  probably  not  lessened  by  the  fact  that  the  reverend 
gentleman  had  himself  written  two  or  three  pieces,  all  which,  on  being 
acted,  were  speedily  and  irrevocably  condemned !  In  his  book  against 
the  stage  he  dwells  on  perilous  allurements  connected  with  the  theatre, 
as  though  he  were  more  in  love  with  the  theme  than  angry  at  what  he 
affected  to  censure.  As  a  logician,  where  exception  may  not  be  made  to 
his  premisses,  it  may  be  made  to  his  conclusions  ;  and  frequently  neither 
one  nor  the  other  has  a  hair's  breadth  of  basis  to  stand  upon.  When  the 
Britons  ate  acorns  and  drank  water,  he  says,  they  were  giants  and  heroes  ; 
but  since  plays  came  in  they  had  dwindled,  so  he  asserts,  into  a  puny  race, 
incapable  of  noble  and  patriotic  achievements !  And  yet  next  year,  some 
pretty  fellows  of  that  race  were  sweeping  the  Invincible  Armada  from  the 
surface  of  our  seas! 

From  this  time,  however,  the  assailants  of  the  stage  became  unwearied 
in  their  onslaught ;  but  they  were  not  always  permitted  to  go  unanswered. 
When,  in  King  James's  reign,  Sutton  made  the  pulpit  of  St.  Mary  Overy 
re-echo  with  tirades  denouncing  the  infernal  origin  of  the  drama,  Field, 
the  actor,  stepped  forth,  and  respectfully  asked  to  be  informed,  in  what 
part  of  Scripture  it  was  expressly  condemned.  Sutton  devoted  to  per- 
dition not  only  the  players  but  their  patrons.  "  His  most  sacred  Majesty 
is  one  of  these,"  said  courtly  Field,  and  he  suggested  that  the  preacher 
might  have  manifested  more  courtesy  and  not  less  loyalty,  had  he  not 
forced  upon  the  public  memory  the  circumstance  of  the  theatre  being 
protected  by  the  king;  who,  if  he  favoured  certain  licensed  actors,  made 
up  for  his  error  by  being  merciless  against  poor  strollers. 

While  London  was  yet  talking  admiringly  of  the  Coronation  of 
Charles  I.,  and  Parliament  was  barely  according  him  one  pound  in 
twelve  of  the  money-aids  of  which  he  was  in  such  need,  there  was 
another  pamphleteer  sending  up  Ilia  testimony  from  Cheapside  to  West- 
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minster,  against  the  alleged  abomination  of  plays  and  players.  This 
anonymous  author  docs  not  lack  complacency,  but  begs  the  Parliament 
to  read  his  pamphlet,  and  defies  them,  having  read  it,  to  do  aught  else, 
subsequently,  but  plant  their  iron  heel  on  the  drama  and  crush  it  into 
nothingness  for  ever. 

This  writer  entitles  his  work  A  Short  Treatise  against  Stage  Plays,  and 
lie  makes  it  as  sharp  as  it  is  short.  Plays  were  invented  by  heathens,  they 
must  necessarily  be  prejudicial  to  Christians  ! — that  is  the  style  of  his  asser- 
tion and  argument.  They  were  invented  in  order  to  appease  false  gods, 
consequently  the  playing  of  them  must  excite  to  wrath  a  true  Deity  ! 
They  are  no  recreation,  because  people  come  away  from  them  wearied. 
The  argument,  in  tragedy,  he  informs  us,  is  murder;  in  comedy,  it  is 
social  vice.  This  he  designates  as  bad  instruction;  and  remembering 
Field's  query  to  Sutton,  he  would  very  much  like  to  know  in  what  page  of 
Holy  Writ  authority  is  given  for  the  vocation  of  an  actor.  He  might  as 
well  have  asked  for  the  suppression  of  tailors,  on  the  ground  of  their  never 
being  once  named  in  either  the  Old  Testament  or  the  New ! 

But  this  author  finds  condemnation,  there,  of  "  stage  effects,"  rehearsed 
or  unrehearsed.  You  deal  with  the  judgments  of  God  in  tragedy,  and 
laugh  over  the  sins  of  men  in  comedy ;  and  thereupon  he  reminds  you,  not 
very  appositely,  that  Ham  was  accursed  for  deriding  his  father!  Players 
change  their  apparel  and  put  on  women's  attire, — as  if  they  had  never  read 
a  chapter  of  Deuteronomy  in  their  livesl  If  coming  on  the  stage  under 
false  representation  of  their  natural  names  and  persons,  be  not  an  offence 
against  the  Epistle  to  Timothy,  he  would  thank  you  to  inform  him  what  it 
is  !  As  to  looking  on  these  pleasant  evils  and  not  falling  into  sin, — you 
have  heard  of  Job  and  King  David,  and  you  are  worse  than  an  heathen  if 
you  do  not  remember  what  they  looked  upon  with  innocent  intent,  or  if 
you  have  forgotten  what  came  of  the  looking. 

He  reminds  parents  that  while  ^they  are  at  the  play,  there  are  wooers 
who  are  carrying  off  the  hearts  of  their  daughters  at  home;  perhaps,  the 
very  daughters  themselves  from  home.  This  seems  to  me  to  be  less  an 
argument  against  resorting  to  the  theatre  than  in  favour  of  your  taking 
places  for  your  "  young  ladies,"  as  well  as  for  yourselves.  The  writer 
does  not  sec  this,  he  looks  too  wide  abroad  to  see  what  lies  at  his  feet. 
He  is  in  Asia,  citing  the  Council  of  Laodicea  against  the  theatre.  He  ij 
in  Africa,  vociferating,  as  the  Council  of  Carthage  did,  against  audiences. 
He  is  in  Europe,  at  Aries,  where  the  Fathers  decided  that  no  actor  should 
be  admitted  to  the  sacrament.  Finally,  he  unites  all  these  Councils  together 
at  Constantinople,  and  in  a  three-piled  judgment  sends  Btage,  actors,  and 
audiences  to  Gehenna. 

If  you  would  only  remember  that  many  royal  and  noble  men  have 
been  slain  when  in  the  theatre,  on  their  way  thither,  or  returning  thence, 
you  will  have  a  decent  horror  of  risking  a  similar  fate  in  like  localities. 
He  has  known  actors  who  have  died  after  the  play  was  over;  he  would 
lain  have  you  believe  that  there  is  something  in  that.    And  when  he  has 
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intimated  that  theatres  hare  been  burnt  and  audiences  suffocated,  that  stages 
have  been  swept  down  by  storms,  and  spectators  trodden  to  death  ;  that 
lea  than  forty  years  previous  to  the  time  of  his  writing,  eight  persons  had 
been  killed,  and  many  more  wounded,  by  the  fall  of  a  London  playhouse ; 
and  that  a  similar  calamity,  but  greater  in  degree,  had  lately  occurred  in 
tie  city  of  Lyons, — the  writer  conceives  he  has  advanced  quite  sufficient 
argument,  and  administered  more  than  enough  of  admonition,  to  deter  any 
audacious  person  from  entering  a  theatre  henceforth  and  for  ever. 

This  paper  pellet  failed  of  its  purpose.  It  had  not  long  been  printed, 
and  was  altogether  forgotten,  when  the  vexed  author  might  have  seen  four 
actors  sailing  joyously  along  the  Strand.  There  they  are,  Master  Moore 
(there  were  no  managers  then ;  they  were  "  masters "  till  the  Georgian 
era),  Master  Moore,  heavy  Foster,  mirthful  Guilman,  and  airy  Townsend. 
The  master  carries  in  his  pocket  a  royal  licence  to  form  a  company,  whose 
members,  in  honour  of  the  king's  sister,  shall  be  known  as  "  the  Lady 
Elizabeth's  servants;"  with  permission  to  act  when  and  where  they  please, 
in  aad  about  the  city  of  London,  unless  when  the  plague  should  be  more 
than  ordinarily  prevalent. 

There  was  no  present  opportunity  to  touch  these  licensed  companies; 
and,  accordingly,  a  sect  of  men  who  professed  to  unite  loyalty  with  ortho- 
doxy, looking  eagerly  about  them  for  offenders,  detected  an  unlicensed 
fraternity  playing  a  comedy  in  the  house  of  Sir  John  Yorke.  The  result 
of  this  was  the  assembling  of  a  nervously-agitated  troop  of  offenders  in  the 
Star  Chamber.  One  Christopher  Mallory  was  made  the  scapegoat,  for 
the  satisfactory  reason  that  in  the  comedy  alluded  to  he  had  represented 
the  devil,  and  in  the  last  scene,  descended  through  the  stage,  with  a  figure 
of  King*  James  on  his  back,  remarking  the  while,  that  such  was  the  road 
by  which  all  Protestants  must  necessarily  travel !  Poor  Mallory,  con- 
demned to  fine  and  imprisonment,  meekly  observed  that  there  were  two 
points,  he  thought,  in  his  favour, — that  he  had  not  played  in  the  piece, 
and  had  not  been  even  present  in  the  house.  No  one  believed  him,  and 
he  iras  held  to  be  the  actual  representative  of  the  father  of  lies. 

Meanwhile,  the  public  flocked  to  their  favourite  houses,  and  fortune 
seemed  to  be  most  blandly  smiling  on  "  masters,"  when  there  suddenly 
appeared  the  monster  mortar  manufactured  by  Prynne,  and  discharged  by 
him  over  London,  with  an  attendant  amount  of  thunder,  which  shook 
every  building  in  the  metropolis.  Prynne  had  just  previously  seen  the 
punters  busily  at  work  in  beautifying  the  old  "  Fortune,"  and  the  deco- 
rators gilding  the  horns  of  the  "  Red  Bull."  He  had  been  down  to 
^Vhitcfnars,  and  had  there  beheld  a  new  theatre  rising  on  the  old  time- 
honoured  site.  He  was  unable  to  be  longer  silent,  and,  in  1633,  out  came 
^3  Uittrio-Afastix.  I  suppose  our  sires  really  accomplished  what  I  have 
foqutntly  essayed  in  vain,  namely,  the  reading  through,  from  title-page 
*°  j"u's,  the  thousand  and  several  hundred  pages  of  which  this  ponderous 
volume  is  composed.  Thence,  perhaps,  arose  the  exultation  of  his 
klWers,  and  tho  indignation  of  his  adversaries.   Prynne  docs  not  say 
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how  many  prayer-books  had  been  recently  published,  but  he  notes,  with 
a  cry  of  anguish,  the  printing  of  forty  thousand  plays  within  the  last  two 
years.  "  There  are  five  devil's  chapels,"  he  says,  "  in  London ;  and  yet 
in  more  extensive  Eome,  in  Nero's  days,  there  were  but  three,  and  those,'* 
he  adds,  "  were  three  too  many  1 "  When  the  writer  gets  beyond  statistics 
he  grows  rude;  but  he  was  at  least  sincere,  and  accepted  all  the  respon- 
sibility of  the  course  taken  by  him,  advisedly. 

While  the  anger  excited  by  this  attack  on  pastimes  favoured  by  the 
king  was  yet  hot,  the  assault  itself  was  met  by  a  defiance.  The  gentlemen 
of  the  Inns  of  Court  closed  their  law-books,  got  up  a  masque,  and  played 
it  at  Whitehall,  in  the  presence  of  a  delighted  audience,  consisting  of 
royal  and  noble  personages.  The  most  play-loving  of  the  lords  followed 
the  example  afforded  by  the  lawyers,  and  the  king  himself  assumed  the 
buskins  and  turned  actor,  for  the  nonce.  Tom  Carew  was  busy  with 
superintending  the  rehearsals  of  his  Ccelum  Britannicum,  and  in  urging 
honest  and  melodious  Will  Lawes  to  progress  more  rapidly  with  the 
music.  Cavalier  Will  was  not  to  be  hurried,  but  did  his  work  steadily ;  and 
Prynne  might  have  heard  him  and  his  brother  Harry  humming  the  airs  over 
as  they  walked  together  across  the  park  to  Whitehall.  When  the  day  of 
representation  arrived,  great  was  the  excitement  and  intense  the  delight  of 
some,  and  the  scorn  of  others.  Among  the  noble  actors  who  rode  down  to 
the  palace  was  Kich,  Earl  of  Holland.  All  passed  off  so  pleasantly  that 
no  one  dreamed  it  was  the  inauguration  of  a  struggle  in  which  Prynue 
was  to  lose  his  estate,  his  freedom,  and  his  ears,  the  king  and  the  earl 
their  heads;  while  gallant  Will  Lawes,  as  honest  a  man  as  any  of  thew, 
was,  a  dozen  years  alter,  to  be  found  among  the  valiant  dead  who  fell  at 
the  siege  of  Chester. 

Ere  this  denoument  to  a  tragedy  so  mirthfully  commenced  had  been 
logically  reached,  there  were  other  defiances  cast  in  the  teeth  of  audacious, 
but  too  harshly-treated  Prynne.  There  was  a  reverend  playwright  about 
town,  whom  Eton  loved  and  Oxford  highly  prized ;  Ben  Jonson  called 
him  his  "  son,"  and  Bishop  Fell,  who  presumed  to  give  an  opinion  on 
subjects  of  which  he  was  totally  ignorant  (and  yet  he  might  have  re- 
membered Shakspeare  himself),  pronounced  the  Rev.  William  Cartwright 
to  be  "  the  utmost  that  man  could  come  to  1 "  For  the  Christ  Church 
students,  at  Oxford,  Cartwright  wrote  the  "  Eoyal  Slave,"  one  of  three 
out  of  his  four  plays  winch  sleep  under  a  righteous  oblivion.  The  king 
and  queen  went  down  to  witness  the  performance  of  the  scholastic 
amateurs;  and,  considering  that  a  main  incident  of  the  piece  comprises  a 
revolt  in  order  to  achieve  some  reasonable  liberty  for  an  oppressed  people, 
the  subject  may  be  considered  more  suggestive  than  felicitous.  The 
fortunes  of  many  of  the  audience  were  about  to  undergo  mutation,  but 
there  was  an  actor  there  whose  merited  prosperity  may  be  said  to  have 
commenced  on  or  from  that  day.  All  the  actors  played  with  spirit,  but 
this  especial  one  manifested  hucIi  self-possession,  displayed  such  judgment, 
and  exhibited  such  powers  of  conception  and  execution,  that  king,  queen, 
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and  all  the  illustrious  audience  ahowered  down  upon  him  applauses- 
hearty,  loud,  and  long.  His  name  was  Busby.  He  had  been  so  poor 
that  he  received  5/.  to  enable  him  to  take  his  degree  of  B.A.  Westminster 
was  soon  to  possess  him,  for  nearly  threescore  years  the  most  famous  01 
her  44  masters."  "  A  very  great  man !  "  said  Sir  Roger  dc  Coverley ;  "  he 
whipped  my  grandfather !  " 

When  Prynne,  and  Bastwick,  and  Burton — released  from  prison  by 
the  Long  Parliament — entered  London  in  triumph,  with  wreaths  of  ivy 
and  rosemary  round  their  hats,  the  players  who  stood  on  the  causeway, 
or  at  tavern  windows,  to  witness  the  passing  of  the  victims,  must  have  felt 
uneasy  at  their  arch-enemy  being  loose  again.  Between  politics,  perverse 
parties,  the  plague,  and  the  parliament,  the  condition  of  the  actors  fell  from 
bad  to  worse.  In  a  dialogue  which  professedly  passed  at  this  time  between 
Cane  of  the  "  Fortune  "  and  Reed  of  the  "  Friers,"  one  of  the  speakers 
deplores  the  going-out  of  all  good  old  things,  and  the  other,  sighingly, 
remarks  that  true  Latin  is  as  little  in  fashion  at  Inns  of  Court  as  good 
clothes  are  at  Cambridge.  At  length  arrived  the  fatal  year  1647,  when, 
alter  some  previous  attempts  to  abolish  the  vocation  of  the  actors,  the 
parliament  disbanded  the  army  and  suppressed  the  players.  The  latter 
struggled  manfully,  but  not  so  successfully,  as  the  soldiery.  They  were 
treated  with  less  consideration;  the  decree  of  February,  1647,  informed 
them  that  they  were  no  better  than  heathens;  that  they  were  intolerable 
to  Christians;  that  they  were  incorrigible  and  vicious  offenders,  who 
would  now  be  compelled  by  whip,  and  stocks,  and  gyves,  and  prison  fare, 
to  obey  ordinances  which  they  had  hitherto  treated  with  contempt.  Had 
not  the  glorious  Elizabeth  stigmatized  them  as  "rogues,"  and  the  sagacious 
James  as  "  vagabonds?  "  Mayors  and  sheriffs,  and  high  and  low  constables 
were  let  loose  upon  them,  and  encouraged  to  be  merciless;  menace  was 
piled  upon  menace;  money  penalties  were  hinted  at  in  addition  to 
corporeal  punishments — and,  after  all,  plays  were  enacted  in  spite  of  this 
counter-enactment. 

But  these  last  enactors  were  not  to  be  trifled  with ;  and  the  autumn 
saw  accomplished  what  had  not  been  effected  in  the  spring.  The 
Perfect  Weekly  Account  for  "  Wednesday,  Oct.  20,  to  Tuesday,  Oct. 
26,"  informs  its  readers  that  on  "  Friday  an  ordinance  passed  both  houses 
for  suppressing  of  stage-plays,  which  of  late  began  to  come  in  use  again." 
The  ordinance  itself  is  as  uncivil  a  document  as  ever  proceeded  from 
nifHed  authority ;  and  the  framers  clearly  considered  that  if  they  had  not 
crushed  the  stage  for  ever,  they  had  unquestionably  frozen-out  the  actors 
as  long  as  the  existing  government  should  endure. 

At  this  juncture,  historians  inform  us  that  many  of  the  ousted  actors 
took  military  service — generally,  as  was  to  be  expected,  on  the  royulist 
side.  But,  in  1647,  the  struggle  Avas  virtually  over.  The  great  fire  was 
quenched,  and  there  was  only  a  trampling  out  of  sparks  and  embers. 
Charles  Hart,  the  actor— grandson  of  Sbakspeares  sister— holds  a  pro- 
minent place  among  these  players  turned  soldiers,  as  one  who  rose  to  be  a 
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major  in  Rupert's  Horse.  Charles  Hart,  however,  was  at  this  period  only 
seventeen  years  of  age,  and  more  than  a  year  and  a  half  had  elapsed  since 
Rupert  had  been  ordered  beyond  sea,  for  his  weak  defence  of  Bristol. 
Rupert's  major  was,  probably,  that  very  "jolly  good  fellow"  with  whom 
Pepys  used  to  take  wine  and  anchovies  to  such  excess  as  to  make  it 
necessary  for  the  "girl"  to  rise  early,  and  fetch  her  sick  master  fresh 
water  wherewith  to  slake  his  thirst  in  the  morning. 

The  enrolment  of  actors  in  either  army  occurred  at  an  earlier  period, 
and  one  Hart  was  certainly  among  them.    Thus  Allen,  erst  of  the  Cock- 
pit, filled  the  part  of  quartermaster-general  to  the  king's  army  at  Oxford- 
Burt  became  a  cornet,  Shatterel  was  something  less  dignified  in  the 
same  branch  of  the  service,— the  cavalry.    These  survived  to  see  the  old 
curtain  once  more  drawn ;  but  record  is  made  of  the  death  of  one  gallant 
player,  said  to  be  Will  Robinson,  whom  doughty  Harrison  encountered  in 
fight,  and  through  whom  he  passed  his  terrible  sword,  shouting  at  the  same 
time :  "  Cursed  is  he  that  doeth  the  work  of  the  Lord  negligently ! "  This 
serious  bit  of  stage  business  would  have  been  more  dramatically  arranged 
had  Robinson  been  encountered  by  Swanston,  a  player  of  Presbyterian  ten- 
dencies, who  served  in  the  Parliamentary  army.    A  "  terrific  broad-sword 
combat"  between  the  two  might  have  been  an  encounter  at  which  both 
armies  might  have  looked  on  with  interest,  and  supported  by  applause.  Of 
the  military  fortunes  of  the  actors  none  was  so  favourable  as  brave  little 
Mohun's,  who  crossed  to  Flanders,  returned  a  major,  and  wa3  subsequently 
set  down  in  the  "  cast "  under  his  military  title.    Old  Taylor  retired,  with 
that  original  portrait  of  Shakspeare  to  solace  him,  which  was  to  pass,  by 
the  hands  of  Davenant,  to  that  glory  of  our  stage,  "  incomparable  Better- 
ton."    Pollard,  too,  withdrew,  and  lusty  Lowin,  after  a  time,  kicked  both 
sock  and  buskin  out  of  sight,  clapped  on  an  apron,  and  appeared,  with 
well-merited  success,  as  landlord  of  the  Three  Pigeons,  at  Brentford. 

Meanwhile  there  was  a  most  obstinate  pursuit  of  the  drama  under 
difficulties,  and  great  wrong  complained  of  by  the  actors.  These  could  not 
comprehend  why  their  office  was  suppressed,  while  the  bear-baiters  were 
putting  money  in  both  pockets,  and  non-edifying  puppet-shows  were 
enriching  their  proprietors.  If  Shakspeare  was  driven  from  Blackfriars 
and  the  Cockpit,  was  it  fair  to  allow  Bel  and  the  Dragon  to  be  enacted  by 
dolls,  at  the  foot  of  Holborn  Bridge  ?  The  players  were  told  that  the 
public  would  profit  by  the  abolition  of  their  vocation.  Loose  young 
gentlemen,  fast  merchant-factors,  and  wild  young  apprentices  were  no 
longer  to  be  seen,  it  was  said,  hanging  about  the  theatres,  spending  all 
their  spare  money,  much  that  they  could  not  spare,  and  not  a  little  which 
was  not  theirs  to  spend.  It  was  uncivilly  suggested  that  the  actors  were 
a  merry  sort  of  thieves,  who  used  to  attach  themselves  to  the  puny  gallants 
who  sought  their  society,  and  strip  them  of  the  gold  pieces  in  their 
pouches,  the  bodkin  on  their  thighs,  the  girdles  buckled  to  give  them 
shape,  and  the  very  beavers  jauntily  plumed  to  lend  them  grace  and 
stature. 
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In  some  of  the  streets  by  the  river  side  a  tragedy  king  or  two  found 
refuge  with  kinsfolk.  The  old  theatres  stood  erect  and  desolate,  and 
the  owners,  with  hands  in  empty  pockets,  asked  how  they  were  to  bo 
expected  to  pay  ground-rent,  now  that  they  earned  nothing?  whereas 
their  afternoon-share  used  to  be  twenty — ay,  thirty  shillings,  sir  I  And 
sec,  the  nag  is  still  flying  above  the  old  house  over  the  water,  and  a  lad 
who  erst  played  under  it  looks  up  at  the  banner  with  a  proud  sorrow.  An 
elder  actor  puts  his  hands  on  the  lad's  shoulder,  and  cries  :  "  Before  the 
old  scene  is  on  again,  boy,  thy  face  will  be  as  battered  as  the  flag  there  on 
the  roof-top  ! "  And  as  this  elder  actor  passes  on,  he  has  a  word  with  a 
poor  fellow-mime  who  has  been  less  provident  than  he,  and  whose  present 
necessities  he  relieves  according  to  his  means,  Near  them  stand  a  couple 
of  deplorable-looking  "  door-keepers,"  or,  as  we  should  call  them  now, 
"  money-takers,"  and  the  well-to-do  ex-actor  has  his  allusive  joke  at  their 
old  rascality,  and  affects  to  condole  with  them  that  the  time  is  gone  by 
when  they  used  to  scratch  their  neck  where  it  itched  not,  and  then 
dropped  shilling  and  half-crown  pieces  behind  their  collars !  But  they 
were  not  the  only  poor  rogues  who  suffered  by  revolution.  That  slip- 
shod tapster,  whom  a  guest  is  cudgelling  at  a  tavern-door,  was  once  the 
proudest  and  most  extravagantly-dressed  of  the  tobacco-men,  whose  notice 
the  smokers  in  the  pit  gingerly  entreated,  and  who  used  to  vend,  at  a  penny 
the  pipeful,  tobacco  that  was  not  worth  a  shilling  a  cart-load.  And 
behold  other  evidences  of  the  hardness  of  the  times !  Those  shuffling 
fiddlers  who  so  humbly  peer  through  the  low  windows  into  the  tavern 
room, and  meekly  inquire :  "  Will  you  have  any  music,  gentlemen? "  they 
are  tuneful  relics  of  the  band  who  were  wont  to  shed  harmony  from  the 
balcony  above  the  stage,  and  play  in  fashionable  houses,  at  the  rate  of  ten 
shillings  for  each  hour.  Now}  they  shamble  about  in  pairs,  and  resignedly 
accept  the  smallest  dole,  and  think  mournfully  of  the  time  when  they 
heralded  the  coming  of  kings,  and  softly  tuned  the  dirge  at  the  burying 
of  Ophelia  1 

Even  these  have  pity  to  spare  for  a  lower  class  than  themselves, — the 
journeymen  playwrights,  whom  the  managers  once  retained  at  an  annual 
stipend  and  "  beneficial  second  nights."  The  old  playwrights  were  fuin  to 
turn  pamphleteers,  but  their  works  sold  only  for  a  penny,  and  that  is  the 
reason  why  those  two  Bhabby-genteel  people,  who  have  just  nodded  sorrow- 
fully to  the  fiddlers,  are  not  joyously  tippling  sack  and  Gascony  wine,  but 
are  imbibing  unorthodox  ale  and  heretical  small  beer.  "  Omnibus  graviora 
cothurnis  I "  murmurs  the  old  actor,  whose  father  was  a  schoolmaster ; 
"  it's  more  pitiful  than  any  of  your  tragedies  I  " 

This  picture  is  no  counterfeit  presentment.  It  is  true  limning.  The 
distress  was  severe,  but  the  profession  had  to  abide  it.  Much  amendment 
Mas  promised,  if  only  something  of  the  old  life  might  be  pursued  without 
peril  of  the  stocks  or  the  whipping-post.  The  authorities  would  not  heed 
these  promises,  but  grimly  smiled, — at  the  actors,  who  undertook  to  pro- 
mote virtue  ;  the  poets,  who  engaged  to  be  proper  of  speech ;  the  managers, 
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who  bound  themselves  to  prohibit  the  entrance  of  all  temptations  into 
"  the  sixpenny  rooms ; "  and  the  tobacco-men,  who  swore  with  earnest 
irreverence,  to  vend  nothing  but  the  pure  Spanish  leaf,  even  in  the  three- 
penny galleries. 

The  distressed  actors  who  had  not  been  fortunate  enough  to  obtain 
military  engagements,  or  other  occupation,  did  not  lose  heart  under  their 
difficulties.  While  the  king  was  alive  they  seemed  to  have  kept  up 
their  courage,  and  making  the  best  of  a  poor  season  looked,  not  altogether 
patiently,  perhaps,  for  more  favourable  times. 

But  the  tragedy  which  ended  with  the  killing  of  the  king  gave  sad 
hearts  to  the  comedians,  who  were  in  worse  plight  than  before,  being  now 
deprived  of  hope  itself.  One  or  two  contrived  to  print  and  sell  old  plays 
for  their  own  benefit ;  a  few  authors  continued  to  add  a  new  piece,  now 
and  then,  to  the  stock,  and  that  there  were  readers  for  them  we  may  con- 
jecture from  the  fact  of  the  advertisements  which  began  to  appear  in  the 
pipers, — sometimes  of  the  publication  of  a  solitary  play,  at  another  of  the 
entire  dramatic  works  of  that  most  noble  lady,  the  Marchioness  of  New- 
castle. The  actors  themselves  united  boldness  with  circumspection. 
Richard  Cox,  dropping  the  words  play  and  player,  constructed  a  mixed 
entertainment  in  which  he  spoke  and  sang,  and,  on  one  occasion  so  aptly- 
mimicked  the  character  of  an  artisan,  that  a  master  in  the  craft  kindly 
and  earnestly  offered  to  engage  him.  During  the  suppression,  Cowley's 
Guardian  was  privately  played  at  Cambridge.  The  authorities  would 
seem  to  have  winked  at  these  private  representations,  or  to  have  declined 
noticing  them  until  after  the  expiration  of  the  period  within  which  the 
actors  were  exposed  to  punishment.  Too  great  audacity,  however,  was 
very  promptly  and  severely  visited,  from  the  earliest  days  after  the  issuing 
of  the  prohibitory  decree.  A  first-rate  troop  obtained  possession  of  the 
Cockpit  for  a  few  days,  in  1618.  They  had  played,  unmolested,  for  three 
days,  and  were  in  the  very  midst  of  the  Bloody  Brother,  on  the  fourth, 
when  the  house  was  invaded  by  the  Puritan  soldiery,  the  actors  captured, 
the  audience  dispersed,  and  the  seats  and  the  stage  righteously  smashed 
into  fragments.  The  players  (some  of  them  among  the  most  accomplished 
of  their  day,)  were  paraded  through  the  streets  in  all  their  stage  finery,  and 
clapped  into  the  Gate  House  and  other  prisons,  whence  they  were  too  happy 
to  escape,  after  much  unseemly  treatment,  at  the  cost  of  all  the  theatrical 
property  which  they  had  carried  on  their  backs  into  durance  vile. 

This  severity,  visited  in  other  houses  as  well  as  the  Cockpit,  caused 
some  actors  to  despair,  while  it  rendered  others  only  a  little  more  discreet. 
Rhodes,  the  old  prompter  at  Blackfriars,  turned  bookseller,  and  opened  a 
shop  at  Charing  Cross.  There,  he  and  one  Betterton,  an  ex-uncJcr-cook 
in  the  kitchen  of  Charles  I.,  who  lived  in  Tothill  Street,  talked  mournfully 
over  the  past,  and,  according  to  their  respective  humours,  of  the  future. 
The  cook's  sons  listened  the  while,  and  one  of  them  especially  took  delight 
in  hearing  old  stories  of  players,  and  in  cultivating  an  acquaintance  with 
the  old  theatrical  bookseller.    In  the  neighbourhood  of  the  ex-prompter's 
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jbep,  knots  of  very  slenderly  built  players  used  to  congregate  at  certain 
seasons.  A  delegate  from  their  number  might  be  seen  whispering  to  the 
citizen  captain  in  command  at  Whitehall,  who,  as  wicked  people  reported, 
consented  for  a  "  consideration  "  not  to  bring  his  red-coats  down  to  the 
Bull  or  other  localities  where  private  stages  were  erected, — especially 
daring  the  time  of  Bartholomew  Fair,  Christmas  and  other  joyous  tides. 
To  his  shame  be  it  recorded,  the  captain  occasionally  broke  his  promise, 
w  the  poor  actors  had  fallen  short  in  their  purchase-money  of  his  pledge, 
and  in  the  very  middle  of  the  piece,  the  little  theatre  would  be  invaded, 
and  the  audience  be  rendered  subject  to  as  much  virtuous  indignation  as 
the  actors. 

The  cause  of  the  latter,  however,  found  supporters  in  many  of  the 
members  of  the  aristocracy.    Close  at  hand,  near  Rhodes's  shop,  lived 
Ixrrd  Hntton,  first  of  the  four  peers  so  styled.    His  house  was  in  Scotland 
Yard.    His  lands  had  gone  by  forfeiture,  but  the  proud  old  Cheshire  land- 
owner cared  more  for  the  preservation  of  the  deed  by  which  he  and  his 
ancestors  had  held  them,  than  he  did  for  the  loss  of  the  acres  themselves. 
Hatton  was  the  employer,  so  to  speak,  of  Dugdale,  and  the  patron  of 
literary  men  and  of  actors,  and — it  must  be  added — of  very  frivolous 
company  besides.    lie  devoted  much  time  to  the  preparation  of  a  Book  of 
Psalms  and  the  ill-treatment  of  his  wife  ;  and  was  altogether  an  eccentric 
personage,  for  he  recommended  Lambert's  daughter  as  a  personally  and 
politically  suitable  wife  for  Charles  II.,  and  afterwards  discarded  his  own 
eldest  son  for  marrying  that  incomparable  lady.    In  Hatton,  the  players 
bad  a  supreme  patron  in  town ;  and  they  found  friends  as  serviceable  to 
them  in  the  noblemen  and  gentlemen  residing  a  few  miles  from  the  capital. 
These  patrons  opened  their  houses  to  the  actors,  for  stage  representations ; 
but  even  this  private  patronage  had  to  be  distributed  discreetly.  Goffe, 
the  light-limbed  lad  who  used  to  play  women's  parts  at  the  "  Blackfriars," 
was  generally  employed  as  messenger  to  announce  individually  to  the 
audience  when  they  were  to  assemble,  and  to  the  actors  the  time  and 
place  for  the  play.    One  of  the  mansions  wherein  these  dramatic  entertain- 
ments were  most  frequently  given,  was  Holland  House,  Kensington.  It 
was  then  hold  and  inhabited  by  the  widowed  countess  of  that  unstable 
Earl  of  Holland,  whose  head  had  fallen  on  the  scaffold,  in  March,  1649  ; 
but  this  granddaughter  of  old  Sir  Walter  Cope,  who  lost  Camden  House 
at  cards  to  a  Cheapsidc  mercer,  Sir  Baptist  Hicks,  was  a  strong:minded 
woman,  and  perhaps  found  some  consolation  in  patronizing  tho  pleasures 
which  the  enemies  of  her  defunct  lord  so  stringently  prohibited.  When 
the  play  was  over,  a  collection  was  made  among  the  noble  spectators, 
whose  contributions  were  divided  between  the  players,  according  to  the 
measure  of  their  merits.     This  done,  they  wended  their  way  down  the 
avenue  to  the  high  road,  where  probably,  on  some  bright  summer  after- 
n<x>n,  if  a  part  of  them  prudently  returned  afoot  to  town,  a  joyous  but  less 
prudent  fcw  "  padded  it "  to  Brentford,  and  made  a  short  but  glad  uight 
of  it  with  their  brother  of  the  "  Three  Pigeons." 
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At  the  most  this  was  but  a  poor  life ;  but  such  as  it  was,  the  players 
were  obliged  to  make  the  best  of  it.  If  they  were  impatient,  it  was  not 
without  some  reason,  for  though  Oliver  despised  the  stage,  he  could  con- 
descend to  laugh  at  and  with  men  of  less  dignity  in  their  vocation  than 
actors.  Buffoonery  was  not  entirely  expelled  from  his  otherwise  grave 
court.  At  the  marriage  festival  of  his  daughter  Frances  and  his  son-in- 
law  Mr.  Rich,  the  Protector  would  not  tolerate  the  utterance  of  a  line 
from  Shakspeare,  expressed  from  the  lips  of  a  player ;  but  there  were 
hired  buffoons  at  that  entertainment,  which  they  well-nigh  brought  to  a 
tragical  conclusion.  A  couple  of  these  saucy  fellows  seeing  Sir  Thomas 
Hillingsley,  the  old  gentleman-usher  to  the  Queen  of  Bohemia,  gravely 
dancing,  sought  to  excite  a  laugh  by  trying  to  blacken  his  face  with  a 
burnt  cork.  The  high-bred,  solemn  old  gentleman  was  so  aroused  to 
anger  by  this  unseemly  audacity,  that  he  drew  his  dagger,  and,  but  for 
swift  interference,  would  have  run  it  beneath  the  fifth  rib  of  the  most 
active  of  his  rude  assailants.  On  this  occasion,  Cromwell  himself  was 
almost  as  lively  as  the  hired  jesters ;  snatching  off  the  wig  of  his  son 
Richard,  he  feigned  to  fling  it  in  the  fire,  but  suddenly  passing  the  wig 
under  him,  and  seating  himself  upon  it,  he  pretended  that  it  had  been 
destroyed,  amid  the  servile  applause  of  the  edified  spectators.  The  actors 
might  reasonably  have  argued  that  Hamlet  in  Scotland  Yard  or  at 
Holland  House  was  a  more  worthy  entertainment  than  such  grown-up 
follies  in  the  gallery  at  Whitehall. 

Those  follies  ceased  to  be ;  Oliver  had  passed  away,  and  Richard  had 
laid  down  the  greatness  which  had  never  sat  well  upon  him.  Important 
changes  were  at  hand,  and  the  merry  rattle  of  Monk's  drums  coming  up 
Gray's  Inn  Road,  and  welcomed  by  thousands  of  dusty  spectators, 
announced  no  more  cheering  prospect  to  any  class  than  to  the  actors. 
The  Oxford  vintners  son,  Will  Davenant,  might  be  seen  bustling  about  in 
happy  hurry,  eagerly  showing  young  Betterton  how  Taylor,  the  original 
Hamlet,  used  to  play  that  part  under  the  instruction  of  the  author, 
Mr.  Shakspeare,  and  announcing  bright  days  at  hand  to  open-mouthed 
Kynaston,  ready  at  a  moment's  warning  to  leap  over  his  master's  counter, 
and  take  his  standing  at  the  balcony  as  the  smooth-cheeked  Juliet. 

Meanwhile,  that  master,  beaming  old  Rhodes,  with  a  head  full  of  old 
memories  of  the  joyous  Blackfriars'  days,  and  the  merry  afternoons  over 
the  water,  at  the  Globe,  leaving  bis  once  apprentice,  Betterton,  listening 
to  Davenant's  stage  histories,  and  Kynaston,  not  yet  out  of  his  time, 
longing  to  flaunt  it  before  the  footlights,  took  his  own  way  to  Hyde  Park, 
where  Monk  was  encamped,  and  there  obtained,  in  due  time,  from  that 
far-seeing  individual,  licence  to  once  more  raise  the  theatrical  flag,  enrol 
the  actors,  light  up  the  stage,  and,  in  a  word,  revive  the  English  theatre. 
In  a  few  days  the  drama  commenced  its  new  career  in  the  Cockpit,  in 
Drury  Lane ;  and  this  fact  seemed  so  significant  as  to  the  character  of 
General  Monk's  tastes  that,  subsequently,  when  he  and  the  Council  of 
State  dined  in  the  city  halls,  the  companies  treated  their  guests,  after 
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dinner,  with  satirical  farces,  such  as  Citizen  and  Soldier,  Country  Tom 
a*d  City  Dick,  with,  as  the  newspapers  inform  us,  "  dancing  and  singing, 
man?  shapes  and  ghosts,  and  the  like ;  and  all  to  please  his  Excellency 
the  Lord  General." 

The  English  stage  owes  a  debt  of  gratitude  to  both  Monk  and  Rhodes. 
Tie  former  made  glorious  summer  of  the  actors'  winter  of  discontent ; 
and  the  latter  inaugurated  the  Restoration  by  introducing  young  Bctterton. 
The  son  of  Charles  the  First's  cook  was,  for  fifty-one  years,  the  pride  of 
the  English  theatre.    His  acting  was  witnessed  by  more  than  one  old 
contemporary  of  Shakspeare, — the  poet's  younger  brother  being  among 
them, — he  surviving  till  shortly  after  the  accession  of  Charles  the  Second ; 
and  a  few  of  Betterton's  younger  fellow-actors  lived  to  speak  of  his  great 
glory  to  old  stagers  who  were  loquacious  in  the  early  days  of  elderly  men 
jet  paying  scot  and  lot  among  us.    The  frozen-out  actors  warmed  into  life 
and  laughter  again  beneath  the  sunshine  of  his  presence.    His  dignity,  his 
marvellous  talent,  his  versatility,  his  imperishable  fame,  are  all  well  known 
tod  acknowledged.    His  industry  is  indicated  by  the  fact  that  he  created 
one  hundred  and  thirty  new  characters  !    Among  them  were  Jaffier  and 
Valentine,  three  Virginiuses,  and  Sir  John  Brute.    He  was  as  mirthful  in 
Falslaf  as  he  was  majestic  in  Alexander;  and  the  craft  of  his  Ulysses,  the 
grace  and  passion  of  his  Hamlet,  the  terrible  force  of  his  Othello,  were  not 
more  remarkable  than  the  low  comedy  of  his  Old  Bachelor,  the  airyness  of 
his  Woodville,  or  the  cowardly  bluster  of  his  Thersites.    The  old  actors  who 
bad  been  frozen  out,  and  the  new  who  had  much  to  learn,  could  not  have 
rallied  round  a  more  noble  or  a  worthier  chief ;  for  Betterton  was  not  a 
greater  actor  than  he  was  a  true  and  honourable  gentleman.    Only  for  him 
the  old  frozen-outs  would  have  fared  but  badly.    He  enriched  himself  and 
them,  and,  as  long  as  he  lived,  gave  dignity  to  his  profession.    The  humble 
lad,  born  in  Tothill  Street,  before  monarchy  and  the  stage  went  down,  had 
a  royal  funeral  in  Westminster  Abbey,  after  dying  in  harness  almost  in 
sight  of  the  lamps.    He  deserved  no  less,  for  he  was  the  king  of  an  ait 
which  had  well-nigh  perished  in  the  Commonwealth  times,  and  he  was  a 
monarch  who  probably  has  never  since  had,  altogether,  his  equal.  '  Off, 
aa  on  the  stage,  he  was  exemplary  in  his  bearing  ;  true  to  every  duty  ;  as 
good  a  country-gentleman  on  his  farm  in  Berkshire  as  he  was  perfect  actor 
in  town ;  pursuing  with  his  excellent  wife  the  even  tenor  of  his  way; 
not  tempted  by  the  vices  of  his  time,  nor  disturbed  by  its  politics  ;  not 
tippling  like  Underhill,  not  plotting  and  betraying  the  plotters  against 
William,  like  Goodman,  nor  carrying  letters  for  a  costly  fee  between 
London  and  St.  Gennains,  like  Scudamore.    If  there  had  been  a  leading 
player  on  the  stage  in  1647,  with  the  qualities,  public  and  private,  which 
distinguished  Betterton,  there  perhaps  would  have  been  a  less  severe 
ordinance  than  that  which  inflicted  so  much  misery  on  the  "frozen -out 
actors." 

VOL.  V. — KO.  26.  9 
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chapter  xix. 
George  Robinson's  Marriaoe. 

Thus  ended  George  Robinson's  dream  of  love.  Never  again  will  he 
attempt  that  phase  of  life.  Beauty  to  him  in  future  *hall  be  a  thing  oq 
which  the  eye  may  rest  with  satisfaction,  as  it  may  on  the  sculptor'* 
chiselled  marble,  or  on  the  varied  landscape.  It  shall  be  a  tiling  to  look 
at,— possibly  to  possess.  But  for  the  future  George  Robinson's  heart  shall 
be  his  own.  George  Robinson  is  now  wedded,  and  he  will  admit  of  no 
second  wife.  On  that  same  Tuesday  which  was  to  have  seen  him  made 
the  legal  master  of  Maryanne's  charms,  he  vowed  to  lumself  that  Com- 
merce should  be  his  bride  ;  and,  as  in  the  dead  of  night  he  stood  on 
the  top  of  the  hill  of  Ludgate,  he  himself,  as  high-priest,  performed  the 
ceremony.  "  Yes,"  said  he  on  that  occasion,  "  O  goddess,  here  I  devote 
myself  to  thy  embraces,  to  thine  and  thine  only.  To  live  for  thee  shall 
satisfy  both  my  heart  and  my  ambition.  If  thou  wilt  be  kind,  no  softer 
loveliness  shall  be  desired  by  me.  George  Robinson  has  never  been 
untrue  to  his  vows,  nor  shalt  thou,  O  my  chosen  one,  find  him  so  now. 
For  thee  will  I  labour,  straining  every  nerve  to  satisfy  thy  wishes. 
Woman  shall  henceforward  be  to  me  a  doll  for  the  adornment  of  whose 
back  it  will  be  my  business  to  sell  costly  ornaments.  In  no  other  light 
will  I  regard  the  loveliness  of  her  form.  O  sweet  Commerce,  teach  me 
thy  lessons !  Let  me  ever  buy  in  the  cheapest  market  and  sell  in  the 
dearest.  Let  me  know  thy  hidden  ways,  and  if  it  be  that  I  am  destined 
for  future  greatness,  and  may  choose  the  path  by  which  it  shall  be  reached, 
it  is  not  great  wealth  at  which  I  chiefly  aim.  Let  it  rather  be  said  of 
me  that  I  taught  the  modern  world  of  trade  the  science  of  advertise- 
ment." 

Thus  did  he  address  his  new  celestial  bride,  and  as  he  spoke  a 
passing  cloud  rolled  itself  away  from  before  the  moon's  face,  and  the 
great  luminary  of  the  night  shone  down  upon  his  upturned  lace.  44  I 
accept  the  omen,"  said  Robinson,  with  lightened  heart;  and  from  that 
moment  his  great  hopes  never  again  altogether  failed  him,  though  he  was 
doomed  to  pass  through  scorching  fires  of  commercial  disappointment. 

But  it  must  not  be  supposed  that  he  was  able  to  throw  off  his  passion 
for  Maryanne  Brown  without  a  great  inward  struggle.  Up  to  that 
moment,  in  which  he  found  Brisket  in  Mr.  Brown's  room,  and,  as  he 


Digitized  by  Google 


TIIE  STRUGGLES  OF  BROWN,  JONES,  AND  ROBINSON.  179 


stood  for  a  moment  on  the  landing-place,  heard  that  inquiry  made  as  to 
the  use  of  his  name,  he  had  believed  that  Maryanne  would  at  last  be 
true  to  him.  Poppins,  indeed,  had  hinted  his  suspicions,  but  in  the  way 
of  prophecy  Poppins  was  a  Cassandra,  Poppins  saw  a  good  deal  with 
thoso  twinkling  eves  of  his,  but  Robinson  did  not  trust  to  the  wisdom  of 
Poppins.  Up  to  that  hour  he  had  believed  in  Maryanne,  and  then  in 
the  short  flash  of  an  instant  the  truth  had  come  upon  him.  She  had 
nrain  promised  herself  to  Brisket,  if  Brisket  would  only  take  her.  Let 
Brisket  have  her  if  he  would.  A  minute's  thought  was  sufficient  to 
bring  him  to  this  resolve.  But  honrs  of  scorching  torment  must  be 
endured  ere  he  could  again  enjoy  the  calm  working  of  a  sound  mind  in  a 
sound  body. 

It  has  been  told  how  in  the  ecstasy  of  his  misery  he  poured  out  the 
sorrows  of  his  bleeding  heart  before  his  brethren  at  the  debating  club. 
They,  with  that  ready  sympathy  which  they  always  evince  for  the  success 
or  failure  of  any  celebrated  brother,  at  once  adjourned  themselves  ;  and 
Robinson  walked  out,  followed  at  a  distance  by  tho  faithful  Poppins. 

"George,  old  fellow!"  said  the  latter,  touching  his  friend  on  the 
shoulder,  at  the  corner  of  Bridge  Street. 

"Leave  me  I"  exclaimed  Robinson.  "Do  not  pry  into  sorrows 
which  you  cannot  understand.  I  would  be  alone  with  myself  this 
night." 

"  You'd  be  better  if  you'd  come  to  the  Mitre,  and  smoke  a  pipe," 
said  Poppins. 

"  Pipe  me  no  pipe? ,"  said  Robinson. 

"  Oh,  come.  You'd  better  quit  that,  and  take  it  easy.  After  all, 
isn't  it  betteT  so,  than  you  should  find  her  out  when  it  was  too  late  ? 
There's  many  would  be  glad  to  have  your  chance." 

"  Man  !"  shouted  Robinson,  and  as  he  did  so  he  turned  round  upon 
his  friend  and  seized  him  by  the  collar  of  his  coat.  "  I  loved  that  woman. 
Forty  thousand  Poppins  could  not,  with  all  their  quantity  of  love,  make 
up  my  sum." 

"  Very  likely  not,"  said  Poppins. 

"  Would'st  thou  drink  up  Esil  ?    Would'st  thou  eat  a  crocodile  ?  " 
"  Heaven  forbid,"  said  Poppins. 

"  I'll  do  it.    And  if  thou  prate  of  mountains  " 

«  But  I  didn't." 

"  No,  Poppins,  no.  That's  true.  Though  I  should  be  Hamlet,  yet 
art  not  thou  Laertes.    But  Poppins,  thou  art  Horatio." 

"  I'm  Thomas  Poppins,  old  fellow ;  and  I  mean  to  stick  to  you  till  I 
see  you  safe  in  bed." 

"Thou  art  Horatio,  for  I've  found  thee  honest.  There  are  more 
things  in  heaven  and  earth,  Horatio,  than  are  dreamed  of  in  our 
philosophy." 

"  Come,  old  fellow." 

"  Poppins,  give  me  that  man  that  is  not  passion's  slave,  and  I  will 
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wear  him  in  my  heart's  core  ;  ay,  in  my  heart  of  hearts,  as  I  do  thee." 
And  then,  falling  on  Poppins's  neck,  George  Robinson  embraced  him. 

"  You'll  be  better  after  that,"  said  Poppins.  "  Come,  let's  have  a 
little  chat  over  a  drop  of  something  hot,  and  then  we'll  go  to  bed.  I'll 
stand  Sammy." 

"  Something  hot ! "  said  Robinson.  "  I  tell  you,  Poppins,  that  every- 
thing is  hot  to  me.  Here,  here  I'm  hot."  And  then  he  struck  his  breast. 
"And  yet  I'm  very  cold.  'Tis  cold  to  be  alone;  cold  to  have  lost  one's 
all.    Poppins,  I've  loved  a  harpy." 

"  I  believe  you're  about  right  there,"  said  Poppins. 

"  A  harpy  1  Her  nails  will  grow  to  talons,  and  on  her  feet  are  hoofs. 
Within  she  is  horn  all  over.  There's  not  a  drop  of  blood  about  her  heart. 
Oh,  Poppins ! " 

"  You're  very  well  out  of  it,  George.  But  yet  I'm  sorry  for  you.  I 
am,  indeed." 

"  Aud  now,  good-night.    This  way  is  mine ;  yours  there." 
"  What !  to  the  bridge  ?    No ;  I'm  blessed  if  you  do  ;  at  any  rats 
not  alone." 

"  Poppins,  tell  me  this ;  was  Hamlet  mad,  or  did  he  feign  so  ?  " 

"  Faith,  very  likely  the  latter.  Many  do  that  now.  There  are  better 
rations  in  Bedlam,  than  in  any  of  the  gaols; — let  alone  the  workhouses." 

"  Ay ;  go  mad  for  rations  1  There's  no  feigning  there,  Poppins.  The 
world  is  doing  that.  But,  Poppins,  Hamlet  feigned ;  and  so  do  I.  La 
the  wind  blow  as  it  may,  I  know  a  hawk  from  a  handsaw.  Therefor* 
you  need  not  fear  me." 

"  I  don't ;  but  I  won't  let  you  go  on  to  that  bridge  alone.  You'll  be 
tinging  that  song  of  a  suicide,  till  you're  as  low  as  low.  Come  and  drink 
a  drop  of  something,  and  wish  Brisket  joy  with  his  wife." 

"  I  will,"  said  Robinson.  And  so  the  two  went  to  the  Mitre ;  and 
there,  comforted  by  the  truth  and  honesty  of  his  friend,  Robinson  resolved 
that  he  would  be  weak  no  longer,  but,  returning  at  once  to  his  work, 
would  still  struggle  on  to  rescue  the  house  of  Brown,  Jones,  and  Robinson 
from  that  bourne  of  bankruptcy  to  which  it  was  being  hurried  by  the 
incompetency  of  his  partners. 

The  following  day  was  Sunday,  and  he  rose  at  twelve  with  a  racking 
headache.  He  had  promised  to  take  a  chop  with  his  friend  at  two,  and  at 
that  hour  he  presented  himself,  with  difficulty,  at  Mrs.  Poppins's  room. 
She  was  busy  laying  the  cloth  as  he  entered,  but  his  friend  was  seated, 
half-dressed,  unshorn,  pale,  and  drooping,  in  an  old  arm-chair  near  the 
window. 

"  It's  a  shame  for  you,  George  Robinson,"  said  the  lady,  as  he  entered, 
u  so  it  is.  Look  at  that,  for  a  father  of  a  family, — coming  home  at  three 
o'clock  in  the  morning,  and  not  able  to  make  his  way  upstairs  till  I  went 
down  and  fetched  him  1 " 

44 1  told  her  that  we  were  obliged  to  sit  out  the  debate,"  said  Poppins, 
winking  eagerly  at  his  friend. 
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44  Debate,  indeed  I  A  parcel  of  geese  as  you  call  yourself— only  geese 
go  to  bed  betimes,  and  never  get  beastly  drunk,  as  you  was,  Poppins." 

"  I  took  a  bit  of  stewed  cheese,  which  always  disagrees  with  me." 

44  Stewed  cheese  never  disagrees  with  you  when  I'm  with  you.  I'll 
tell  you  what  it  is,  Poppins ;  if  you  ain't  at  home  and  in  bed  by  eleven 
o'clock  next  Saturday,  I'll  go  down  to  the  Goose  and  Gridiron,  and  I'll 
i»ave  that  old  Grand  out  of  his  chair.  That's  what  I  will.  I  suppose 
tout  re  so  bad  you  can't  eat  a  bit  of  nothing."  In  answer  to  which, 
Robinson  said  that  he  did  not  feel  himself  to  be  very  hungry. 

44  It's  a  blessing  to  Maryanne  to  have  lost  you :  that's  what  it  is." 

"  Stop,  woman,"  said  Robinson. 

41  Don't  you  woman  me  any  womans.  I  know  what  stuff  you're  mad« 
of.  It's  a  blessing  for  her  not  to  have  to  do  with  a  man  who  conies  hom« 
roaring  drunk,  like  a  dead  log,  at  three  o'clock  in  the  morning." 

44  Now,  Polly,  "  began  poor  Poppins. 

41  Oh,  ah,  Polly  !  Yes.  Polly's  very  well.  But  it  was  a  bad  day  for 
Polly  when  she  first  sat  eyes  on  you.  There  was  Sergeant  MacNash 
never  took  a  drop  too  much  in  bis  life.  And  you're  worse  than  Robinson 
ten  times.  He's  got  no  children  at  home,  and  no  wife.  If  he  kills  himself 
with  tobacco  and  gin,  nobody  will  be  much  the  worse.  I  know  one 
who's  got  well  out  of  it  anyway.  And  now,  if  either  of  you  are  able  to 
eat,  you  can  come."  Robinson  did  not  much  enjoy  his  afternoon,  but  the 
scenes,  as  tbey  passed,  served  to  reconcile  him  to  that  lonely  life  which 
must,  henceforward,  be  his  fate.  What  was  there  to  enjoy  in  the  fate  of 
Poppins,  and  what  in  the  proposed  happiness  of  Brisket  ?  Could  not  a 
man  be  sufficient  for  himself  alone  ?  Was  there  aught  of  pleasantness  in 
that  grinding  tongue  of  his  friend's  wife  ?  Should  not  one's  own  flesh — 
the  bone  of  one's  bone — bind  up  one's  bruises,  pouring  in  balm  with  a 
gentle  hand  ?  Poppins  was  wounded  sorely  about  the  head  and  stomach, 
and  of  what  nature  was  the  balm  which  his  wife  administered  ?  Ho, 
Robinson,  had  longed  for  married  bliss,  but  now  he  longed  no  longer. 

On  the  following  Monday  and  Tuesday  he  went  silently  about  his 
work,  speaking  hardly  a  word  to  anybody.  Mr.  Brown  greeted  him  with 
an  apologetic  sigh,  and  Jones  with  a  triumphant  sneer ;  but  he  responded 
to  neither  of  them.  He  once  met  Maryanne  in  the  passage,  and  bowed  to 
her  with  a  low  salute,  but  he  did  not  speak  to  her.  He  did  not  speak  to 
her,  but  he  saw  the  colour  in  her  cheek,  and  watched  her  downcast  eye. 
He  was  still  weak  as  water,  and  had  she  clung  to  him  even  then,  he  would 
have  even  then  forgiven  her  1  But  she  passed  on,  and,  as  she  left  the 
house,  she  slammed  the  door  behind  her. 

A  little  incident  happened  on  that  day,  which  is  mentioned  to  show 
that,  even  in  his  present  frame  of  mind,  Robinson  was  able  to  take  advan- 
tage of  the  smallest  incident  on  behalf  of  his  firm.  A  slight  crowd  had 
U-cn  collected  round  the  door  in  the  afternoon,  for  there  had  been  a 
quarrel  between  Mr.  Jones  and  one  of  the  young  men,  in  which  loud 
words  had  reached  the  street,  and  a  baby,  which  a  woman  held  in  her 


Digitized  by  Google 


182     THE  STRUGGLES  OF  BROWN,  JONES,  AND  ROBINSON. 

aims,  had  been  somewhat  pressed  and  hurt.  As  soon  as  the  tidings 
reached  Robinson's  ears  lie  was  instantly  at  his  desk,  and  before  the 
trifling  accident  was  two  hours  passed,  the  following  bill  was  in  the 
printer's  hands  : — 

"  Caution  to  Mothers  ! — Motiicrs,  Beware  ! 
"  Three  suckling  infants  were  yesterday  pressed  to  death  in  their  mothers'  arms  by 
the  crowd  which  had  congregated  before  the  house  of  Brown,  Jones,  and  Robinson,  at 
Nine  times  Nine,  Bishopsgate  Street,  in  their  attempts  to  be  among  the  first  purchasers 
of  thut  wonderful  lot  of  cheap  but  yet  excellent  flannels,  which  B.,  J.f  and  R.  have 
jii>t  imported.  Such  flannels,  at  such  a  price,  were  never  before  offered  to  the  British 
public.  The  sale,  at  the  figures  quoted  below,  will  continue  for  three  days  more. 
"  Magenta  House" 

And  then  followed  the  list. 

It  had  chanced  that  Mr.  Brown  had  picked  up  a  lot  of  remnants  from 
a  wholesale  house  in  Hound.sditch,  and  the  genius  of  Robinson  immediately 
combined  that  fact  with  the  little  accident  above  mentioned. 


CHAPTER  XX. 

Showing  how  Mr.  Brisket  didn't  see  his  Wat. 

Then  two  months  passed  by,  and  the  summer  was  over.  Early  in  Sep- 
tember Mr.  Brown  had  been  taken  ill,  and  he  went  to  Margate  for  a 
fortnight  with  his  unmarried  daughter.  This  had  been  the  means  of 
keeping  Brisket  quiet  for  a  while  with  reference  to  that  sum  of  money 
which  he  was  to  receive,  and  had  given  a  reason  why  the  marriage  with 
him  should  not  be  performed  at  once.  On  Mr.  Brown's  return,  the  matter 
was  discussed,  and  Brisket  became  impatient.  But  the  middle  of  October 
had  come  before  any  steps  were  taken  to  which  it  will  be  necessary  to 
allude  in  the  annals  of  the  firm. 

At  that  time  Brisket,  on  two  successive  days,  was  closeted  with  his 
proposed  father-in-law,  and  it  was  evident  to  Robinson  that  after  each  of 
these  interviews  Mr.  Brown  was  left  in  an  unhappy  frame  of  mind.  At 
this  time  the  affairs  of  the  shop  were  not  absolutely  ruinous,— or 
would  not  have  been  so  had  there  been  a  proper  watch  kept  on  the  cash 
taken  over  the  counter.  The  heaviest  amounts  due  were  to  the  stationer, 
printer,  and  advertising  agents.  This  was  wrong,  for  such  people  of  course 
pre^s  for  their  money  ;  and  whatever  hitch  or  stoppage  there  may  be  in 
trade,  there  should,  at  any  rate,  be  no  hitch  or  stoppage  in  the  capability 
for  advertising.  For  the  goods  disposed  of  by  the  house  payments  had 
been  made,  if  not  with  absolute  punctuality  on  every  side,  at  any  rate  so 
fairly  that  some  supply  was  always  forthcoming.  The  account  at  the  bank 
had  always  been  low;  and,  though  a  few  small  bills  had  been  discounted, 
nothing  like  a  mercantile  system  of  credit  had  been  established.  All  this 
was  wrong,  and  had  already  betrayed  the  fact  that  Brown,  Jones,  and 
Robinson  were  little  people,  trading  in  a  little  way.    It  is  useless  to  con- 
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ceal  the  fact  now,  and  these  memoirs  would  fail  to  render  to  commerce 
that  service  which  is  expected  from  them,  were  the  truth  on  this  matter 
kept  back  from  the  public.  Brown,  Jones,  and  Robinson  had  not  soared 
upwards  into  the  empyrean  vault  of  commercial  greatness  on  eagle's  wings. 
There  arc  bodies  so  ponderous  in  their  nature,  that  for  them  no  eagle's 
wings  can  be  found.  The  firm  had  commenced  their  pecuniary  trans- 
actions on  a  footing  altogether  weak  and  unsubstantial.  They  had 
shown  their  own  timidity,  and  had  confessed,  by  the  nature  of  their 
fiscal  transactions,  that  they  knew  themselves  to  be  small.  To  their 
advertising  agents  they  should  never  have  been  behindhand  in  their  pay- 
ments for  one  day ;  but  they  should  have  been  bold  in  demanding  credit 
from  their  bank,  and  should  have  given  their  orders  to  the  wholesale 
houses  without  any  of  that  hesitation  or  reserve  which  so  clearly  indicates 
feebleness  of  purpose. 

But  in  spite  of  this  acknowledged  weakness,  a  brisk  trade  over  the 
counter  bad  been  produced ;  and  though  the  firm  had  never  owned  a  large 
stock,  an  unremitting  sale  was  maintained  of  small  goods,  such  as  ribbons, 
stockings,  handkerchiefs,  and  cotton  gloves.  The  Katakairion  shirts  also 
had  been  successful,  and  now  there  was  a  hope  that,  during  the  coming 
winter,  something  might  be  done  in  African  monkey  muffs.  At  that  time, 
therefore,  the  bill  of  the  house  at  three  months,  though  not  to  be  regarded  as 
a  bank-note,  was  not  absolutely  waste  paper.  How  far  Brisket's  eyes  were 
open  on  this  matter  cannot  now  be  said;  but  he  still  expressed  himself 
willing  to  take  one  hundred  pounds  in  cash,  and  the  remainder  of  Mary- 
anne's  fortune  in  the  bill  of  the  firm  at  three  months. 

And  then  Mr.  Brisket  made  a  third  visit  to  Bishopsgate  Street.  On  all 
these  occasions  he  passed  by  the  door  of  the  little  room  in  which  Robinson 
sat,  and  well  did  his  late  rival  know  his  ponderous  step.  His  late  rival ; 
for  Brisket  was  now  welcome  to  come  and  go.  "  Mr.  Brown  ! "  said  he, 
on  one  occasion,  "  I  have  come  here  to  have  a  settlement  about  this  thing 
at  once." 

"Tve  been  ill,  Brisket;  very  ill,  you  know,"  said  Mr.  Brown,  plead- 
ingly, "  and  I'm  not  strong  now." 

u  But  that  can't  make  no  difference  about  the  money.  Maryanne  is 
willing,  and  me  also.  When  Christmas  is  coming  on,  it's  a  busy  time 
in  our  trade,  and  I  can't  be  minding  that  sort  of  thing  then.  If  you've 
got  the  cash  ready,  and  that  bit  of  paper,  we'll  have  it  off  next  week." 

"  I've  never  spoken  to  him  about  the  paper ; w  and  Mr.  Brown,  as  he 
uttered  these  words,  pointed  down  towards  the  room  in  which  Robinson 
was  sitting. 

"  Then  you'd  better,"  said  Brisket.  "  For  I  shan't  come  here  again 
after  to-day.  I'll  see  it  out  now  one  way  or  the  other,  and  so  I've  told 
Maryanne." 

Mr.  Brown's  sigh  when  he  heard  these  words  was  prolonged  and  deep. 
"  You  heard  what  he  said  that  night,"  continued  Brisket.  "  You  ask 
him.    He's  game  for  anything  of  that  sort." 
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All  these  words  Robinson  had  overheard,  for  the  doors  of  the  tiro 
rooms  were  close  together,  and  neither  of  them  had  been  absolutely  closed. 
Now  was  the  moment  in  which  it  behoved  him  to  act.  No  false  delicacy 
as  to  the  nature  of  the  conversation  between  his  partner  and  that  partner's 
proposed  son-in-law  withheld  him;  but  rising  from  his  seat,  he  walked 
straight  into  the  upper  room. 

M  Here  he  is,  by  jingo,"  said  Brisket.    "  Talk  of  the  " 

"  Speak  of  an  angel  and  behold  his  wings,"  said  Robinson,  with  a  faint 
smile.  "  I  come  on  a  visit  which  might  befit  an  angel.  Mr.  Brown,  I 
consent  that  your  daughter's  dowry  shall  be  paid  from  the  funds  of  the 
firm." 

But  Mr.  Brown,  instead  of  expressing  his  thankful  gratitude,  as  irn 
expected,  winked  at  his  partner.  The  dull  Brisket  did  not  perceive  it, 
but  Robinson  at  once  knew  that  this  act  of  munificence  on  his  part  wai 
not  at  the  moment  pleasing  to  the  lady's  father. 

"  You're  a  trump,"  said  Brisket;  "  and  when  we're  settled  at  home  lifce, 
Maryanne  and  I  that  is,  I  hope  you'll  let  bygones  be  bygones,  and  come 
and  take  pot  luck  with  us  sometimes.  If  there's  a  tender  bit  of  steak 
about  the  place  it  shall  be  sent  to  the  kitchen  fire  when  you  show  your 
face." 

"Brisket,"  said  Robinson,  "there's  my  hand.  I've  loved  her.  I 
don't  deny  it.  But  you're  welcome  to  her.  No  woman  shall  ever  sit  at 
the  hearth  of  George  Robinson; — but  at  her  hearth  George  Robinson 
will  never  sit" 

"  You  shall  be  as  welcome  as  if  you  did,"  said  Brisket  ;  "  and  a  man 
can't  say  no  fairer." 

But  in  the  meantime  Mr.  Brown  still  continued  to  wink,  and  Robinson 
understood  that  his  consent  to  that  bill  transaction  was  not  in  truth 
desired.  "  Perhaps,  Mr.  Brisket,"  said  he,  "  as  this  is  a  matter  of  busi- 
ness, I  and  my  partner  had  better  discuss  it  for  a  moment  together.  We 
can  go  down  into  my  room,  Mr.  Brown." 

"  With  all  my  heart,"  said  Brisket.  "  But  remember  this,  both  of 
you  :  If  I  don't  see  my  way  before  I  leave  the  house,  I  don't  come  here 
any  more.  I  know  my  way  pretty  well  from  Aldersgate  Street,  and  Ym 
sick  of  the  road.  I've  been  true  to  my  word  all  along,  and  I'll  be  true 
to  the  end.  But  if  I  don't  see  my  way  before  I  leave  this  house, 
remember  I'm  off." 

"  You  shouldn't  have  said  that,"  whispered  Brown  to  his  partner  as 
soon  as  the  two  were  together. 

"  Why  not  ?  " 

"  The  money  won't  be  there  at  the  end  of  three  months,  not  if  we  paj 
them  other  things.  And  where's  the  hundred  pounds  of  ready  to  coine 
from?" 

"  That's  your  look-out." 

"  I  haven't  got  it,  George.  Jones  has  it,  I  know;  but  I  can't  get  it 
out  of  him." 
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"Jones  got  a  hundred  pounds!  And  where  Bhould  Jones  have 
jotten  it?" 

u  I  know  we  have  been  wrong,  George  ;  I  know  we  have.  But  you 
can't  wonder  at  me,  George ;  can  you  ?  I  did  bring  four  thousand  pounds 
iato it;  didn't  I?  " 

"And  now  you  haven't  got  a  hundred  pounds  I" 

"  If  I  have  it's  as  much  as  I  can  say.  But  Jones  has  it,  and  ever  so 
nnch  more.    If  Brisket  will  wait,  we  can  frighten  it  out  of  Jones." 

u  If  I  know  anything  of  human  nature,"  said  Robinson,  "  Brisket  will 
not  wait." 

"He  would,  if  you  hadn't  spoke  to  him  that  way.  He'd  say  he 
wouldn't,  and  go  away,  and  Maryanne  would  blow  up ;  but  I  should  have 
worked  the  money  out  of  Jones  at  last,  and  then  Brisket  would  have 
waited." 

When  Mr.  Brown  had  made  this  disclosure,  whispering  all  the  time  as 
he  leaned  his  head  and  shoulder  on  Robinson's  upright  desk,  they  both 
remained  silent  for  a  while.  "  We  have  been  wrong,"  he  had  said  ;  "  I 
bow  we  have."  And  Robinson,  as  he  heard  the  words,  perceived  that 
from  the  beginning  to  the  end  he  had  been  a  victim.  No  wonder  that  the 
badness  should  not  have  answered,  when  such  confessions  as  these  were 
»rung  from  the  senior  partner  1  But  the  fact  alleged  by  Mr.  Brown  in 
His  own  excuse  was  allowed  its  due  weight  by  Robinson,  even  at  that 
moment  Mr.  Brown  had  possessed  money — money  which  might  have 
made  lus  old  age  comfortable  and  respectable  in  obscurity.  It  was  not 
■uprising  that  he  should  be  anxious  to  keep  in  his  own  hand  some  small 
remnant  of  his  own  property.  But  as  for  Jones  !  What  excuse  could  be 
made  for  Jones !  Jones  had  been  a  thief ;  and  worse  than  ordinary  thieves, 
for  bis  thefts  were  committed  on  his  own  friends. 

"  And  he  has  got  the  money,"  said  Robinson. 

"  Oh,  yes ! "  said  Mr.  Brown,  "  there's  no  doubt  in  life  about  that." 

"  Then,  by  the  heaven  above  us,  he  shall  refund  it  to  the  firm  from 
which  he  has  stolen  it,"  shouted  Robinson,  striking  the  desk  with  his  fist 
u  he  did  so. 

"  Whifth,  George,  whish  ;  Brisket  will  hear  you." 

"Who  cares?  I  have  been  robbed  on  every  side  till  I  care  for 
nothing  I  What  is  Brisket  to  me,  or  what  is  your  daughter  ?  What  is 
*aything  ?  n 

"  But,  George  " 

u  Is  there  no  honesty  left  in  the  world,  Mr.  Brown  ?  That  there  is  no 
tae  I  had  already  learned.  Ah  me,  what  an  age  is  this  in  which  we  live ! 
Deceit,  deceit,  deceit ;  it  is  all  deceit  I " 

u  The  heart  of  a  man  is  very  deceitful,"  said  Mr.  Brown.  "  And  a 
woman's  especially." 

u  Delilah  would  have  been  a  true  wife  now-a-days.  But  never  mind. 
Ttat  man  is  still  there,  and  he  must  be  answered.  I  have  no  hundred 
Joondatogive  him." 
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"  No,  George,  no ;  we're  sure  of  that." 

44  When  this  business  is  broken  up,  as  broken  up  it  soon  will  be  " 

44  Oh,  George,  don't  say  so." 

44  Ay,  but  it  will.  Then  I  shall  walk  out  from  Magenta  House  with 
empty  pockets  and  with  clean  hands." 

44  But  think  of  me,  George.  I  had  four  thousand  pounds  when  we 
began.    Hadn't  I,  now?" 

44 1  do  think  of  you,  and  I  forgive  you.  Now  go  up  to  Brisket,  for  he 
will  want  his  answer.  I  can  assist  you  no  further.  My  name  is  still  left 
to  me,  and  of  that  you  may  avail  yourself.  But  as  for  money,  George 
Robinson  has  none." 

About  half  an  hour  after  that,  Mr.  Brisket  again  descended  the  stairs 
with  his  usual  ponderous  and  slow  step,  and  went  forth  into  the  street, 
shaking  the  dust  from  his  feet  as  he  did  so.  He  was  Bore  offended,  and 
vowed  in  his  heart  that  he  would  never  enter  that  house  again.  He  had 
pressed  Mr.  Brown  home  about  the  money ;  and  that  gentleman  had 
suggested  to  him,  first,  that  it  should  be  given  to  him  on  the  day  after  the 
marriage,  and  then  that  it  should  be  included  in  the  bill.  44  Yon  offered 
to  take  it  all  in  one  bill  before,  you  know,"  said  Mr.  Brown.  Hereupon 
Brisket  began  to  think  that  he  did  not  see  his  way  at  all,  and  finally  left 
the  house  in  great  anger. 

He  went  direct  from  thence  to  Mrs.  Poppins'  lodgings,  where  he  knew 
that  he  would  find  Miss  Brown.  Poppins  himself  was,  of  course,  at  his 
work,  and  the  two  ladies  were  together. 

44  I've  come  to  wish  you  good-by,"  he  said,  as  he  walked  into  the 
room. 

44  Laws,  Mr.  Brisket ! "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Popping. 

44  It's  all  up  about  this  marriage,  and  so  I  thought  it  right  to  cone 
and  tell  you.  I  began  straightforward,  and  I  mean  to  end  straight- 
forward." 

44  You  mean  to  say  you're  not  going  to  have  her,"  said  Mrs.  Poppins. 

44  Polly,  don't  make  a  fool  of  yourself,"  said  Maryanne.  44  Do  yon 
think  I  want  the  man.  Let  him  go."  And  then  he  did  go,  and  Miss 
Brown  was  left  without  a  suitor. 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

Mr.  Brown  is  taken  III. 

Brisket  kept  his  word,  and  never  entered  Magenta  House  again,  nor,  ai 
far  as  George  Robinson  is  aware,  has  he  seen  any  of  the  Brown  family 
from  that  day  on  which  he  gave  up  his  intended  marriage  to  this  present. 
For  awhile  Maryanne  Brown  protested  that  she  was  well  satisfied  that 
this  should  be  so.  She  declared  to  Mrs.  Poppins  that  the  man  was 
mercenary,  senseless,  uninteresting,  heavy,  and  brutal ;  and  though  in  the 
bosom  of  her  own  family  she  did  not  speak  out  with  equal  freedom,  yet 
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fan:  lime  to  time  she  droppod  words  to  show  that  she  was  not  breaking 
jfr  heart  lor  William  Brisket.  But  this  mood  did  not  last  long.  Before 
irjitcr  had  come  round  the  bitterness  of  gall  had  risen  within  her  heart, 
ad  when  Christmas  was  there  her  frame  of  mind  was  comfortable  neither 
ic  herself  nor  to  her  unfortunate  father. 

During  this  time  the  house  still  went  on.  Set  a  business  going,  and 
I:  is  astonishing  how  long  it  will  continue  to  move  by  the  force  of  mere 
Oafly  routine.  People  flocked  in  for  shirts  and  stockings,  and  young 
women  came  there  to  seek  their  gloves  and  ribbons,  although  but  little 
was  done  to  attract  them,  either  in  the  way  of  advertisement  or  of  excel- 
lence of  supply.  Throughout  this  wretched  month  or  two  Robinson 
knew  that  failure  was  inevitable,  and  with  this  knowledge  it  was  almost 
impossible  that  he  should  actively  engage  himself  in  his  own  peculiar 
branch  of  business.  There  was  no  confidence  between  the  partners. 
Jones  was  conscious  of  what  was  coming  and  was  more  eager  than  ever 
to  feather  his  own  nest.  But  in  these  days  Mr.  Brown  displayed  a 
terrible  activity.  lie  was  constantly  in  the  shop,  and  though  it  was 
evident  to  all  eyes  that  care  and  sorrow  were  heaping  upon  his  shoulders 
a  burden  which  he  could  hardly  bear,  ho  watched  his  son-in-law  with 
the  eyes  of  an  Argus.  It  was  terrible  to  see  him,  and  terrible,  alas,  to 
hear  him ;  for  nt  this  time  he  had  no  reserve  before  the  men  and  women 
engaged  behind  the  counters.  At  first  there  had  been  a  pretence  of  great 
Wtc  and  confidence,  but  this  was  now  all  over.  It  was  known  to  all  the 
staff  that  Mr.  Brown  watched  lus  son-in-law,  and  known  also  that  the 
youngest  partner  had  been  treated  with  injustice  by  them  both. 

They  in  the  shop,  and  even  Jones  himself,  knew  little  of  what  in 
tbese  days  was  going  on  upstairs.    But  Robinson  knew,  for  his  room 
was  close  to  that  in  which  Mr.  Brown  and  his  daughter  lived ;  and, 
moreover,  in  spite  of  the  ill-feeling  which  could  not  but  exist  between 
him  and  Miss  Brown,  he  passed  many  hours  in  that  room  with  her 
kiber.    The  bitterness  of  gall  had  now  risen  within  her  breast,  and  she 
tad  begun  to  realize  that  truth  which  must  be  so  terrible  for  a  woman, 
ttat  she  had  fallen  to  the  ground  between  two  stools.    It  is  a  truth  ter- 
rible to  a  woman.  There  is  no  position  in  a  man's  life  of  the  same  aspect. 
A  man  may  fail  in  business,  and  feel  that  no  further  chance  of  any  real 
success  can  ever  come  in  his  way ;  or  he  may  fail  in  love,  and  in  the 
soreness  of  his  heart  may  know  that  the  pleasant  rippling  waters  of  that  ■ 
fountain  are  for  him  dried  for  ever.    But  with  a  woman  the  two  things 
are  joined  together.    Her  battle  must  be  fought  all  in  one.    Her  success 
in  life  and  her  romance  must  go  toge  ther,  hand  in  hand.    She  is  called 
Qpon  to  marry  for  love,  and  if  she  marry  not  for  love,  she  disobeys  the 
ordinance  of  nature  and  must  pay  the  penalty.     But  at  the  same  time  all 
ner  material  fortune  depends  upon  the  nature  of  that  love.    An  indus- 
trious nian  may  marry  a  silly  fretful  woman,  and  may  be  triumphant  in 
^  counting-house  though  he  be  bankrupt  in  his  drawing-room.    But  a 
woman  has  but  the  one  cliancc.    She  must  choose  .her  life's  companion 
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because  she  loves  him ;  but  she  knows  how  great  is  the  ruin  of  loving  one 
who  cannot  win  for  her  that  worldly  success  which  all  in  the  world  desire 
to  win. 

With  Maryanne  Brown  these  considerations  Jjad  become  frightfully 
momentous.  She  had  in  her  way  felt  the  desire  for  some  romance  in 
life,  but  she  had  felt  more  strongly  still  how  needful  it  was  that  she 
should  attain  by  her  feminine  charms  a  position  which  would  put  her 
above  want.  "  As  long  as  I  have  a  morsel,  you  shall  have  half  of  it," 
her  father  had  said  to  her  more  than  once.  And  she  had  answered  him 
with  terrible  harshness,  "  But  what  am  I  to  do  when  you  have  no  longer 
a  morsel  to  share  with  me  ?  When  you  are  ruined  or  dead  where  must 
I  then  look  for  support  and  shelter  ?  "  The  words  were  harsh,  and  she 
was  a  very 'Regan  to  utter  them.  But,  nevertheless,  they  were  natural. 
It  was  manifest  enough  that  her  father  would  not  provide  for  her,  and 
for  her  there  was  nothing  but  Eve's  lot  of  finding  an  Adam  who  would 
dig  for  her  support.  She  was  hard,  coarse,  almost  heartless ;  but  it  may 
perhaps  be  urged  in  her  favour,  that  she  was  not  wilfully  diRhonest. 
She  had  been  promised  to  one  man,  and  though  she  did  not  love  him  she 
would  have  married  him,  intending  to  do  her  duty.  But  to  this  he 
would  not  consent,  except  under  certain  money  circumstances  which  she 
could  not  command.  Then  she  learned  to  love  another  man,  and  him 
she  would  have  married ;  but  prudence  told  her  that  she  should  not  do 
so  until  he  had  a  home  in  which  to  place  her.  And  thus  she  fell  to  the 
ground  between  two  stools,  and,  falling,  perceived  that  there  was  nothing 
before  her  on  which  her  eye  could  rest  with  satisfaction. 

There  are  women,  very  many  women,  who  could  bear  this,  if  with 
sadness,  still  without  bitterness.  It  is  a  lot  which  many  women  have  to 
bear;  but  Maryanne  Brown  was  one  within  whose  bosom  all  feeling* 
were  turned  to  gall  by  the  prospect  of  such  a  destiny.  What  had  she 
done  to  deserve  such  degradation  and  misfortune  ?  She  would  have  been 
an  honest  wife  to  either  husband  !  That  it  could  be  her  own  fault  in  any 
degree  she  did  not  for  a  moment  admit.  It  was  the  fault  of  those 
around  her,  and  she  was  not  the  woman  to  allow  such  a  fault  to  pass 
unavenged. 

"Father,"  she  would  say,  "you  will  be  in  the  workhouse  before  this 
new  year  is  ended." 

"  I  hope  not,  my  child." 

"  Hope  !  What's  the  good  of  hoping?  You  will.  And  where  am  I 
to  go,  then  ?  Mother  left  a  handsome  fortune  behind  her,  and  this  is  what 
you've  brought  us  to." 

14  I've  done  everything  for  the  best,  Maryanne." 

"  Why  didn't  you  give  that  man  the  money  when  you  had  it  ?  You'd 
have  had  a  home  then  when  you'd  ruined  yourself.  Now  you'll  have  no 
home;  neither  shall  I." 

All  this  was  very  hard  to  be  borne.  "  She  nags  at  me  that  dreadful, 
George,"  he  once  said,  as  he  sat  in  his  old  arm-chair,  with  his  head 
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hanging  wearily  on  his  chest,  "  that  I  don't  know  where  I  atn  or  what  I'm 
doing.    As  for  the  workhouse,  I  almost  wish  I  was  there." 

She  would  go  also  to  Poppins'  lodgings,  and  there  quarrel  with  her  old 
friend  Polly.  It  may  be  that  at  this  time  she  did  not  receive  all  the 
respect  that  had  been  paid  to  her  some  months  back,  and  this  reverse  was 
to  her  proud  spirit  unendurable.  "  Polly,"  she  said,  "  if  you  wish  to 
turn  your  back  upon  me,  you  can  do  so.  But  I  won't  put  up  with  your 
airs. 

"  There's  nobody  turning  their  back  upon  you  but  yourself,"  Polly 
replied ;  44  only  it's  frightful  to  hear  the  way  you're  always  a-grumbling ; — 
a*  if  other  people  hadn't  hud  their  ups  and  downs  besides  you." 

Robinson  also  was  taught  by  the  manner  of  his  friend  Poppins  that  he 
could  not  now  expect  to  receive  that  high  deference  which  was  paid  to 
him  about  the  time  that  Johnson  of  Manchester  had  been  in  the  ascendant. 
Those  had  been  the  halcyon  days  of  the  firm,  and  Robinson  had  then  been 
happy.  Men  at  that  time  would  point  him  out  as  he  passed,  as  one  worthy 
of  notice ;  his  companions  felt  proud  when  he  would  join  them ;  and  they 
would  hint  to  him,  with  a  mysterious  reverence  that  was  very  gratifying, 
their  assurance  that  he  was  so  deeply  occupied  as  to  make  it  impossible 
that  he  should  give  his  time  to  the  ordinary  slow  courtesies  of  life.  All 
this  was  over  now,  and  he  felt  that  he  was  pulled  down  with  rough  hands 
from  the  high  place  which  he  had  occupied. 

44  It's  all  very  well,"  Poppins  would  say  to  him, 44  but  the  fact  is,  you're 
a-doing  of  nothing." 

44  If  fourteen  hours  a  day  ,"  began  Robinson.  But  Poppins  instantly 

stopped  him. 

44  Fourteen  hours'  work  a  day  is  nothing,  if  you  don't  do  anything.  A 
man  may  sweat  hard  digging  holes  and  filling  them  up  again.  But  what 
I  say  is,  he  does  not  do  any  good.  You've  been  making  out  all  those  long 
stories  about  things  that  never  existed,  but  what's  the  world  the  better  for 

it ; — that's  what  I  want  to  know.  When  a  man  makes  a  pair  of  shoes  " 

Aod  so  he  went  on.  Coming  from  such  a  man  as  Poppins,  this  was  hard  to 
be  borne.  But  nevertheless  Robinson  did  bear  it.  Men  at  the  44  Goose 
and  Gridiron"  also  would  shoulder  him  now-a-days,  rather  than  make  way 
for  him.  Geese  whose  names  had  never  been  heard  beyond  the  walls  of 
that  room  would  presume  to  occupy  his  place.  And  on  one  occasion, 
when  he  rose  to  address  the  chamber,  the  Grand  omitted  the  courtesy  that 
bad  ever  been  paid  to  him,  and  forgot  to  lay  down  his  pipe.  This  also  he 
bore  without  flinching. 

It  was  about  the  middle  of  February  when  a  catastrophe  happened 
which  was  the  immediate  forerunner  of  the  fall  of  the  house.  Robinson 
had  been  at  his  desk  early  in  the  morning, — for,  though  his  efforts  were 
now  useless,  he  was  always  there ;  and  had  been  struck  with  dismay  by  the 
loudness  of  Maryanne's  tone  as  she  rebuked  her  father.  Then  Mrs.  Jones 
had  joined  them,  and  the  battle  had  raged  still  more  furiously.  The  voice 
of  the  old  man,  too,  was  heard  from  time  to  time;  when  roused  by  Buffer- 
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ing  to  anger  he  would  forget  to  speak  in  his  usual  falsetto  treble,  and  break 
out  in  a  few  natural  words  of  rough  impassioned  wrath.  At  about  ten, 
Mr.  Brown  came  down  into  Robinson's  room,  and,  seating  himself  oa  a 
low  chair,  remained  there  for  awhile  without  moving,  and  almost  without 
speaking.  "Is  she  gone,  George  ?  "  he  asked  at  last. 
"  Which  of  them  ?  "  said  Robinson. 

"  Sarah  Jane.  I'm  not  60  used  to  her,  and  it's  very  bad."  Then 
Robinson  looked  out  and  said  that  Mrs.  Jones  was  gone.  "Whereupon 
Mr.  Brown  returned  to  his  own  room. 

Again  and  again  throughout  the  day  Robinson  heard  the  voices;  but 
he  did  not  go  up  to  the  room.  He  never  did  go  there  now,  unless 
specially  called  upon  to  do  so  by  business.  At  about  noon,  however, 
there  came  a  sudden  silence — a  silence  so  sudden  that  he  noticed  it.  And 
then  he  heard  a  quick  step  across  the  room.  It  was  nothing  to  him,  and 
he  did  not  move  from  his  seat;  but  still  he  kept  his  ears  open,  and  sat 
thoughtless  of  other  matters,  as  though  he  expected  that  something  was 
about  to  happen.  The  room  above  was  perfectly  still,  and  for  a  minute  or 
two  nothing  was  done.  But  then  there  came  the  fall  of  a  quicker  step 
across  the  room,  and  the  door  was  opened,  and  Maryanne,  descending  the 
four  stairs  which  led  to  his  own  closet,  was  with  him  in  an  instant. 
"George,"  she  said,  forgetting  all  propriety  of  demeanour,  "  lather's  in 
a  fit!" 

It  is  not  necessary  that  the  scene  which  followed  should  be  described 
with  minuteness  in  these  pages.  Robinson,  of  course,  went  up  to  Mr. 
Brown's  room,  and  a  doctor  was  soon  there  in  attendance  upon  the  sick 
man.  lie  had  been  struck  by  paralysis,  and  thus  for  a  time  had  been  put 
beyond  the  reach  of  his  daughters'  anger.  Sarah  Jane  was  very  soon  there, 
but  the  wretched  state  in  which  the  old  man  was  lying  quieted  even  her 
tongue.  She  did  not  dare  to  carry  on  the  combat  as  she  looked  on  tbc 
contorted  features  and  motionless  limbs  of  the  poor  wretch  as  he  lay  on 
his  bed.  On  her  mind  came  the  conviction  that  this  was  partly  her 
work,  and  that  if  she  now  spoke  above  her  breath,  those  around  her  would 
accuse  her  of  her  cruelty.  So  she  slunk  about  into  corners,  whispering 
now  and  again  with  her  husband,  and  quickly  took  herself  off,  leaving 
the  task  of  nursing  the  old  man  to  the  higher  courage  of  her  sister. 

And  Maryanne's  courage  sufficed  for  the  work.  Now  that  she  had  a 
task  before  her  she  did  it; — as  she  would  have  done  her  household  tasks 
had  she  become  the  wife  of  Brisket  or  of  Robinson.  To  the  former  she 
would  have  been  a  good  wife,  for  he  would  have  required  no  softness. 
She  would  have  been  true  to  him,  tending  him  and  his  children  ;— scold- 
ing them  from  morning  to  night,  and  laying,  not  unfrcquently,  a  rough 
hand  upon  them.  But  for  this  Brisket  would  not  have  cared.  He  would 
have  been  satisfied,  and  all  would  have  been  well.  It  is  a  thousand  pities 
that,  in  that  matter,  Brisket  could  not  have  seen  his  way. 

And  now  that  her  woman's  services  were  really  needed,  she  gave  them 
to  her  father  readily.    It  cannot  be  said  that  she  was  a  cheerfur  nurse. 
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Had  he  been  in  a  state  in  which  cheerfulness  would  have  relieved  him, 
her  words  would  have  again  been  sharp  and  pointed.  She  was  silent  and 
nuico,  thinking  always  of  the  bad  days  that  were  coming  to  her.  But, 
Qerertheless,  she  was  attentive  to  him, — and  during  the  time  of  his 
terrible  necessity  even  good  to  him.  It  is  so  natural  to  women  to  be  so, 
tkc  I  think  even  Regan  would  have  nursed  Lear,  had  Lear's  body  become 
ixpotent  instead  of  his  mind.  There  she  sat  close  to  his  bed,  and  there 
from  time  to  time  Robinson  would  visit  her.  In  those  days  they  always 
called  each  other  George  and  Maryanne,  and  were  courteous  to  each 
other,  speaking  solely  of  the  poor  old  sick  man,  who  was  so  near  to  them 
both.  Of  their  former  joint  hopes,  no  word  was  spoken  then  ;  nor,  at  any 
rate  as  regards  the  lady,  was  there  even  a  thought  of  love.  As  to  Jones, 
Le  Tery  rarely  came  there.  He  remained  in  the  shop  below ;  where  the 
presence  of  some  member  of  the  firm  was  very  necessary,  for,  in  these 
iijg,  the  number  of  hands  employed  had  become  low. 

M I  suppose  it's  all  up  down  there,"  she  said  one  day,  and  as  she  spoke 
ahe  pointed  towards  the  shop.  At  this  time  her  father  had  regained  his 
consciousness,  and  had  recovered  partially  the  use  of  his  limbs.  But  even 
?et  he  could  not  speak  so  as  to  be  understood,  and  was  absolutely  help- 
less. The  door  of  his  bedroom  was  open,  and  Robinson  was  sitting  in  the 
front  room,  to  which  it  opened. 

" I'm  afraid  so,"  said  he.  "There  are  creditors  who  are  pressing  us; 
and  now  that  they  have  been  frightened  about  Mr.  Brown,  we  shall  be 
•old  up." 

u  You  mean  the  advertising  people  ?  " 

"  Yes  :  the  stationer  and  printer,  and  one  or  two  of  the  agents.  The 
fact  is,  that  the  money,  which  should  have  satisfied  them,  has  been  frittered 
away  uselessly." 

i4  It's  gone  at  any  rate,"  said  she.  "  He  hasn't  got  it,"  and  she 
pointed  to  her  father. 

"Nor  have  I,"  said  Robinson.  "  I  came  into  it  empty-handed,  and  I 
shall  go  out  as  empty.  No  one  shall  say  that  I  cared  more  for  myself  than 
tor  the  firm.    I've  done  my  best,  and  we  have  failed.    That's  all." 

"  I  am  not  going  to  blame  you,  George.    My  look-out  is  bad  enough, 
but  I  will  not  say  that  you  did  it.    It  is  worse  for  a  woman  than  for  a 
m^n.   And  what  am  I  to  do  with  him  ?  "   And  again  she  pointed  towards 
the  inner  room.    In  answer  to  this  Robinson  said  something  as  to  the 
wind  being  tempered  for  the  shorn  lamb.    li  As  far  as  I  can  see,"  she  con- 
sumed, "  the  sheep  is  best  off  that  knows  how  to  keep  its  own  wool.  It's 
always  such  cold  comfort  as  that  one  gets,  when  the  world  means  to* 
to*1**  one  to  the  wall.    It's  only  the  sheep  that  let3  themselves  be  shorn. 
The  lions  and  the  tigers  know  how  to  keep  their  own  coats  on  their  own 
k^k-   I  believe  the  wind  blows  colder  on  poor  naked  wretches  than  it 
tas  on  those  as  have  their  carriages  to  ride  in.    Providence  is  very  good 
to  them  that  know  how  to  provide  for  themselves." 
"You  are  young,"  said  he,  "  and  beautiful  " 
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"  Psha !  " 

"  You  will  always  find  a  home  if  you  require  one." 

"Yes;  and  sell  myself!  Til  tell  you  what  it  is,  George  Robinson:  I 
wish  to  enter  no  man's  home,  unless  I  can  earn  my  meat  there  by  my 
work.  No  man  shall  tell  me  that  I  am  eating  his  bread  for  nothing.  As 
for  love,  I  don't  believe  in  it.  It's  all  very  well  for  them  as  have 
nothing  to  do  and  nothing  to  think  of, — for  young  ladies  who  get  up  at 
ten  in  the  morning,  and  ride  about  with  young  gentlemen,  and  spend  half 
their  time  before  their  looking-glasses.  It's  like  those  poetry  books  you're 
so  fond  of.  But  it's  not  meant  for  them  as  must  earn  their  bread  by  their 
own  sweat.  You  talk  about  love,  but  it's  only  madness  for  the  like 
of  you." 

"  I  shall  talk  about  it  no  more."  .  • 

"  You  can't  afford  it,  George ;  nor  yet  can't  I.  What  a  man  wants  ia 
a  wife  is  some  one  to  see  to  his  cooking  and  his  clothes;  and  what  a 
woman  wants  is  a  man  who  can  put  a  house  over  her  head.  Of  course,  if 
she  have  something  of  her  own,  she'll  have  so  much  the  better  house.  Aa 
for  me,  I've  got  nothing  now."  * 

"  That  would  have  made  no  difference  with  me."  Robinson  knew 
that  he  was  wrong  to  say  this,  but  he  could  not  help  it.  He  knew  that 
he  would  be  a  madman  if  he  again  gave  way  to  any  feeling  of  tendemesa 
for  this  girl,  who  could  be  so  hard  in  her  manner,  so  harsh  in  her  speech, 
and  whose  temperament  was  so  utterly  unsuited  to  his  own.  But  as  she 
was  hard  and  harsh,  so  was  he  in  all  respects  the  reverse.  As  she  had 
told  him  over  and  over  again,  he  was  tender-hearted  even  to  softness. 

"No;  it  wouldn't,"  she  replied.  "And,  therefore,  with  all  your 
cleverness,  you  are  little  better  than  a  fool.  You  have  been  working  bard 
and  living  poor  these  two  years  back,  and  what  better  are  you  ?  When 
that  old  man  was  weak  enough  to  give  you  the  last  of  his  money,  you 
didn't  keep  a  penny." 

"  Not  a  penny,"  said  Robinson,  not  without  some  feeling  of  pride  at 
his  heart. 

"  And  what  the  better  are  you  for  that  ?  Look. at  them  Joneses;  they 
liave  got  money.  When  the  crash  comes,  they  wen't  have  to  walk  out 
into  the  street.  They'll  start  somewhere  in  a  little  way,  and  will  do  very 
well." 

"And  would  you  have  had  me  become  a  thief?" 

"A  thief!  You  needn't  have  been  a  thief.  You  needn't  have  taken 
it  out  of  the  drawers  as  some  of  them  did.  I  couldn't  do  that  myself. 
I've  been  sore  tempted,  but  I  could  never  bring  myself  to  that."  Thea 
she  got  up,  and  went  to  her  father,  and  Robinson  returned  again  to  the 
figures  that  were  before  him. 

"What  am  I  to  do  with  him?"  she  again  said,  when  she  returned. 
"  When  he  is  able  to  move,  and  the  house  is  taken  away  from  us,  what 
am  I  to  do  with  him  ?    He's  been  bad  to  me,  but  I  won't  leave  him." 

"  Neither  will  I  leave  him,  Maryanne." 
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"That's  nonsense.  You've  got  nothing,  no  more  than  he  has  ;  and 
he's  not  your  flesh  and  blood.  Where  "would  you  have  been  now,  if  we'd 
been  married  on  that  day  ?  " 

"  I  should  have  been  nearer  to  him  in  blood,  but  not  truer  to  him  a*  a 
partaer." 

u  It's  lucky  for  you  that  your  sort  of  partnership  needn't  last  for  ever. 
Tou've  got  your  hands  and  your  brain,  and  at  any  rate  you  can  work. 
But  who  can  say  what  must  become  of  us?  Looking  at  it  all  through, 
George,  I  have  been  treated  hard  ;  haven't  I,  now  ?  " 

He  could  only  say  that  of  such  hard  treatment  none  of  it  rested  on  his 
coascience.  At  such  a  moment  as  this  he  could  not  explain  to  her  that 
had  she  herself  been  more  willing  to  trust  in  others,  more  prone  to  believe 
ia  Providence,  less  hard  and  worldly,  things  would  have  been  better  with 
her.  Even  now,  could  she  have  relaxed  into  tenderness  for  half  an  hour, 
there  was  one  at  her  elbow  who  would  have  taken  her  at  once,  with 
all  that  burden  of  a  worn-out,  pauper  parent,  and  have  poured  into  her 
bp  all  the  earnings  of  his  life.  But  Maryanne  Brown  could  not  rcla^ 
iato  tenderness,  nor  would  she  ever  deign  to  pretend  that  she  could 
do 

The  first  day  on  which  Mr.  Brown  was  able  to  come  out  into  the 
iitting-room  was  the  very  day  on  which  Brown,  Jones,  and  Robinson  were 
declared  bankrupts.  Craddock  and  Giles,  the  stationers  of  St.  Mary  Axe, 
held  bills  of  theirs,  as  tfc  which  they  would  not— or  probably  could  not — 
wait;  and  the  City  and  West  End  Commercial  and  Agricultural  Joint- 
Stock  Bank  refused  to  make  any  further  advances.  It  was  a  sad  da)' ; 
but  one,  at  least,  of  the  partners  felt  relieved  when  the  blow  had  absolutely 
tallcn,  and  the  management  of  the  affairs  of  the  shop  was  taken  out  of  the 
hands  of  the  firm. 

"And  will  we  be  took  to  prison?"  asked  Mr.  Brown.  They  were 
-best  the  first  articulate  words  which  he  had  been  heard  to  utter  since 
tUfit  had  fallen  on  him;  and  Robinson  was  quick  to  assure  him  that  no 
sach  misfortune  would  beful  him. 

"They  are  not  at  all  bitter  against  us,"  said  Robinson ;  they  know  wc 
iure  done  our  best." 

"And  what  will  they  do  with  us?"  again  asked  Mr.  Brown. 

"We  shall  have  a  sale,  and  clear  out  everything,  and  pay  a  dividend  ; 
^  then  the  world  will  be  open  to  us  for  further  efforts." 

"The  world  will  never  be  open  to  me  again,"  said  Mr.  Brown.  "  And 
I  had  only  have  kept  the  money  when  I  had  it  " 

"Mr.  Brown,"  said  Robinson,  taking  him  by  the  hand,  "you  are 
ill  now,  and,  seen  through  the  sickly  hue  of  weakness  and  infirmity, 
-Tairs  look  bad  and  distressing;  but  ere  long  you  will  regain  your 

u  No,  George,  I  shall  never  do  that." 

On  this  day  the  business  of  the  shop  still  went  on,  but  the  proceeds 
c»  sic.1  sales  as  were  made  were  carried  to  the  credit  of  the  assignees. 
vol.  v.— no.  2  G.  10. 


Digitized  by  Google 


194  THE  STRUGGLES  OF  BROWN,  JONES,  AND  ROBINSON. 

Mr.  Jones  was  there  throughout  the  day,  doing  nothing,  and  hardly  speak- 
ing to  any  one.  He  would  walk  slowly  from  the  front  of  the  shop  to  the 
back,  and  then  returning  would  stand  in  the  doorway,  rubbing  his  hands 
one  over  the  other.  When  any  female  of  specially  smart  appearance 
entered  the  shop,  he  would  hand  to  her  a  chair,  and  whisper  a  few  words 
of  oily  courtesy ;  but  to  those  behind  the  counter  he  did  not  speak  a 
Avord.  In  the  afternoon  Mrs.  Jones  made  her  appearance,  and  when  she 
had  been  there  a  few  minutes,  was  about  to  raise  the  counter  door  and  go 
behind ;  but  her  husband  took  her  almost  roughly  by  the  arm,  and  mutter- 
ing something  to  her,  caused  her  to  leave. the  shop.  "  Ah,  I  knew  what 
such  dishonest  doings  must  come  to,"  she  said,  as  she  went  her  way. 
"  And,  what's  more,  I  know  who's  to  blame."  And  yet  it  was  she  and  kr 
husband  who  had  brought  this  ruin  on  the  firm. 

"  George,"  said  Mr.  Brown,  that  evening,  "  I  have  intended  for  the 
best, — I  have  indeed." 

"  Nobody  blames  you,  sir." 

"  You  blame  me  about  Maryanne." 

"  No,  by  heaven  :  not  now." 

"  And  she  blames  me  about  the  money;  but  I've  meant  it  for  the  best, 
— I  have  indeed." 

All  this  occurred  on  a  Saturday,  and  on  that  same  evening  Robinson 
attended  at  his  debating  club,  for  the  express  purpose  of  explaining  to  the 
members  the  state  of  his  own  firm.  "  It  shall  never  be  thrown  in  my 
teeth,"  said  he,  "  that  I  became  a  bankrupt  and  was  ashamed  to  own  it" 
So  he  got  up  and  made  a  speech,  in  which  he  stated  that  Brown,  Jones, 
and  Robinson  had  failed,  but  that  he  could  not  lay  it  to  his  own  charge 
that  he  had  been  guilty  of  any  omission  or  commission  of  which  he  had 
reason  to  be  ashamed  as  a  British  merchant.  This  is  mentioned  here,  in 
order  that  a  fitting  record  may  be  made  of  the  very  high  compliment  which 
was  paid  to  him  on  the  occasion  by  old  Panoabinet. 

"  Most  worthy  Grand,"  Baid  old  Pan,  and  as  he  spoke  he  looked  first 
at  the  chairman  and  then  down  the  long  table  of  the  room,  "  I  am  sure  I 
may  truly  say  that  we  have  all  of  us  heard  the  statement  made  by  the 
enterprising  and  worthy  Goose  with  sentiments  of  regret  and  pain ;  but  I 
am  equally  sure  that  we  have  none  of  us  heard  it  with  any  idea  that 
either  dishonour  or  disgrace  can  attach  itself  in  the  matter  to  the  name 

of  "  (Order,  order,  order.)    "  Worthy  Geese  are  a  little  too  quick," 

continued  the  veteran  dtbater  with  a  *mile — "  to  the  name  of  one 

whom  we  all  so  highly  value."  (Hear,  hear,  hear.)  And  then  old  Pan- 
cabinet  moved  that  the  enterprising  nnd  worthy  Goose  was  entitled  to  the 
full  confidence  of  the  chamber.  Crowdy  magnanimously  seconded  the 
motion,  and  the  resolution,  when  carried,  was  communicated  to  Robinson 
by  the  worthy  Grand.  Having  thanked  them  in  a  few  words,  which  were 
almost  inaudible  from  his  emotion,  he  left  the  chamber,  and  iuimediaUly 
afterwaids  the  meeting  was  adjourned. 
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Or  the  multitude  of  tourists  who  annually  stop  at  Bale,  on  entering 
Switzerland,  few  are  aware  that  within  the  distance  of  a  pleasant  walk 
from  the  town  there  may  be  seen  in  operation,  at  the  village  of  Huningue, 
an  establishment  organized  for  carrying  on  a  new  and  curious  species  of 
industry,  which  is  now  being  extended  over  the  greater  part  of  continental 
Europe,  namely,  the  breeding  of  fish  by  artificial  means.  The  piscicul- 
tnral  depot  at  Huningue  is  well  worth  seeing,  although  it  is  not  mentioned 
in  some  of  the  popular  continental  hand-books,  which  dilate  more  upon 
the  scenery  and  architectural  features  of  places  than  on  their  industrial 
characteristics ;  and  thus  the  great  laboratory  which  is  giving  new  life  to 
the  fisheries  of  Franco  is  known  only  to  a  few.  Nor,  whilst  dwelling  on 
the  scenery  of  the  Vosges,  do  the  guide-books  allude  to  a  pursuit  followed 
in  these  and  the  surrounding  districts — the  collection  of  fish-eggs,  which 
took  its  rise  at  La  Bresse,  and  was  originally  cairied  on  by  Joseph  Remy, 
a  simple  fisherman  of  that  place,  who  was  the  first  in  France  to  hit  upon 
the  new  method  of  fish-breeding. 

This  peasant  fisherman,  seeing  the  annuallyincreasing  scarcity  of  fresh- 
water figh,  bethought  himself  of  studying  the  habits  of  those  denizens  of 
the  rivers,  and  speedily  arrived  at  the  conclusion  that  the  enormous  waste 
of  eggs  was  one  of  the  principal  causes  of  the  ever-declining  supply. 
Remy  saw  that  tens  of  thousands  of  the  eggs  never  came  to  life,  being 
either  wasted  through  exposure,  or  preyed  upon  by  enemies.  To  collect 
from  the  spawning-grounds,  and  protect  the  eggs  in  boxes  placed  in  the 
running  streams,  was  the  first  idea  which  the  fisherman  of  La  Bresse 
formed  of  pisciculture,  but  those  rudimentary  plans  were  speedily  improved 
upon  as  experience  and  knowledge  came  to  his  aid.  Although  practised  in 
France  as  a  new  art,  it  is  certain  that  pisciculture,  in  far  more  complicated 
*tapes,  was  well  known  to  ancient  nations.  In  China  an  effective  system 
°f  collecting  and  transporting  fish  and  fish-eggs  to  great  distances  has 
existed  for  ages,  nothing  being  required  in  the  case  of  the  live  fish  but  a 
i^quent  change  of  water,  and  failing  that,  the  introduction  into  the  jars 
°f  the  yolk  of  an  egg.  The  ancient  Romans,  who  were  adepts  in  those  arts 
°f  luxury  applicable  to  the  pleasures  of  the  table,  were  ingenious  pisci- 
culturists, and  had  modes  oi  operating  on  fish,  with  reference  to  their 
S^th  and  flavour,  which  are  entirely  lost  to  us.  Among  other  stories 
*  Roman  art  in  connection  with  fish,  is  one  indicating  that  certain  kinds 
^uld  be  so  trained  as  to  live  in  wine,  and  that  fresh-water  varieties 
C0«M  be  induced  to  live  and  breed  in  the  sea,  and  salt-water  fish  be 
w  acclimatized  as  to  exist  in  fresh-water  ponds  and  inland  rivers. 

10—2 
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It  is  quite  certain  that  pisciculture,  as  now  understood,  was  success- 
fully practised  more  than  a  century  ago  in  Germany,  at  which  time  nn 
elaborate  treatise  was  published  on  the  subject  by  a  Mr.  Jacobi ;  this 
work,  which  was  written  in  the  German  language,  was  translated  into 
Latin,  and  published  by  Duhamcl  du  Monceau  in  his  general  treatise  on 
fishes.  So  that,  in  any  case,  the  honours  claimed  for  France  as  the 
discovery  ground  of  this  very  curious  art,  fall  to  the  ground.  Besides, 
it  is  certain  that,  as  applicable  to  the  study  of  the  growth  and  habits  of 
fish,  the  art  was  practised  in  Britain  before  it  became  a  commercial 
adjunct  of  the  French  fisheries.  Pisciculture  originated  in  Scotland  in 
connection  with  what  is  termed  "  the  parr  controversy,"  a  long-continued 
dispute  as  to  the  growth  of  the  salmon  in  its  earlier  stages.  In  order  to 
demonstrate  that  the  "  parr  "  was  undoubtedly  the  young  of  the  salmon, 
Mr.  Shaw  collected  the  eggs  of  that  fish  from  the  spawning  beds,  and, 
confining  them  in  a  protected  place,  watched  them  into  life,  and  noted 
their  growth  and  progress  closely  till  they  became  "  smolts ;  "  and  in 
order  that  his  experiments  might  bo  perfect,  he  personally  caught  the 
native  fish,  despoiled  it  of  its  egffs,  and  placed  the  "  pirr "  question 
beyond  doubt  by  hatching  spawn  that  he  knew  to  be  that  of  the  salmon. 
In  those  experiments — begun  in  the  year  1833,  carried  on  for  five  years, 
the  results  of  which  were  published  in  1840 — Mr.  Shaw  was  corroborated 
by  Mr.  Young,  of  Invershin,  a  gentleman  of  ability  as  a  practical 
naturalist,  who  had  likewise  resorted  to  the  artificial  method  in  connection 
with  the  same  controversy.  It  is  important  to  note  that  the  discovery 
of  the  fisherman  of  La  Brcsse  took  place  in  1842;  and  it  i8  suggested, 
therefore,  that  while  to  the  French  nation  belongs  the  merit  of  making  a 
commercial  use  of  the  discovery,  the  far  higher  honour  of  the  successful 
application  of  pisciculture  to  the  requirements  of  science  must  be  awarded 
to  the  hard-headed  sons  of  Scotland. 

Before  the  piscicultural  era,  the  fisheries  of  France  had  become  com- 
pletely exhausted.  The  river  and  coast  fishings  of  that  extensive  empire 
were  not,  according  to  the  report  of  M.  Costc,  at  that  period  of  more 
value  than  the  rental  of  one  of  our  Scottish  salmon  streams.  Fish  is 
so  much  a  necessity  of  life  in  all  Roman  Catholic  countries,  as  before 
the  Reformation  it  was  also  in  Britain,  that  there  is  a  more  than  ordinary 
drain  on  the  streams  and  seas  of  the  Continent;  and  this,  coupled  with 
the  almost  fabulous  loss  of  eggs  and  young  fish  incidental  to  the  natural 
spawning  system,  led  to  the  depopulation  of  the  rivers.  It  was  this 
poverty  of  fish  that  incited  the  peasant  of  La  Bresse  to  his  discovery. 
His  occupation  as  a  fisherman  was  failing,  when  he  luckily  bethought 
himself  of  putting  an  end  to  the  destruction  of  unprotected  eggs  by 
collecting  them  and  nursing  them  into  life,  under  his  own  eye,  in  the 
running  streams  where  he  pursued  his  daily  avocation.  The  next  step 
was  easy.  Why  take  the  trouble,  which  involved  great  labour,  of  col- 
lecting the  eggs  from  the  spawning  ground  individually  ?  Would  it  not 
bo  a  better  plan  to  capture  the  fish,  and  obtain  the  eggs  on  what  may 
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hi  ailed  the  wholesale  plan — that  is,  by  extruding  them  from  the  body 
Ct  the  fish  and  mixing  them  with  milt,  placing  them  at  once  under 
protection  in  order  to  be  hatched,  and  then,  by  feeding  them  in  their 
in!antile  stages  till  they  were  able  to  protect  themselves,  so  prepare  them 
icr  their  life  in  the  great  streams?  Aided  by  M.  Gehin,  a  clever  coadjutor, 
tLii  was  Kemy's  next  step.  The  per-centage  of  gain  on  any  given  stream 
by  this  method  is  very  considerable,  as  we  know  from  what  has  been 
achifved  in  Ireland  and  on  the  river  Tay. 

The  progress  of  fish-breeding  did  not  stop  at  this  stage.    They  knew 
better  in  France  than  to  nip  so  valuable  a  discovery  in  the  bud  for  want 
of  encouragement.    The  piscicultural  operations  at  La  Bresse  at  once 
excited  a  large  amount  of  local  enthusiasm  ;    and  it  was  no  sooner 
observable,  after  a  few  months'  practice,  that  the  trout  and  other  native 
Sshes  of  the  streams  of  the  Vosges  were  increasing,  literally  by  tens  of 
thousands,  than  Dr.  Haxo,  the  secretary  of  one  of  the  emulative  societies 
of  the  district,  drew  the  attention  of  the  Government  of  the  day,  and  also 
of  the  Academy,  to  what  had  been  accomplished.    The  importance  of  the 
plan  adopted  by  Remy  was  at  once  seen ;  the  Government  aided  it  with 
money  and  protection,  and  ultimately  grafted  pisciculture  on  one  of  its 
imperial  departments,  employing  Gehin  and  vtemy  to  conduct  the  practical 
part  of  the  business.     Stream  after  stream  was  repeopled  with  finny 
inhabitants,  and  all  the  plans  so  well  carried  out,  that  experiments  were 
speedily  projected,  having  for  their  object  the  improvement  of  the  coast 
fisheries  of  France,  which  were  also  in  a  most  impoverished  state.  Mari- 
time pisciculture,  it  was  thought,  would  be  as  easy,  under  the  guidance  of 
proper  engineers,  as  the  processes  of  restocking  the  rivers  had  been. 
M.  Coste  soon  overcame  all  difficulties  by  laying  down  oyster-beds  on 
various  parts  of  the  coast,  and  also  by  propagating  the  different  kinds  of 
flat  fish;  and  having  continued  these  operations  for  twelve  years,  there  can 
now  be  no  doubt  of  their  success. 

To  facilitate  these  various  enterprises,  an  establishment,  in  the  nature 
of  a  piscicultural  laboratory,  was  erected  some  years  ago,  on  a  large  scale, 
at  Huningue,  near  Bale,  on  the  Rhine.    From  this  estabtishracnt  millions 
of  the  eggs  of  all  the  species  of  fish  usually  cultivated  in  the  country, 
particularly  those  having  large  eggs,  as  the  Danube  salmon,  Ombre 
chevalier,  &c,  have  been  distributed  to  the  chief  rivers  of  France. 
Canals,  ponds,  and  marshes  have  likewise  been  stocked,  and  new  places 
nave  been  constructed  to  grow  eels  and  other  appropriate  fish.    Few  of 
the  eggs  are  brought  to  maturity  in  Huningue ;  it  suits  better  to  send 
them  away  when  nearly  hatched.    Packed  among  wet  moss,  enclosed  in 
wooden  boxes,  they  can  be  sent  to  great  distances  :  some  have  gone  quite 
**%  that  required  to  be  on  their  journey  as  long  as  ten  days.  Although 
not  mere  than  two  miles  distant  from  Bale,  and  with  grounds  nicely  laid 
sut,  there  is  a  certain  want  of  interest  about  the  establishment  at  Huningue, 
"fcsmuch  as  they  do  not,  as  a  rule,  hatch  the  eggs  in  large  quantities, 
^kkmgh  there  are  always  a  few  thousand  fish  in  the  place,  it  is  a  rule 
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only  to  supply  eggs.  People  are  paid  to  collect  these  from  the  rivers  and 
lakes  of  Switzerland,  and  also  to  procure  them  from  the  Rhine  and  the 
Danube.  The  trade  thus  created  affords  employment  to  a  great  number 
of  industrious  people,  who  are  paid  at  the  rate  of  Is.  Sd.  per  thousand. 
The  spawn  of  a  fish  weighing  twenty  pounds  would  yield  to  the  piscicul- 
turist a  sum  of  1/.  13s.  4<L  The  eggs  of  some  of  the  fresh -water  fish  arc 
too  minute  to  be  operated  upon  pisciculturally — these  must  just  be  left  to 
chance.  Pike,  tench,  carp,  &c.  allow  a  vast  per-centage  of  their  eggs  to 
be  lost;  indeed  they  are  nearly  all  lost,  except  such  as  are  caught  on  those 
leaves  and  weeds  which  overhang  the  river.  The  eggs  of  such  fish  may 
be  numbered  by  milliona ;  but,  from  their  being  exposed  to  all  kinds  of 
accidents,  and  from  their  being  devoured  in  wholesale  quantities,  only  a 
small  per-centage  ever  comes  to  life  :  it  is  not  an  exaggeration  to  say  that 
of  some  species  perhaps  not  one  egg  in  each  hundred  ever  becomes  a 
marketable  fish.  In  addition  to  serving  as  a  commercial  depot,  the 
naturalist  has  rare  facilities  at  Huningue  to  study  the  development  of  the 
fish,  as  the  hatching-boxes  are  all  under  cover,  and  therefore  easy  to 
observe.  Indeed,  the  progress  of  the  egg  (and  these  arc  there  in  all  stages 
of  progress),  can  be  noted  from  day  to  day,  and  its  various  changes 
observed.  These  are  so  gradual  that  it  requires  a  keen  observer  to  hit 
upon  the  points.  It  is  not,  for  instance,  till  about  the  tenth  day,  according 
to  Agassis,  that  the  form  of  the  embryo  can  be  distinguished,  and  about  the 
thirtieth  day  signs  of  the  circulation  of  the  blood  are  observable ;  and,  under 
favourable  circumstances,  the  fish  escapes  from  its  egg  about  the  sixtieth 
day.  Of  course,  much  depends  upon  the  temperature  of  the  water- 
indeed,  the  heat  of  the  water  is  a  grand  question  in  all  matters  relating  to 
fish-life.  The  salmon  eggs  in  the  breeding-boxes  at  Stormontfield  do  not 
hatch  so  quickly  as  those  described  by  Agassiz — they  require  fully  one 
hundred  days,  and  sometimes  take  four  months.  Of  course  they  are 
exposed  to  the  open  air;  in  a  warmer  atmosphere  they  would  be  hatched  in 
half  the  time.  We  know  of  eggs  that  were  hatched  in  fifty  days,  but  the 
fish  did  not  live. 

The  growth  and  changes  incidental  to  fish  life  can  be  best  observed 
through  the  medium  of  Pisciculture,  for  it  is  impossible  amid  the  depths 
of  seas  and  oceans  to  follow  the  animal  from  its  birth  to  its  death,  and 
note  the  varied  transformations  which  it  must  of  necessity  undergo  before 
it  becomes  of  value  for  the  uses  of  the  table.  It  would  be  of  great  con- 
sequence if,  by  means  of  some  gigantic  sea-water  pond,  we  could  view 
the  growth  of  those  marine  fishes  which  are  important  to  mankind  as  a 
food-resource.  We  could  then  tell  how  long  the  eggs  of  the  cod  and 
haddock  were  in  coming  to  life,  likewise  when  the  fish  arrived  at  such 
maturity  as  to  be  able  to  multiply  its  species  ;  the  herring  family,  the  flat 
fish,  and  many  others  of  which  we  are  equally  ignorant,  could  also  be 
placed  under  surveillance,  and  be  reported  upon  from  time  to  time.  Points 
in  the  natural  history  of  fish,  which  have  been  in  debate  for  ages  past, 
could  thus  be  resolved.  In  the  Logan  fiah-pond,  on  the  coast  of  Galloway, 
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which  is  only  used  as  a  storing  place,  we  have  a  miniature  of  what  is 
meant.  This  pond  is  but  an  adjunct  to  a  country  gentleman's  comrais- 
fariat,  keeping  the  white  fish  in  prime  condition,  and  ensuring  a  supply  at 
times  when  the  sea  may  be  so  stormy  as  to  preclude  the  fisherman  from 
venturing  out.  There  might  with  advantage  to  science  be  more  of  such 
ponds,  only  they  would  require  to  be  on  a  larger  scale  than  the  one  at 
Logan.  The  experiments  at  Stormontfield  have  been  in  every  way  so 
successful,  so  far  as  salmon  are  concerned,  as  to  preclude  any  doubt  of  a 
pond  for  the  growing  of  sea-fish  proving  equally  important  for  the  solution 
of  questions  connected  with  their  growth  and  transformation.  The  pond 
at  Logan  is  only  fifty  feet  in  diameter,  and  about  ten  feet  deep  at  low 
water;  it  would,  therefore,  require  a  much  larger  basin  to  carry  on  im- 
portant investigations  in  natural  history. 

The  commercial  achievements  of  pisciculture  were  not  long  confined 
to  France.  Germany  soon  awakened  to  their  importance,  and  the  Danube 
salmon,  a  fish  which  attains  at  maturity  the  enormous  weight  of  200 
pounds,  offered  a  ready  subject  for  experiment.  Professor  Wimmer, 
under  whose  direction  various  experiments  in  the  propagation  of  this  fish 
has  been  made,  speaks  of  it  as  admirably  adapted  for  the  practice  of 
pisciculture,  as  a  fish  of  eighteen  pounds  weight  yielded  the  extraordinary 
number  of  40,000  (?)  eggs.  The  hatching  of  these  eggs  takes  a  period  of 
fifty-six  days,  and  the  young  fish  attain  a  weight  of  one  pound  in  the 
course  of  the  first  year.  The  supplies  of  salmon,  in  the  Danube  havo 
been  sensibly  augmented  by  the  operations  carried  on  in  tlie  tributaries  of 
that  river  and  elsewhere.  It  may  be  noted,  also,  that  this  salmon,  like 
our  own,  migrates  from  the  main  stream  to  its  tributaries,  but  has  never 
been  caught  in  the  Black  Sea,  nor  is  it  known  ever  to  enter  the  Sulina 
mouth  of  the  Danube.  A  fair  exchange  of  eggs  has  been  made  between 
Germany  and  France,  the  spawn  of  the  Danube  fish  being  given  for  that 
of  the  common  salmon;  and  Professor  Fraas  tells  us  that  thousauds  of 
young  salmon  have  been  produced  at  Munich  from  eggs  procured  at 
Uuningue.  Might  we  not  try  to  breed  the  Danube  salmon  in  some  of 
our  fish  less  English  rivers  ? 

There  are,  however,  curiosities  of  pisciculture  much  more  wonderful 
than  any  that  have  yet  been  narrated.  The  oyster-beds  laid  down  on  the 
sea  coasts  of  France,  and  the  eel-breeding  establishment  in  the  lagoons  of 
Comaccio,  are  notable  as  achievements  in  the  art  of  pisciculture.  The  eel 
is  esteemed  a  curious  fish,  and  it  has  been  made  the  theme  of  many  a 
story  and  legend.  Some  people — the  Scotch  in  particular — have  so  great 
a  prejudice  against  this  fish,  that  they  will  not  partake  of  it  ;  but,  for  all 
that,  eels  are  wholesome  and  savoury  food,  and  the)-  can  be  had  in  such 
countless  quantities  as  to  form  a  welcome  addition  to  our  unsteady  fish 
supplies.  At  Comaccio  an  extensive  commerce  has  been  carried  on  for 
about  three  centuries  principally  in  this  ono  fish.  This  traffic  has  had  its 
origin  in  the  careful  observation  of  the  habits  and  growth  of  the  et  l  family  : 
as  is  well  known,  the  eel  migrates  to  the  sea  in  order  to  spawn,  and  tho 
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fry  ascend  our  rivers  and  canals  in  order  to  fatten.  In  the  lagoons  at 
Comaccio  an  ingenious  series  of  dykes  and  canals  have  been  provided,  in 
order  to  facilitate  the  entrance  and  exit  of  the  fish.  The  natural  situation 
of  the  place  is  conducive  to  the  commerce  carried  on  there.  "The 
lagoon  of  Comaccio,"  says  M.  Coste,  "  is  situated  on  the  coast  of  the 
Adriatic,  below  the  mouth  of  the  Po  and  the  territory  of  Ravenna, 
about  thirty  miles  from  Ferrara,  and  forms  an  immense  swamp  nearly  140 
miles  in  circumference,  and  about  four  feet  deep,  with  a  simple  strip  of 
earth  separating  it  from  the  sea ;  while  two  rivers,  the  Reno  and  the 
Volano,  form  this  vast  swamp  into  a  species  of  delta,  similar  to  that  formed 
by  the  Rhone  at  Camargue." 

As  a  provision  for  the  growth  of  the  enormous  herds  of  serpentine  can- 
nibals which  are  bred  in  the  lagoon,  vast  quantities  of  a  small  fish  named 
the  aquadelle  arc  provided ;  and  that  their  small  fry  are  devoured  in  count- 
less numbers,  is  evident  from  the  value  which  the  eels  so  speedily  acquire. 
A  pound  weight  of  eel  fry  at  its  entrance  into  the  lagoon  will  embrace  1,800 
young  fish,  and  these  will,  in  the  course  of  a  year  or  two,  weigh  about  four 
tons,  and  attain  a  money  value  of  41/.  sterling.  The  mullet  is  also  assi- 
duously "  cultivated  "  at  Comaccio,  the  rapidity  of  its  growth  forming  the 
chief  inducement ;  and  when  the  reader  knows  that  in  its  infantile  6tatc 
6,000  mullet  go  to  the  pound,  while  at  the  expiry  of  a  year  each  individual 
weighs  four  ounces,  he  will  not  be  surprised  that  so  profitable  a  trade 
should  be  eagerly  carried  on. 

In  addition  to  its  engineering  attractions,  and  they  are  numerous, 
Comaccio  is  also  remarkable  for  the  social  condition  of  its  people. 
The  persons  more  immediately  employed  in  the  fisheries  live  in  barracks, 
and  undergo  something  akin  to  military  discipline.  They  receive  but 
scanty  wages,  and  are  simple  in  their  habits  and  modes  of  life,  an 
allowance  of  fish  forming  their  staple  diet.  They  have  occasional  fetes 
and  rejoicings,  most  of  which  are  connected  with  their  daily  avocation. 
For  instance,  when  a  division  of  the  community  succeed  on  any  night  in 
securing  a  "  shot, "  which  weighs  48,000  lbs.,  a  gun  is  fired,  which  com- 
municates the  glad  tidings  to  the  whole  community.  Next  day  is  held  as 
a  holiday,  and  is  devoted  to  rejoicings  of  all  kinds,  and  in  particular  to  a 
splendid  dinner  cooked  from  a  portion  of  the  captured  fish,  and  washed 
down  by  the  appropriate  wine.  The  eels  begin  to  ascend  from  the  sea  to 
the  lagoon  in  February,  and  this  emigration  lasts  for  a  period  of  two 
months,  when  the  sluices  are  closed  and  the  breeding  begins.  The  supplies 
are  gathered  in  with  great  solemnity,  religious  services  being  held  at  the 
commencement  and  at  intervals  throughout  the  season.  Another  curious 
feature  of  the  place  lies  in  the  fact  that  the  greater  quantity  of  the  produce 
is  sold  ready  cooked  !  There  is  an  immense  kitchen,  where  the  larger  eels  are 
roasted  and  the  smaller  fish  are  fried  :  there  is  any  quantity  of  spits,  and 
a  perfect  brigade  of  male  and  female  cooks.  The  extent  of  the  cooking 
business  may  be  guessed  from  the  fact,  that  it  requires  a  canal  to  carry 
away  the  oil  which  exudes  from  the  fish  as  they  are  roasting :  as  the 
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jarger  eels  are  brought  into  the  kitchen  they  are  dexterously  prepared  for 
the  spit  by  being  cut  up  into  proper  lengths,  the  heads  and  tails  being  laid 
aside  as  a  perquisite  for  the  poor  ;  the  smaller  fish,  with  a  slight  trimming, 
are  spitted  olive.  The  flat  fish  are  fried  with  the  oil  from  the  eels,  in 
gigantic  frying-pans.  The  scene  in  the  great  kitchens  of  Comaccio, 
especially  when  there  is  a  more  than  ordinary  supply  of  fish,  is  a  very 
animated  one.  In  addition  to  the  cooked  fish,  which  are  sent  into  the  cities 
of  Italy,  a  portion  is  sold  in  a  salted  state,  while  another  portion  is  cooked 
by  being  boiled  alive  and  then  dried  by  exposure  to  the  air.  The  inhabi- 
tants of  this  isolated  lagoon  are  hardy  and  industrious,  and  much  resemble 
the  quaint  fishing  population  of  our  own  shores,  as  indeed  do  most  of  the 
continental  maritime  population. 

The  growth  of  the  oyster  may  be  observed  now  at  most  of  the  fiahing 
towns  on  the  coast  of  France,  and  the  happy  oyster  dredgers  of  Whitstable 
might  take  a  lesson  from  their  friends  over  the  water,  and  largely  extend 
their  operations.  The  dredgers  at  Whitstable  have  so  far  adopted  oyster 
culture  as  to  transplant  and  nurse  their  oysters,  separating  their  supplies 
into  different  qualities,  and  sending  them  to  market  as  required.  There 
is  one  great  advantage  in  dredging  for  oysters :  the  young  ones  can  be 
thrown  into  the  water,  there  to  wait  till  their  beards  grow  larger.  When 
fishing  for  cod  or  other  fish,  this  cannot  be  done,  as  the  animal  is  usually 
killed  before  it  reaches  the  surface  of  the  water.  There  is  nothing  to 
prevent  the  Whitstable  men  going  a  step  farther  than  they  do  at  present, 
and  breeding  their  "  natives "  from  the  "  spat."  M.  Coste  has  super- 
intended the  laying  down  of  a  great  number  of  new  oyster-beds  on  the 
coasts  of  France,  and  likewise  repeopled  a  number  that  had  been  ex- 
hausted by  over-dredging.  His  mode  of  engineering  an  oyster-bed  is 
exceedingly  simple,  and  is  founded  on  the  knowledge  that  all  that  is 
required  to  secure  a  few  millions  of  oysters,  is  a  resting-place  for  the 
"  spat."  It  is  well  known  to  those  versed  in  the  economic  history  of  our 
fisheries,  that  the  greatest  waste  arises  from  the  non-ripening  of  the  eggs. 
Countless  millions  never  come  to  life  at  all,  and  consequently  are  just  that 
number  of  fish  lost  to  our  commissariat.  It  is  the  same  with  the  oyster;  for 
want  of  a  resting-place,  seven-eighths  of  the  spawn  is  lost.  M.  Coste1  s  idea 
L»  to  provide  the  necessary  resting-place.  He  makes  up  a  foundation  of  old 
bricks,  tiles,  fragments  of  pottery- ware  and  shells ;  and  over  these  he  plants 
s  forest  of  strong  stakes,  round  which  are  twined  luxuriant  branches  to  which 
the  seedling  oyster  may  become  attached ;  and  then,  laying  down  a  parent 
stock  of  breeders,  he  patiently  awaits  the  result,  knowing  well  that  in  the 
course  of  four  years  there  will  be  an  abundant  supply  of  marketable 
oysters.  Even  as  we  write  there  arrives  news  of  the  truth  of  M.  Coste's 
"practical  theories,"  for  do  we  not  read  of  a  little  rejoicing  that  has  just 
taken  place  at  the  opening  of  one  of  the  new  oyster-beds  in  the  river 
Auray  ?  The  dredgers  employed  procured  350,000  oysters  in  the  short 
space  of  an  hour  1  In  the  evcaing  there  was  an  illumination  of  the  littlo 
fishing-town,  and  dancing  was  carried  on  on  the  beach  with  great  spirit 
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till  a  late  hour  by  the  happy  fisher  folk.  This  fete  of  these  dredgers  is-  a 
type  of  the  interest  which  the  French  people  take  in  the  piscicultaral 
operations  now  being  carried  on  for  their  benefit.  All  are  interested  in 
their  success,  and  know  about  them,  from  the  Emperor  downwards.  Even 
the  children  are  "  up  "  in  the  subject,  and  can  talk  about  it  in  an  intolli- 
gible  style.  Having  made  anxious  personal  inquiry  on  the  subject  in 
various  parts  of  France,  we  can  testify  to  this  fact;  and  the  exhibition  at 
the  College  of  France  of  some  of  the  experiments,  taught  the  people  personally 
how  it  was  all  achieved.  The  gigantic  Aquarium  now  opened  in  the- 
Garden  of  Acclimatization  in  the  Bois  de  Boulogne  will  still  farther 
interest  the  Parisians,  as  it  oontuin3  a  model  of  an  oyster-bed  on  the 
artificial  system,  as  also  samples  of  the  various  native  fishes  that  have 
been  reared  on  the  artificial  plan,  as  well  as  others  tliat  the  French  savans 
propose  to  naturalize.  The  structure  was  not  quite  finished  at  the  time 
of  our  visit,  but  in  dimensions  and  design  it  bade  fair  to  fulfil  the  purpose 
for  which  it  was  intended. 

The  piscicultural  system  is,  of  course,  of  the  greatest  value  when 
taken  in  connection  with  our  largest  fishes  or  our  most  important 
fisheries.  The  salmon  of  Britain  and  the  salmon  of  the  Danube  are 
undoubtedly  of  such  value  as  to  be  worth  cultivating  in  quantity  ; 
and  it  is  certain  that  public  attention  is  now  being  awakened  to  the 
breeding  of  fishes  on  a  large  scale;  and  wc  have  some  hopes  of  opera- 
tions being  speedily  commenced  on  one  or  other  of  our  large  English 
rivers.  Mr.  Thomas  Ash  worth,  who  was  one  of  the  earliest  in  this 
country  to  foresee  the  importance  of  pisciculture,  and  who  takes  a  warm 
interest  in  the  breeding  and  preservation  of  salmon,  is  about  to  extend 
his  operations  in  Ireland.  Preparations,  he  tells  us  in  a  recent  commu- 
nication, have  been  made  upon  the  estates  of  Lord  Plunket,  at  Tour- 
makeady,  on  Lough  Mask,  and  various  other  suitable  situations,  on  the 
streams  all  round  Loughs  Mask  and  Corrib,  and  on  the  river  Rabe.  All 
the  great  district  above  the  lough  will  be  supplied  with  fish,  and  it  is  a. 
fact  that  hitherto  no  salmon  have  been  known  to  exist  in  that  district,  in 
consequence  of  the  passage  from  Corrib  to  Mask  having  been  through 
cavern  and  rocks,  and  therefore  inaccessible  to  fish.  An  opening  having 
lately  been  made  for  the  fish  to  pass  up,  it  is  certain  to  be  used  by  the 
salmon  after  they  have  been  introduced  into  the  upper  streams  ;  and 
by  this  plan  waste  rivers  and  waters  that  are  now  unproductive  will  be 
cultivated.  This  artificial  fish  passage  is  a  capital  example  of  engineering 
skill ;  it  is  about  two  miles  in  length,  cut  about  five  yards  wide,  and  has 
nearly  thirty  feet  of  fall  in  it.  This  new  district,  if  properly  workod, 
will  undoubtedly  turn  out  a  profitable  supply  of  Irish  salmon  ;  and  now- 
a-days,  with  railway  and  steamboat  careering  through  the  country,  there 
is  a  ready  market  within  an  hour-  or  two's  distance  for  any  quantity  of 
this  fine  fish. 

Does  fish-breeding  pay?  is,  of  course,  an  important  question.  But 
the  answer  is  entirely  favourable  ;  the  financial  results  of  pisciculture  are 


Digitized  by  Google 


FISH  CULTURE. 


203 


IbLly  encouraging.    At  the  Stormontficld  ponds,  on  the  river  Taj,  the 
caly  expense  beyond  the  construction  of  the  breeding-beds,  and  the 
necessary  reservoirs  and  runlets,  is  the  small  annual  charge  for  wages  to 
"Peter  of  the  Pools,"  the  faithful  nurse  of  the  young  salmon,  there 
\*hz  scarcely  any  other  money  cost.    In  fact,  per  individual  fish,  the 
-jjLzal  money  charge  is  not  appreciable.    The  ponds  at  Stormontfield 
L-re  had  a  mark  ed  effect  on  the  produce  of  the  Tay,  having  increased  the 
:?3tal,  and  consequently  the  annual  profit,  by  at  least  ten  per  cent., 
:3lrding  good  interest  for  the  capital  expended.    The  charges  incurred 
r.  :Le  construction  of  the  French  oyster-beds  are  not  at  all  extravagant  , 
tie  material  used  being  of  the  simplest  and  most  inexpensive  description, 
much  of  it  mere  rubbish,  helps  to  lessen  the  sum  total.    The  full  cost  of 
a  oyster-bed  is  less  than  ten  pounds.    As  an  example  of  the  figures,  wo 
aiay  cite  the  debtor  and  creditor  account  of  the  bank  which  has  been 
oenstrncted  off  the  coast  of  Brittany  at  St  Brieux ;  and  we  shall  adopt  the 
oicial  figures  of  M.  Laviciare,  commissary  of  the  maritime  inscription. 
These  inform  us  that  three  fascines,  selected  by  chance  from  an  oystcr- 
Imk  laid  down  in  the  year  1859,  contained  20,000  oysters  each  !    "  The 
txpense  of  laying  down  the  bank  in  question  was  9/.  As.  2d.,  and  if  each 
of  the  fascines  [300]  laid  down  be  multiplied  by  20,000,  G,000,000 
ojftien  will  be  obtained,  and  these  at  lCs.  8d.  per  thousand  will  yield  a 
revenue  of  5,000/. — an  immense  profit  to  obtain  with  so  small  an  outlay 
of  capital  and  labour.    Then,  again,  in  the  case  of  the  Danube  salmon, 
we  find  that  to  procure  the  eggs  a  sum  of  Is.  8d.  per  thousand  has  to  be 
expended;  but  as  each  thousand  grows  to  the  extent  of  1G  ounces  the 
&*t  year,  and  as  a  pound  weight  of  the  fish  is  worth  10 J.,  it  follows  that 
tlie  seed  which  cost  Is.  Sd.  is  worth  in  twelve  months,  with  scarcely  any 
expenditure,  a  sum  of  41/.  13$.  4d.    At  Gomaccio,  too,  the  profits  arc 
krge,  as  the  fish  grow  rapidly.    The  quantity  cultivated  in  the  lagoon  is 
positively  fabulous ;  the  average  annual  take,  after  letting  away  a  suffi- 
cient quantity  of  breeding  fish  and  providing  for  the  food  of  the  people, 
k  1,000,000  pounds  in  weight,  and  some  years  it  has  been  nearly  double 
that  amount. 

From  a  detailed  statement  issued  by  the  French  Governmont,  the 
following  figures  may  be  cited  as  an  evidence  of  the  commercial  success  of 
^e  piscicultural  system  in  France.    The  money  value  of  the  fish  caught 
in  the  navigable  rivers,  canals,  and  estuaries  has  been  estimated  at 
W^MOi.  per  annum ;  this  amount  is  derived,  it  must  be  borne  in  mind, 
from  a  very  large  territory,  embracing  114>889  miles  of  water-courses  and 
acres  of  lakes  and  ponds.    The  fish-ponds  of  Doonibcs  alone  cover 
asunace  equal  to  34,580  acres!     These  results  are  really  marvellous 
*&en  we  consider  Coate'a  statement,  that  the  whole  fisheries  of  France 
not,  twenty  years  ago,  of  greater  value  than  the  annual  rent  of  a 
Sottish  salmon  river. 
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*  Snows  swell  on  snows  amazing  to  tho  sky, 
And  icy  mountains,  high  on  mountains  piled, 
Sccra  to  the  shivering  sailors  from  afar, 
Shapeless  and  white,  an  atmosphere  of  clouds." — 

Thomson's  Winter. 

 KH  

The  New  Year's  salutation  to  everybody  supposed  to  have  experience 
in  the  Canadas,  was — "  Do  you  think  our  troops  will  get  up  to  Quebec  ?  " 
accompanied  with  the  remark,  "  Poor  fellows,  if  they  cannot  get  up 
the  river,  what  a  dreadful  march  it  •  will  be  for  them  over  all  that 
ice  and  snow  ! "  While  we  are  writing  there  is  no  intelligence  of  the 
expedition,  and  the  truth  is,  that  very  few  people  in  England  can  give  an 
opinion  on  the  subject,  even  though  they  may  have  spent  several  years  in 
Canada,  or  the  Lower  Provinces.  There  are  not  many,  even  in  Canada 
itself,  who  have  any  knowledge  of  the  Lower  St.  Lawrence  in  winter. 
From  Riviere  du  Loup  to  Gasp6,  a  distance  of  nearly  350  miles,  there  is 
no  place  of  any  importance  to  which  people,  commercially  or  otherwise  en- 
gaged, are  in  the  habit  of  travelling.  The  country  is  very  thinly  inhabited, 
and  only  here  and  there  some  neat-looking  French  cottages,  with  the  wooden 
church  invariably  attached  to  every  settlement  along  the  banks,  remind 
the  summer  voyager  on  the  St.  Lawrence  that  he  has  left  behind  him  the 
good  old  Saxon  villages  of  brick  and  thatch,  and  is  in  a  country  that  was 
a  hundred  years  ago  under  Gallic  rule.  He  wonders  if  there  can  be 
those  Arctic  scenes  he  has  read  of,  where  the  pretty  little  wooden  cottages, 
and  the  picturesque  and  verdant  scenery  around  them,  seem  suggestive 
of  nothing  but  summer  and  sunshine.  By  people  in  Upper  Canada  it  is 
considered  bad  enough  to  go  as  far  as  Quebec,  when  legislative  duties  or 
the  necessities  of  business  summon  them  to  the  capital  of  the  Lower 
Province;  but,  beyond  it,  neither  Upper  nor  Lower  Canadians  have 
cause  to  venture  alter  the  close  of  navigation.  Consequently  very  few 
people  know  anything  of  the  river  at  this  time  of  year  below  the 
terminus  of  the  Grand  Trunk  Railway.  This  line  of  railroad  terminates 
at  Riviere  du  Loup,  a  small  watering-place  120  miles  from  Quebec,  and 
on  the  opposite  side  of  the  river.  A  few  miles  farther  down  the  stream, 
and  on  the  same  side,  is  the  village  of  Cacouna,  the  so-called  seaside  oi 
Canada.  In  summer,  when  the  excess  of  temperature  is  equally  great, 
and  the  thousand  tin  roofs  of  Montreal,  Kingston,  and  Quebec,  each 
reflecting  a  mimic  sun  little  inferior  to  the  February  original  in  London, 
have  roused  even  the  sternest  devotees  of  business  to  a  feeling  of  uneasi- 
ness under  heat,  and  dust,  and  conjugal  expostulations,  whole  fiunilies  • 
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migrate  to  summer  quarters  at  Cacouna.  The  air  is  cool  and  refreshing, 
and  the  monotony  of  existence  at  a  watering-place  may  be  varied  by 
excursions  up  the  famous  Saquenay,  which  mingles  its  stream  with  tin* 
St.  Lawrence  almost  exactly  opposite  Cacouna.  So  far,  then,  there  is  no 
doubt  that  many  people  have  seen,  and  can  speak  of,  the  Lower  St.  Law- 
rence ;  but  tourists  and  others,  who  have  only  seen  this  part  of  the  country 
in  summer,  cannot  form  the  smallest  conception  of  what  it  is  in  winter, 
and  they  are  as  much  dependent  on  books,  and  papers  descriptive  of 
winter  in  Canada,  as  persons  who  have  never  crossed  the  Atlantic  at  all. 

Premising,  then,  that  before  this  reaches  our  readers  the  result  of  all  our 
ships*  attempts  to  navigate  the  St.  Lawrence  will  be  known,  before  enter- 
ing on  a  general  description  of  the  climate,  sports,  country,  and  society  of 
Canada,  we  will  anticipate  some  of  the  incidents  which  will  mark  the  pro- 
gress of  our  troops.  Their  first  instructions  are  to  steam  to  Rivi6re  du 
Loup,  whence  in  a  few  hours  they  can  be  conveyed  to  any  part  of  the 
province -where  their  presence  may  be  required,  or  where  accommodation 
may  be  most  conveniently  found.  Failing  the  possibility  of  reaching 
Riviere  du  Loup,  they  will  attempt  disembarkation  at  Bic,  a  small  island 
on  the  same  side  of  the  river,  with  an  anchorage  of  unusual  extent  and 
security.  This  will  necessitate  a  march  of  sixty  miles,  through  Trois 
Pistoles  and  Cacouna  to  the  railway.  Should  it  be  found  impracticable 
even  to  get  as  far  as  Bic,  their  only  alternative  then  is  to  put  about,  and 
round  Cape  Breton  for  Halifax.  All  accounts  hitherto  received  concur 
in  an  opinion  that  the  present  is  an  unusally  late  winter  in  the  Lower 
Provinces,  and  it  is  therefore  probable  that  all  the  vessels  will  reach  Bic 
or  Riviere  du  Loup. 

It  takes  many  weeks  of  most  intense  frost  to  form  such  fields  of  ice  in 
the  St.  Lawrence  as  will  impede  the  progress  of  a  screw  steamer.  The 
influence  of  tide  is  felt  in  the  St.  Lawrence  several  miles  higher  up  the 
river  than  Quebec,  and  is  a  considerable  drawback  to  the  formation  oi 
continuous  ice.  Added  to  this,  there  is  running  past  Quebec  the  overflow 
of  all  the  great  lakes,  and  the  drainage  of  the  St.  Lawrence  and  its  tribu- 
taries for  500  miles.  Consequently  it  is  a  very  rare  thing,  even  in  the 
hardest  winters,  for  the  river  at  Quebec  to  be  completely  frozen  over. 
Large  irregular  masses  of  ice  float  about  in  the  stream,  jostling  each  other 
with  ominous  sounds,  by  no  means  pleasing  to  the  sensitive  traveller, 
who  is  crossing  for  the  first  time  in  a  canoe  of  the  voyagcurs  from  the  sta- 
tion at  Point  Levi  to  the  city  of  Quebec.  There  is  more  positive  hardship 
and  exposure  in  this  short  journey  across  the  river,  which  everybody 
coming  from  the  west  is  obliged  to  make,  than  in  a  whole  day's  sleighing 
along  a  well-worn  road  such  as  that  between  Bic  and  Riviere  du  Loup. 
Wrapped  up  in  buffalo  robes,  with  fur  cap  and  gauntlets  on,  and  a  blanket 
coat  with  a  red  sash  round  the  waist,  and  its  capote  drawn  over  his  head, 
the  French  Canadian  habitant  gives  us  no  bad  substitute  for  the  picturesque 
appearance  of  the  Indian  aborigines.  Leaning  well  back,  with  his  legs 
pressing  firmly  against  the  splashboard  of  his  cutter  or  carriole ;  the  ther- 
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mometer,  perhaps,  twenty  degrees  below  zero,  and  a  sky  of  the  clearest 
azure  over  his  head ;  no  gravel  grating  wheel-tires ;  no  noise  but  the 
merry  jingle  of  his  sleigh  bells  and  the  regular  beat  of  his  horses*  feet; 
he  shouts  encouragement  to  his  steed  in  the  high-pitched  patois  of  his 
countrymen,  and  glides  along  as  comfortable  and  independent  as  the  fiis: 
nobleman  in  the  land  rolling  through  Hyde  Park  in  the  fashionable 
winter  equipage  of  the  period.  There  is  nothing  more  thoroughly 
exhilarating  than  the  noiseless,  smooth  sliding  of  the  iron  runners  over 
frozen  snow,  behind  a  pair  of  thoroughbred  Canadian  ponies,  going,  as  the 
Americans  say,  at  2*40  gait,  without  a  touch  of  the  whip. 

In  case  it  should  be  found  necessary  for  any  of  the  later  steamers  to 
disembark  their  troops  at  Bic,  it  is  probable  that  sleighs  can  be  sent  down 
from  above  in  sufficient  numbers  to  transport  all,  or  the  majority,  of  the 
men  and  stores.    Their  arrival  in  the  river  will  be  known  in  Quebec 
from  the  telegraph-station  at  Father  Point,  long  before  the  ships  are  even 
abreast  of  the  village.    In  moderate  weather  the  troops  can  lie  off  the 
telegraph-station,  180  miles  from  Quebec,  long  enough  to  admit  of  com- 
munication with  and  an  answer  from  bead-quarters.     The  river  is 
twenty-five  miles  in  width  there,  although  ninety  miles  from  its  actual 
mouth.    It  is  a  country  of  extremes,  and  Nature  conducts  all  her  opera- 
tions in  North  America  on  a  gigantic  scale.    The  lakes  are  inland  seas; 
the  rivers  are  as  wide  as  what  the  men  of  Dover  and  Holyhead  call 
channels ;  what  is  called  in  England  a  home-view,  is  a  thing  quite 
unknown  in  Canada  and  the  Western  States;  their  woods  are  forests, 
and  their  plains  are  prairies;  the  hottest  and  coldest  days  at  Quebec 
show  every  year  a  variation  of  a  hundred  and  twenty  degrees;  their  fair 
weather  is  the  most  beautiful  in  the  world,  and  there  arc  days  rough, 
foul  and  dingy  as  Erebus;  their  winds  are  often  hurricanes,  and  rah 
falls  often  like  an  avalanche.    That  the  country  is  not  mountainous  may 
be  gathered  from  the  fact  that  for  900  miles  along  the  whole  extent  of 
the  Grand  Trunk  railroad,  which  nowhere  makes  any  very  great  detour, 
there  is  not  one  tunnel,  and  very  few  cuttings  of  any  considerable  depth. 
There  are  many  steep,  abrupt  eminences  in  the  province,  and  it  is 
remarkable  that  many  of  these  exist  where  the  character  of  the  surround- 
ing scenery  is  flat.     Perhaps  the  most  celebrated  are  the  mountain 
at  Montreal,  the  Citadel  of  Quebec,  Fort  Henry  at  Kingston,  the  Heights 
of  Qucenston,  and  the  Barrack  Hill  at  Ottawa.     All  these  derations 
have  great  rivers,  such  as  the  Ottawa,  the  St.  Lawrence,  or  the  Niagara, 
flowing  at  their  feet,  and  it  is  not  too  much  to  say  that  the  scenery  of 
Canada  is  mainly  dependent  for  its  magnificence  on  the  wonderful  inter- 
section of  the  country  by  lakes  and  rivers.     The  splendid  valley  of 
Dundas  is  the  only  exception  that  occurs  to  us,  and  even  there  the  hills 
command  a  view  of  the  pretty  Bay  of  Burlington. 

If  any  of  our  troops  are  obliged  to  cross  from  St.  John,  New  Brunswick, 
during  the  ensuing  winter,  the  discomfort  most  to  be  apprehended  on  the 
march  is  from  a  thaw.    The  January  thaw  is  inevitable,  and  for  four  or 
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fire  days  lhe  snow  melts,  the  streets  and  roads  are  covered  with  water, 
ind  everything  looks  wet,  dirty,  and  dismal.    This  thaw  once  over,  the 
people  expect  three  months  of  dry,  cold,  healthy  weather  ;  their  spirits 
roe  with  the  tall  of  the  mercury ;  the  sun  shines  brighter  perhaps  than  in 
the  thaw,  and  the  dazzling  surface  of  the  snow  resumes  its  cleanly  crisp- 
neo,  not  to  be  sullied  again  until  the  first  rains  of  spring,  and  warmer 
vituL)  from  the  tropics,  bid  it  vanish  for  ever.  Much  has  been,  and  before 
this  article  is  in  print,  much  more  will  be  written  about  this  overland  march 
from  St.  John.    For  ourselves,  we  state  a  deliberate  preference  for  making 
ih» journey  in  winter.    The  roads  are  better  than  in  summer;  short  cuts 
over  bogs  and  morasses,  impassable  in  warmer  weather,  are  now  eagerly 
desired  by  the  least  adventurous ;  and  the  whole  distance  to  be  sleighed 
t*tween  St.  John  and  Riviere  du  Loup  can  be  done  quicker  and  with  less 
faigue  to  men  and  hor-   .    The  snowstorms  of  blinding  poudre,  so  pre- 
ralent  in  the  Gulf,  and  off'  lhe  shores  of  Newfoundland,  may  force  some  of 
■uir  ships  to  discharge  their  cargoes  at  Halifax ;  and  though  it  is  not  a 
tiling  to  be  courted,  we  have  no  hesitation  in  affirming  that  gross  exaggera- 
tions have  been  circulated  with  reference  to  the  hardships  of  a  winter 
mrch  through  New  Brunswick.    There  are  good  roads,  and  frequent 
Ulting-places;  there  are  even  some  of  the  old  block-houses  of  the  last 
iur  now  standing  on  the  route,  and  the  last  part  of  the  journey  is  over  a 
new  government  road.     We  are  not  writing  a  history  of  our  travels, 
nor  a  winter  guide-book  for  future  followers  in  our  course,  or  we  would 
enumerate  the  circumstances  which  lead  us  to  this  expression  of  opinion. 
From  Halifax  a  railway  runs  through  ,Nova  Scotia  to  Windsor :  thence 
the  route  is  across  the  basin  of  Minas,  and  down  the  Bay  of  Fundy  to 
St.  John.    In  scenery  snow  is  a  leveller  of  all  distinctions,  and  we  must 
not  pause  to  panegyrize  the  summer  landscape  of  "  Evangeline,"  or  the 
magnificence  of  Blomidon.    Landed  at  St.  John,  our  road  runs  nearly 
north  for  Canada ;  through  Woodstock  to  Grand  Falls,  across  the  suspen- 
sion bridge  of  the  River  St.  John,  and  along  the  left;  bank  of  the  river, 
here  the  boundary  line  of  the  State  of  Maine,  to  Little  Falls.    There  arc 
sovcral  small  French  settlements  and  stopping  places  along  the  road. 
Thence,  saving  distance  by  crossing  the  ice,  our  road  runS  on  to  the  Lake 
{K>rt,  and  so  by  the  now  government  road  to  the  St.  Lawrence.    A  longer 
feription  of  this  journey,  which  is  nearly  ^00  miles  long,  would  be  out 
Q-  place;  we  have  described  the  process  of  sleighing,  and  country  sleighs, 
*hich  are  little  more  than  wooden  floors  or  boxes  mounted  on  runners, 
fan  quickly  be  put  together  on  any  emergency.    Cold  is  not  to  be  feared 
half  bo  much  as  a  drizzle  of  sleet  or  the  January  thaw. 

By  whatever  route  our  soldiers  enter  Canada,  they  go  by  Grand  Trunk 
Eailway  to  Quebec,  or  rather  to  Point  Levi  on  the  opposite  side,  and  so 
at«ug  the  south  bank  of  the  St.  Lawrence  to  the  Victoria  Bridge  at 
Montreal.  Passing  through  the  tubes  of  this  wonderful  structure,  nearly 
two  miles  long,  and  100  feet  high,  they  arrive  at  Montreal,  a  city  with  a 
population  of  100,000  inhabitants,  and  the  real  and  commercial,  though 


Digitized  by  Google 


203 


THE  WINTER  IN  CANADA. 


not  the  legislative  capital  of  Canada.  From  Montreal  the  Railway  rims 
in  an  uninterrupted  lino  along  the  north  bank  of  the  St.  Lawrence  to 
Kingston,  Toronto,  London,  and  so  on  to  the  shores  of  Lake  Huron.  In 
an  emergency  like  the  present  we  learn  to'  appreciate  the  value  of  this 
artery  of  communication  running  along  the  whole  extent  of  the  Canadas, 
connecting  all  military  posts,  and  carrying  life-blood  to  towns  and  villages, 
which  would  otherwise,  to  this  moment,  have  been  the  site  of  only  tower- 
ing pines  and  primeval  bush.  The  location  of  the  line  along  the  very 
frontier  of  the  country,  and  for  some  distance  on  what  may  be  called 
the  American  side  of  the  river,  is  a  misfortune,  but  not  a  fault.  Towns 
and  railways  are  as  cause  and  effect ;  but  in  process  of  time  they  change 
positions,  and  new  settlements  become  the  effect  instead  of  the  cause.  In 
Canada  the  earliest  settlements,  of  course,  sprung  up  on  the  banks  cf  the 
first  and  natural  highway  of  the  country,  and  it  was  an  accident  that  the 
St.  Lawrence  became  the  boundary-line  of  a  province. 

Whilst,  however,  due  attention  is  paid  to  the  maintenance  of  railway 
communication,  the  importance  of  the  lakes,  rivers,  and  canals  need  not 
he  overlooked.  In  1812-14,  the  Americans  kept  two  objects  constantly 
in  view :  the  friendship  of  the  Indians,  and  the  mastery  of  the  lakes. 
Time,  which  has  removed  the  possibility  of  one,  has  greatly  increased  the 
importance  of  the  other.  At  the  close  of  the  war  it  was  agreed  between 
the  high  contracting  parties  that  neither  power  should  build  or  maintain  a 
naval  establishment  on  the  lakes.  This  part  of  the  treaty  has  been  scrupu- 
lously observed  at  all  events  on  the  side  of  the  colonists.  The  wharves 
and  storehouses  in  Navy  Bay,  the  head-quarters  of  the  old  marine  at 
Kingston,  have  long  ago  sunk  into  ruin  and  decay,  and  there  is  not  a 
vestige  left  of  the  old  ships  forwarded  from  England  in  pieces,  and,  as  the 
story  goes,  fitted  with  large  immovable  water  tanks,  to  float  over  the 
freshwater  waves  of  Ontario!  Though  the  Americans  have  numerous 
steamers  on  the  lakes,  which  can  be  hastily  adapted  to  war  purposes 
during  the  winter,  and,  with  armaments  and  equipments  forwarded  by  rail 
from  New  York,  could  do  much  to  annoy,  perhaps  endanger,  our  towns 
and  railroads,  before  gunboats  could  be  forwarded  through  the  locks,  the 
clause  in  the  treaty  must  still  be  considered  an  advantage  to  England. 
The  Erie  Canal,  from  the  foot  of  Lake  Erie  to  the  Hudson  at  Albany,  is 
not  wide  enough  for  the  passage  of  the  smallest  corvette,  whereas  it  is  not 
certain  that  even  our  heavy  despatch  boats  cannot  be  so  lightened  as  to 
make  the  passage  of  the  St.  Lawrence  canals.  By  the  aid  of  this  wonderful 
series  of  locks  vessels  surmount  the  rapids  of  the  St.  Lawrence;  and 
sailing  up  Lake  Ontario,  pass  through  another  line  of  locks  on  the  WeDand 
Canal,  built  to  connect  Erie  and  Ontario,  whose  only  natural  connection  is 
by  the  river  Niagara,  which  falls  334  feet  in  its  short  course  of  30  miles! 
For  offensive  and  defensive  operations  a  flotilla  of  gunboats  on  the  lakes 
is  virtually  indispensable ;  at  the  same  time  they  cannot  be  sent  there 
without  a  declaration  of  war  with  America.  Though  all  the  towns  cn 
Lake  Ontario  may  admit  of  fortification,  by  a  system  of  earthworks  to 
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puinl  their  approaches,  the  general  commanding  would  find  himself 
thwarted  and  outmanoeuvred  in  every  direction  were  the  mastery  of  the 
lakes  in  any  hands  but  our  own. 

We  learn  a  few  facta  of  interest  at  the  present  moment  by  reference  to 
3  Bhie-book  published  at  the  close  of  last  year,  relating  to  Colonial  and 
-:\'T  possessions  of  the  United  Kingdom.  In  1859  the  American  vessels 
r  -sing  through  Canadian  canals,  showed  an  equality  in  numbers,  and  an 
atrial  excess  in  tonnage  over  our  own.  The  largest  ships  which  passed 
mm  to  have  been  of  about  420  tons,  or  double  the  measurement  of  many 
of  oar  gunboats.  These  were  probably  wheat-laden  vessels  bound  direct 
'rvm  Chicago  to  Liverpool,  that  is  to  say,  vessels  drawing  less  than  ten 
fot  of  water,  and  consequently  able  to  make  the  passage  of  the  locks,  as 
well  as  the  Atlantic,  in  safety.  This  fact  proves  the  feasibility  of  a  naval 
establishment  on  the  lakes,  sent  direct  from  our  dockyards  in  England, 
should  there  ever  be  occasion  to  want  their  services.  At  the  same  time 
rie  feet  of  so  many  American  owned  vessels,  engaged  in  the  carrying  trade 
'•f  the  St.  Lawrence  and  Upper  Lakes,  using  our  canals,  reveals  in  a 
startling  manner  the  working  of  the  Reciprocity  Treaty,  and  demands 
that  some  remedy  should  be  applied  to  the  obvious  disadvantages  to 
Canadian  ship-owners. 

We  will  now  turn  our  attention  to  tbe  defences  already  existing  in 
Canada.  The  last  accounts  from  the  Lake  country  speak  of  earthworks, 
built  under  the  supervision  of  General  Williams,  along  the  western 
entrance  to  the  harbour  of  Toronto.  What  is  called  "  the  Gap,"  at  the 
eastern  extremity  of  the  opposite  island,  can  be  rendered  useless  by  the 
removal  of  the  buoys.  This  city  of  50,000  inhabitants,  and  the  metro- 
pf 'is  of  Upper  Canada,  is  otherwise  totally  unprotected ;  for  of  old  forts 
and  rotting  block-houses— of  no  more  use  against  rifled  ordnance  and  the 
modern  munitions  of  war  than  so  many  walls  of  brown  paper — we  make 
so  account.  It  has  not  been  our  colonial  policy  to  fortify  possessions  of 
this  class  against  possible  attack,  and  the  colonists  themselves  have  rather 
"ptnded  their  revenue  on  the  improvement  and  opening  up  of  their 
country ;  trusting,  as  they  are  entitled  to  do,  to  the  assistance  of  imperial 
troops,  where  imperial  interests  are  at  stake,  and  providing  ample  means  ot 
their  own  for  the  preservation  of  internal  peace  .and  good  order.  At  Kingston 
there  is  more  show  of  defence.  Moats,  battlements,  and  escarpments,  are 
ttare,  though  we  arc  told  that  they  are  but  a  semblance.  Fort  Henry, 
the  resort  of  many  a  merry  taboggining  party,  to  the  unsophisticated 
civilian  shows  an  imposing  front :  official  reporters,  however,  set  it  down 
to  nil.  Martello  towers,  too,  dot  the  circumference  of  the  harbour,  and 
an  Armstrong  gun  planted  on  the  platform  at  the  top  of  them,  seem 
°t  undeniable  utility  in  protecting  the  entrance  of  the  St.  Lawrence, 
and  the  Rideau  Canal  to  Ottawa.    At  the  mouth  of  the  Niagara 
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nver  is  our  only  other  fortification  along  the  lake.  Within  three 
hundred  yards  of  a  similar  building  on  the  American  side  stands  Fort 
St.  George,  the  smaller  and  less  pretentious  of  the  two,  but  apparently  of 
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greater  strength  and  solidity  than  the  lath-nnd-plaster-looking  barrack  on 
the  opposite  shore.  The  city  of  Niagara — imposing  nomenclature— once 
the  seat  of  government,  is  now  a  small  village,  growing  rapidly  It**. 
Content  with  the  epitaph,  "  Sic  transit  gloria  mundi"  it  might  with  advan- 
tage transfer  its  illustrious  name  to  the  village  and  town  rapidly  springing 
np  in  the  more  immediate  neighbourhood  of  the  Falls,  which  are  fiiVn 
miles  beyond  what  is  now  called  the  city  of  Niagara.  It  is  in  this  neigh- 
bourhood  that  many  events  in  the  history  of  Canada  have  taken  place 
the  battle  of  Queenston  heights,  memorable  for  the  victory  and  death 
of  Brock ;  the  battle  of  Lundy's  Lane ;  and  in  later  years,  the  celebrated 
seizure  of  the  Caroline.  Within  the  limits  of  an  article  such  as  this,  in 
which  it  is  our  wish  to  present  to  our  readers  a  general  account  of  the 
country,  its  climate,  sports,  and  society,  much  that  is  interesting  must  be 
omitted.  We  will  henceforth,  therefore,  confine  our  attention  to  the  L  ike 
country,  without  further  mention  of  the  famous  citadel  of  Quebec  and 
fortifications  of  undoubted  strength,  greatly  assisted  by  the  natural  position 
of  this  transatlantic  Gibraltar;  as  also  any  notice  of  Montreal,  the  forti- 
fications on  the  opposite  island  of  St.  Helen's,  or  the  American  preparation* 
on  Lake  Champlain.  We  must,  however,  proceed  to  give  some  account  of 
the  "  bone  and  sinew,"  as  it  is  called,  and,  after  all,  the  most  important 
item  in  the  list  of  national  defences. 

The  Canadian  militia  is  celebrated  in  history;  and  if  agricultural 
industry  and  peaceful  occupations  have  during  late  years  led  them  to 
abandon  the  sword-hilt  for  the  plough-handle,  there  is  no  reason  to  doubt 
that  in  younger  veins  there  still  flows  the  blood  of  the  gallant  N.  E. 
Loyalists,  and  the  descendants  of  those  who  fought  with  Carletoa  and 
Brock  arc  inspired  with  the  same  patriotism  and  horror  of  annexation 
that  nerved  the  hardy  muscles  of  their  ancestors.    In  1775,  during  the 
first  aggression  of  the  States  after  their  renunciation  of  allegiance,  it  was 
chiefly  owing  to  the  militia  of  the  province  that  the  enemy,  after  a  brief 
winter  campaign,  in  which  Montgomery  was  killed  under  the  walls  of 
Quebec,  were  driven  back  across  the  frontier.    Again,  in  the  war  of  1812, 
when  tardy  reinforcements  from  England  added  but  little  to  the  strength 
of  the  regulars,  it  was  to  the  local  militia  that  General  Brock  and  Sir 
George  Prevost  were  chiefly  indebted  for  successes,  which  terminated  in 
a  peace  signed  at  Ghent  in  1814 — a  peace  by  no  means  satisfactory  to  the 
Canadians,  who  were  just  beginning  to  turn  the  tables  on  the  invaders, 
by  frequent  inroads  upon  American  territory.    By  law,  every  male  adult 
under  a  certain  age  is  enrolled  on  the  list  of  the  militia.    This  has  been 
divided  into  two  branches,  "the  active"  and  the  "sedentary;"  bc^1 
liable  to  be  called  out  at  the  will  of  the  Colonial  Government.    An  undue 
feeling  of  security,  and  the  universal  occupation  consequent  on  business 
and  progress  in  a  new  country,  have  led  to  a  fearful  glut  of  the  "sedentary 
commodity;  and,  notwithstanding  the  efforts  here  and  there  of  a  few 
zealots,  with  leisure  and  ability  to  encourage  military  exercises,  the 
regiments  of  militia,  with  a  few  notable  exceptions,  have  given  proof  of 
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their  existence  rother  on  paper  than  in  the  field.  We  were  going  to  say, 
"  than  in  propria  persona;"  but  the  term  would  not  be  applicable,  for  there 
are  few  houses  in  Canada  where  a  militia  uniform  does  not  occupy  a 
corner  of  the  wardrobe — to  grace  the  exterior  of  its  owner  on  grand 
occasions;  more  generally,  though,  under  the  glittering  light  of  ball- 
room chandeliers,  than  under  the  open  canopy  of  the  sky.  Nevertheless, 
in  the  districts  to  which  we  are  now  confining  our  attention,  there  are 
several  well-equipped  and  well-drilled  companies  of  artillery  and  rifles, 
ready  at  once  to  render  valuable  assistance  to  the  forces  under  General 
Williams.  Of  late,  the  volunteer  system  has  also  become  extremely 
popular,  and  without  the  assistance  of  the  10,000  troops  now  sent  to  their 
assistance,  we  have  little  doubt  that  in  any  event  Upper  Canada  could 
have  held  its  own  till  the  opening  of  navigation.  Her  danger  would  have 
been  in  a  compromise  between  North  and  South,  which  would  have  set  at 
liberty  some  hundreds  of  thousands  of  military  rabble,  eager  for  a  quarrel 
and  careless  of  the  cause,  so  long  as  it  resulted  in  plunder  and  pay. 

Another  national  defence,  of  which  we  have  seen  no  mention  lately, 
is  the  regiment  of  Royal  Canadian  Rifles :  and  it  is  to  this  regiment  that 
Canada  has  mainly  looked  of  late  years  for  ordinary  garrison  duty  and 
occasional  emergencies.  One  company  has  lately  been  on  detachment  duty 
at  the  Red  River  settlement,  in  the  far  north-west.  There  is  probably  no 
regiment  in  the  service  more  effective  and  trustworthy :  good  conduct 
and  sobriety  are  the  necessary  recommendations  for  admission  into  its  ranks, 
and  it  is  chiefly  composed  of  married  men  of  long  experience  in  the 
climate  and  customs  of  the  country.  They  are  drafted  from  every 
regiment  of  the  line,  and  go  to  Canada  to  enjoy  the  unusual  privileges 
of  exemption  from  other  foreign  service,  and  of  leave  to  earn  wages 
additional  to  their  pay,  by  hiring  themselves  out  for  wood-cutting  and 
harvesting  in  the  neighbourhood  of  their  barracks.  The  advantages  of 
the  regiment  are  so  well  understood  that  even  the  officers  can  ensure 
something  above  the  regular  price,  in  exchanging  into-  another  regiment, 
or  making  absolute  sale  of  their  commissions.  Men  of  such  experience 
in  the  country,  even  should  there  be  no  war  to  employ  them,  will  be 
found  of  great  assistance  to  the  troops  now  despatched  across  the  Atlantic, 
for  the  most  part,  regiments  of  no  experience  in  the  climate,  and 
ignorant  of  the  best  precautions  to  be  taken  against  its  effects.  Ordinary 
winter  life  in  Canada  is  not  subject  to  Arctic  severity  or  dangerous 
exposure  :  it  is,  on  the  contrary,  the  most  healthful  season  of  the  year — 
dry,  bracing  and  cheerful ;  but  the  resources  of  Quebec,  Montreal, 
Kingston,  Toronto,  Niagara,  and  London — the  towns  in  which  barracks 
are  to  be  found — will  be  severely  taxed  to  find  accommodation,  and,  at 
first,  it  is  not  unlikely  that  we  may  hear  of  some  minor  inconveniences 
in  consequence  of  the  cram.  Where  timber  is  cheap,  and  saw-mills  as 
thick  as  blackberries,  the  erection  of  wooden  huta,  furnished  with 
American  stoves  and  challenge-heaters,  is  only  the  work  of  a  week  or 
two ;  and  the  contractor  who  published  his  marvellous  statement  of  the 
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time  in  which  "  .1  vacant  lot,"  and  some  hundreds  of  unhewn  logs,  were 
converted  into  the  ever-memorable  ball-room  built  for  the  Prince  at 
Montreal,  may  still  be  in  the  land  of  the  living,  and,  whether  Canadian 
or  American,  probably  open  to  a  bargain  !  Barrack  room  was  not  easily 
found  for  the  troops  sent  to  Canada  last  summer  by  the  Great  Eastern ; 
but  along  the  line  of  the  railway  any  number  of  troops  might  be  billeted 
at  the  towns  of  Belleville,  Cobourg,  Hamilton,  Guelph,  Gait,  Goderich, 
and  others,  all  west  of  a  line  drawn  from  the  Georgian  Bay,  in  rear  cf 
Toronto,  to  Kingston,  at  the  entrance  of  the  St.  Lawrence,  and  all  con- 
nected with  head-quarters  and  each  other  by  the  wires  of  the  Montreal 
Telegraph  Company.  By  these  means,  at  a  day's  notice,  they  can  be 
concentrated  on  any  point  where  there  is  occasion  for  their  services. 

And  now  for  a  word  or  two  about  the  pastimes  and  amusements  of  a 
Canadian  winter.    Our  soldiers  will  necessarily  remain  in  the  province 
one  winter  at  least ;  and  wherever  Englishmen  go,  sports  and  athletic 
exercises  follow  in  their  train.     The  races,  paper  hunts,  and  cricket- 
matches,  which  marked  the  spirit  of  our  men  before  Sebastopol,  may,  in 
their  way,  be  repeated  out  in  Canada  with  tenfold  opportunity.  At 
Montreal  there  is  a  subscription  pack  of  foxhounds,  and  the  members  of 
the  club,  not  long  ago,  offered  their  services  to  General  Williams,  in  the 
event  of  war,  as  a  special  body-guard.    Their  exploits  in  the  chase  are 
necessarily  confined  to  the  open  weather  in  the  fall  and  spring  of  the  year. 
The  province  is  entirely  destitute  of  hedges,  which  will  not  stand  the 
severity  of  the  winter ;  and  the  fields  are  bounded  with  "  snake  fences," 
or  long  rails  of  timber  piled  five  feet  high,  and  more,  on  two  uprights 
running  in  a  zig-zag  direction  :  consequently,  in  hunting  vernacular,  it  h 
a  difficult  country,  and  good  nerve  and  a  good  timber  jumper  are  indis- 
pensable.     In  weather  too  hard  for  hunting,  sportsmen  can  console 
themselves  with  sleighing,  and  drive  their  horses  with  the  Tandem  Club. 
Snow  roads  are  nothing  like  the  "high  hard  road"  of  summer,  and 
properly  roughed  and  shod,  horses  take  no  harm  even  on  ice.  At 
Kingston,  it  is  a  common  thing  to  see  trotting  races,  in  light  American 
sleigh-sulkies,  over  the  ice  between  the  town  and  Garden  Island ;  and  the 
ordinary  winter  passage  of  travellers  between  Kingston  and  New  York 
is  in  a  stage,  which,  for  several  months,  is  driven  across  the  twelve  miles 
of  ice  between  the  former  place  and  Cape  Vincent.    Other  resource  for 
the  energetic  are  —  meetings  of  the  snowshoe  club,  the  curling  eliecU, 
skating  rinks,  or  the  more  obstreperous  pastime  of  taboggining. 

Of  all  these  various  and  exciting  amusements,  we  will  endeavour  to 
give  our  readers  a  concise  account. 

Of  course,  the  national  game  of  old  Scotia  has  been  imported  into  a 
country  where  for  five  months  in  the  year  ice  is  the  normal  condition  of 
all  water,  save  that  in  the  open  lakes  or  at  the  bottom  of  a  well.  "  Keen 
curlers,"  all  attention  to  tho  exhortations  of  their  "  skip,"  toe  the  scratch 
in  every  town  of  the  Canadas,  with  a  skill  and  devotion  worthy  of  the 
champion  district  north  of  the  Tweed.    In  Canada,  the  curling-stones  arc 
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(to  use  an  Irishism)  made  of  wrought  iron,  usually  painted  to  represent 
the  colour  of  granite,  and  arc  found  a  great  improvement  on  the  stones 
proper  usually  seen  in  Scotland ;  they  are  more  evenly  weighted,  leas 
cumbrous,  and  keep  a  truer  44  turn "  up  to  the  44  tee."  The  game  is 
played  under  long  sheds,  containing  two  or  more  parallel  rinks,  Hooded  by 
a  hose  attached  to  the  nearest  hydrant  of  the  fire  companies ;  and  the 
opening  of  the  windows  at  night  is  quite  sufficient  to  freeze  the  water 
solid  to  the  bottom.  The  suriace  of  the  ice  can,  of  course,  be  renewed 
at  pleasure.  The  buildings  are  fitted  with  gas,  and  after  the  business  of 
the  day  is  over,  dignified  Scotch  merchants,  who  have  long  lost  the 
suppleness  and  activity  of  youth,  betake  themselves  to  the  game  of  skill, 
and  play  it  with  advantage  over  younger  competitors.  The  watching  the 
great  stones  slide  up  the  long  vista  of  ice,  to  make  a  cannon  with  the 
precision  of  a  billiard  stroke,  the  ringing  44  click  "  of  less  gentle  concus- 
sions, the  frantic  sweeping  of  those  who  wish  to  hurry  their  stones,  the 
breathless  anxiety  with  which  the  skip's  last  shot  is  watched,  as  with  a 
dexterous  turn  of  the  handle  he  sends  his  stone  curling  round  intervening 
obstacles,  and  the  hearty  mirth  with  which  it  is  declared  to  be  44  in,"  aro 
all  features  accounting  for  the  good  humour  and  popularity  of  the  game. 
Atlantic  voyagers,  desirous  of  wiling  away  the  long  hours  of  the  passage, 
amuse  themselves  with  a  game  played  upon  the  smooth  deck  of  the 
steamer,  in  which  wooden  44  shuffles "  are  used  instead  of  stones,  but 
which  is  otherwise  very  similar  to  curling.  Upon  these  occasions,  bets  of 
bottled  ale  run  high,  and  vary  the  speculation  indulged  in  as  to  the  day's 
"run." 

But  curling  is  not  the  only  amusement  which  can  be  followed,  irre- 
spective of  the  daylight.  Large  circular  buildings  may  be  seen  at  Quebec, 
Montreal,  and  Toronto,  with  an  open  arena  in  the  centre,  and  tiers  of 
seats  running  round  the  sides,  provided  also  with  gas,  and  flooded  and 
frozen  in  the  same  way  that  we  have  described.  These  are  the  skating 
clubs,  where  morning,  afternoon,  and  evening,  ladies  and  gentlemen  may 
be  seen  combining  the  gaiety  and  evolutions  of  a  ball-room  with  the 
out-door  skill  and  activity  of  the  most  accomplished  performers  on  the 
Serpentine.  The  officers  not  unfrequently  enliven  the  scene  with  the 
music  of  a  military  band,  and  the  beautifully-executed  figures  go  merrily 
on.  Under  cover,  and  in  a  limited  space,  figure-skating,  of  course, 
Ucotnea  the  fashion,  and  tyros,  male  and  female,  may  be  Been  at  peep  of 
day  hurrying  to  the  rink,  hoping  that  the  wriggles  and  contortions  which 
precede  the  acquirement  of  that  ease  and  apparent  absence  of  force,  which 
mark  a  finished  skater,  may  escape  the  observation  of  more  experienced 
connoisseurs.  The  ladies,  without  adopting  an  ultra-Bloomer  costume, 
dress  for  the  occasion,  and  seem  not  unaware  that  the  natural  elegance  of 
the  movement  enhances  the  personal  charms  for  which  Lower  Canadians  are 
so  justly  celebrated.  Four  months  of  certain  ice  every  year  render  the  use 
of  skates  quite  universal  in  Canada,  and  ragged  little  urchins  may  even  be 
•ten  44  striking  out "  along  the  board  pavements  of  the  towns,  with  things 
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fastened  on  to  their  feet  with  string,  which  one  day,  perhaps,  officiated  as 
the  backs  of  carving-knives.  Though  the  lakes  themselves  are  never 
frozen,  the  bays  and  harbours  of  towns  in  Upper  Canada  are  crowded  with 
skaters,  and  immense  distances  are  sometimes  traversed  by  those  fond  of 
adventure  or  notoriety. 

Snowshoeing  is  also  productive  of  capital  sport,  though  by  no  means 
so  popular  an  amusement  as  the  preceding.  The  exercise  is  very  severe, 
and  discomfiture  so  much  more  unpleasant  than  a  full  on  the  ice,  that 
many  people  lose  heart  at  the  outset,  and  declare  they  see  no  fun  in  it  at 
all.  In  Upper  Canada  the  snowshoe  is  seldom  absolutely  necessary ; 
though  sportsmen  in  pursuit  of  moose  and  deer  in  the  bush  must  have 
recourse  to  its  use ;  as  also  many  persons  living  in  northern  settlements, 
where  there  is  little  traffic,  and  the  roads  arc  not  kept  worn  by  horses 
and  sleigh-runners.  A  full-sized  snowshoe  is  three  and  a  half  feet  long, 
and  at  its  greatest  width  sixteen  inches  wide,  lozenge-shaped,  and  the 
weight  of  a  pair  should  not  exceed  three  pounds.  The  frame  is  of  tough, 
light  hickory,  and  covered  with  a  network  of  deer-skin,  of  the  same 
colour  and  texture  as  catgut ;  the  toe  of  the  mocassin  is  thrust  through  a 
loop  in  the  centre  of  the  shoe,  and  kept  in  its  place  by  thongs  passing 
round  the  ankle.  The  shoe  is  lifted  by  the  toe,  the  heel  being  free ;  and 
the  "  tail  "  of  the  snowshoe  is  never  off  the  ground.  The  track  left  behind 
this  process  of  locomotion  is  the  most  curious  ever  beheld.  A  good  walker 
can  easily  do  his  four  miles  an  hour  in  them,  when  there  is  a  good  crust 
on  the  snow,  and  he  has  learnt  to  miss  his  ankle  in  passing  one  shoe  over 
the  other.  His  danger  is,  lest  in  planting  one  foot  he  should  not  step  quite 
clear  of  the  other ;  for  in  this  case,  when  he  lifts  for  the  next  step,  a  fall  is 
inevitable.  Naturally  enough,  out  shoot  both  hands  for  the  purpose  of 
6aving  himself,  and  down  they  go  up  to  the  armpits  through  the  treache- 
rous surface  of  the  snow.  Cuffs,  collars,  and  sleeve-linings  become  the 
receptacles  of  the  frozen  element,  which  melts  at  its  leisure,  to  the 
grievous  discomfiture  of  his  inner  man  during  the  remainder  of  the  walk. 
There  he  lies  sprawling  and  struggling  on  his  stomach,  as  helpless  as  a 
sheep  on  its  back  in  a  ditch.  The  toes  of  his  shoes  have  run  into  the 
snow ;  one,  perhaps,  has  come  off,  and  down  that  leg  goes,  as  far  as  is 
consistent  with  his  formation  as  a  bifurcated  animal.  A  more  pitiable 
condition  cannot  be  imagined;  and  yet,  strange  to  say,  it  is  one  more 
provocative  of  mirth  than  any  it  has  been  our  misfortune  to  laugh  at, 
when  weeping,  perhaps,  would  have  been  considered  in  better  taste. 
Some  few  years  ago,  Dr.  Rae,  the  famous  Arctic  explorer,  walked  in 
snowshoes  from  Hamilton  to  Toronto,  a  distance  of  forty  miles,  between 
breakfast  and  dinner.  Active  men  can  jump  in  them,  and  races  are  run 
every  year  for  a  silver  cup,  on  the  course  of  the  Montreal  Turf  Club. 

Taboggining,  the  next  amusement  on  our  list,  is  suggestive  of  nothing 
but  romps  and  tumbles,  and  "  muffining  "  under  difficulties.  The  taboggin 
is  a  very  simple  contrivance  :  two  thin  strips  of  pliable  wood,  each  about 
a  foot  wide  and  ten  feet  long,  are  fitted  together  by  a  groove,  and  secured 
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by  wooden  cross-pieces ;  two  hickory  rods  are  run  along  the  inside  edge ; 
the  top  end  is  bent  down  to  the  floor  at  both  corners,  and  secured  by 
thongs*,  to  serve,  as  it  were,  for  a  splashboard.  The  vehicle  is  then  com- 
plete. Let  the  reader  fancy  himself  at  the  top  of  Fort  Henry,  the  day 
fine  and  frosty,  his  hair  and  whiskers  white,  as  with  a  respectable  old  age, 
and  each  point  of  his  moustache  the  base  of  an  incipient  iceberg.  The 
hill  is  of  the  proverbial  steepness  of  the  side  of  a  house,  covered  with 
glistening  snow,  and  below  him  stretches  a  mile  or  two  of  ice,  some  two 
feet  thick,  with  patches  of  snow  drifted  over  its  level  black  surface.  lie 
and  his  companions  are  provided  with  taboggins,  and  half-a-dozen  ladies 
are  of  the  party ;  for  in  Canada  ladies  are  essential  accompaniments  of 
mrrry-making  both  indoors  and  out.  A  favourable  slide  is  chosen,  which 
is  considered  none  the  worse  for  having  two  or  three  minor  precipices  in 
its  course  to  the  ice.  The  steersmen  of  the  party  provide  themselves  with 
j-hort  pointed  pieces  of  stick,  with  which  they  shape  their  course  down 
the  slippery  descent.  A  gentleman  kneels  down  at  the  first  taboggin ; 
holds  it  carefully  to  prevent  a  false  start ;  tucks  in  the  lateral  superfluities 
cf  dress  belonging  to  the  lady,  who  has  seated  herself  in  the  prow  of  his 
ship  with  her  feet  pressing  against  the  tumed-up  end;  cautiously  seats  him- 
self on  the  floor  behind  her,  sticks  in  hand — a  friendly  shove,  and  they  arc 
off!  Yes,  off  they  go,  acquiring  greater  speed  with  every  yard,  raising  a 
cloud  of  snow  with  *'  the  digs"  necessary  to  keep  the  taboggin  straight 
before  a  clear  channel  is  worn,  shoot  the  little  falls  without  mishap,  and, 
after  dipping  the  base  of  the  incliue,  are  seen  sailing  along  once  more  in  a 
horizontal  direction  over  the  ice  below.  But  every  pleasure  has  its  "  draw- 
back," and  so  has  taboggining;  for  the  impetus  lost,  the  party  have  to 
get  out ;  and  putting  himself  into  string  traces  attached  to  the  front  of  the 
taboggin,  the  gentleman  proceeds  to  drag  "  Humpty-dumpty  "  up  again. 
As  faithful  chroniclers,  we  are  obliged  to  add  that  unnecessary  delay  is 
often  remarked  in  the  ascent  of  "  self  and  partner "  to  what  lawyers 
call,  the  place  of  beginning.  We  have  only  described  the  descent 
of  a  skilled  voyagenr ;  half  the  fun  is  in  the  amusing  accidents  of  less 
skilful  practitioners.  The  beginner  digs  too  hard  on  one  side,  when  round 
goes  the  head  of  the  taboggin  at  a  tangent  to  the  other;  so  to  speak,  it 
gets  across  the  stream,  and  in  obedience  to  the  laws  of  gravity — though 
hardly  with  a  grave  demeanour — the  pilot  and  his  companion  roll  down 
the  remainder  of  the  hill,  without  their  taboggin.  A  favourite  place  for 
this  diversion,  where  it  is  carried  on  with  small  hand-sleighs,  instead  of 
taboggins,  and  is  attended  with  considerable  risk,  is  at  the  ice-cone 
formed  by  the  spray  from  the  Falls  of  Montmorenci,  a  few  miles  below 
Quebec. 

We  put  "  ice-boating  M  last,  but  it  is  by  no  means  least  of  winter 
amusements  peculiar  to  the  shores  of  Ontario.   A  triangular  floor,  capable 

bearing  some  five  or  six  persons  in  a  recumbent  position,  is  mounted 
on  targe  iron  skates,  and  ia  fitted  with  mast  and  sail  in  the  bows.  The 
triangle,  if  we  may  call  it  so,  runs  base  forwards,  and  at  each  angle  there 
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is  a  skate.  The  two  forward  ones  are  fixed  straight,  and  parallel ;  the  one  in 
the  stern  is  worked  with  a  tiller  ;  and  the  man  at  the  helm,  who  has  also 
the  cleats  of  the  niainsheet  within  his  reach,  has  absolute  command  over 
the  motion  and  direction  of  his  vessel.  These  boats  will  go  as  close  to 
the  wind,  and  "  wear"  and  "  tack"  in  exactly  the  same  way  as  a  yacht. 
The  two  miles  between  the  shore  of  Toronto  and  the  opposite  island  have 
been  done  under  four  minutes,  and  very  little  wind  insures  a  considerable 
speed.  Danger  and  excitement  often  go  hand  in  hand,  and  so  it  is  with 
ice-boating,  when  open  cracks  and  air-holes  in  the  ice  require  the  constant 
vigilance  of  all  on  board.  Lying  close  to  the  surface,  and  watching  the 
cracks  and  snow- patches  as  the  boat  flies  on,  there  is,  perhaps,  the  most 
appreciable  sensation  of  velocity,  without  precipitation,  ever  felt  by  man. 
The  passengers  take  turn  about  in  steering;  but  there  are  not  many 
competent  or  bold  enough,  either  at  Kingston  or  Toronto,  to  undertake 
the  task. 

An  enumeration  of  amusements,  into  which,  at  all  events,  our  public 
schoolmen  in  the  regiments  will  enter,  with  all  the  zest  and  vigour 
which  characterized  their  encounters  "  at  the  wall,"  or  their  deeds  in 
the  "playing  fields,"  brings  us  to  speak  of  the  social  qualities  of  Canadians. 
They  will  be  found  a  gay  and  hospitable  people,  attached  to  the  Crown  of 
England,  and  warmly  sympathising  in  all  her  interests  and  undertakings. 
It  has  been  a  too  prevalent  habit  here  at  home  to  class  the  habits  and 
customs  of  Canadians  in  the  same  long  category  with  American  pecu- 
liarities; while  some  people,  of  average  knowledge  and  attainments,  have 
gone  so  far  as  to  confound  Canadians  with  the  aborigines  of  the  forest. 
For  a  long  time  this  ignorance  of  the  first  colony  of  our  empire  was  intel- 
ligible enough  ;  but  of  late  years  her  generous  subscription  to  the 
Patriotic  Fund,  her  chivalrous  enlistment  of  the  100th  Regiment  in  the 
time  of  our  necessity,  the  extraordinary  success  of  her  industrial  pro- 
ductions exhibited  at  Paris,  the  magnificent  welcome  with  which  she 
received  the  Prince  of  Wales,  and  now  for  the  third  time  her  loyal  alacrity 
to  show  a  bold  front  to  British  enemies, — all  point  to  Canada  as  demanding 
from  the  nations  of  Europe,  and  especially  from  ourselves,  a  due  recognition 
of  her  political  and  commercial  status  among  the  nations  of  the  world. 
The  readiness  of  the  Canadians  to  see  the  long  frontier  along  which 
two-thirds  of  them  live  converted  into  an  Anglo-American  battle-ground, 
was  the  more  surprising,  if  we  reflect  on  the  relations  existing  between 
themselves  and  the  States.  Averse  as  they  are  to  American  rule,  aud 
superior  as  they  think  themselves  to  the  foibles  and  peculiarities  of  the 
"  Yankee,"  the  intercourse  between  the  two  countries,  public  and  private, 
has  for  many  years  been  one  of  the  closest  intimacy.  The  association  of 
Americans  with  most  of  the  great  business  speculations  of  the  provinces, 
has  served  to  draw  closer  the  tics  of  proximity  and  relationship.  It  is 
not  too  much  to  say  that  there  is  not  a  family  of  consequence  in  Canada, 
which,  by  intermarriage  or  otherwise,  has  not  relatives  or  dear  personal 
friends  across  the  border.   In  Canada  the  extension  of  the  franchise  is 
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sat  bringing  a  representative  form  of  government  to  the  verge  of 
democracy ;  and  the  institutions  of  both  countries  are  in  many  points 
«»  similar  footing.  The  fear  of  constituents,  and  the  pernicious  system 
ci  pay  for  parliamentary  services,  are  day  by  day  bringing  politics  into 
t~s£er  disrepute ;  and,  as  in  America,  many  able,  good,  and  conscientious 
men  are  kept  from  being  of  service  to  their  country  by  the  ill  repute  of 
(hose  with  whom  they  would  have  to  consort.  In  respect  to  the  civil  war 
low  raging  in  America,  the  feeling  of  Canada  has  been  divided  :  though 
the  taunts  and  threats  of  the  Northern  press  have  done  much  to  promote 
a  sympathy  for  the  South,  and  a  fixed  resolution,  from  Gaspe*  to  Sand- 
rich,  to  risk  life  and  property  in  the  vindication  of  what  every  Canadian 
calls  "  Home." 

The  presence  of  a  large  number  of  troops  will  cause  a  great  expen- 
diture of  money,  where  money  has  been  scarce  since  the  troubles  of  '57  ; 
public  attention  will  have  been  called  to  the  state  of  colonial  defences,  and 
&rcmr  enlisted  in  behalf  of  the  Inter-colonial  Railway.  These  are  advan- 
tages to  set  against  the  prospect  of  war  and  desolation — high  prices  and 
insecurity  of  property.  The  meritorious  loyalty  with  which  Canadians 
fced  the  latter  contingencies  demands  any  reward  consistent  with  the 
observance  of  a  wise  colonial  policy.  Unassisted  by  an  imperial  grant, 
the  Government  of  Canada  subsidizes  a  line  of  ocean  packets  at  an  annual 
expense  of  104,000/.;  while  it  sees  the  Cunard  line  to  Boston  and  New 
York  indebted  for  its,  existence  to  the  patronage  of  English  tax-payers. 
Moreover,  in  the  celebrated  Galway  Company's  case,  England  evinced  a 
disposition  to  help  any  project  for  Atlantic  mail  service,  save  only  the 
very  line  to  which  she  is  most  bound  to  furnish  her  countenance  and 
assistance.  Naturally  enough  Canadians  view  this  conduct  with  jealousy 
»od  suspicion,  though  doubtless  our  Government  has  excellent  reasons  of 
its  own  for  not  complying  with  their  request. 

The  effect  of  civil  war  in  America,  though  now  injurious  to  Canadian 
trade,  must  eventually  be  favourable  to  emigration  to  our  colonies  ;  so 
*ko  the  waste  of  capital,  the  depreciation  of  stocks,  and  the  loss  of  men 
for  military  service,  must  ultimately  favour  Canadian  competition  in 
American  markets.    For  many  years  to  come  emigrants  will  cease  to 
wek  a  home  in  a  country  liable  to  internal  discord,  and  so  careless  in  its 
provocation  of  chastisement  from  the  foreigner.    The  Canadian  rebellion, 
and  disturbances  among  the  French  in  Lower  Canada,  have  for  years 
operated  against  the  settlement  of  the  eastern  townships  south  of  Montreal 
—a  part  of  the  country  as  fertile  as  any,  and  close  to  the  place  of  disem- 
Wktfion.   Reasoning  from  analogy,  we  may  predict  that  emigrants  will 
understand  the  advantages  of  a  peaceable  country,  and  stay  in  it,  in 
preference  to  hurrying  through  by  rail,  as  they  lately  have  done,  to  the 
pmrie  farms  of  Illinois  and  Iowa  in  the  West.  ' 
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BOSSING  over  Ticcadilly  at  Hyi  1  ■ 
Park  Corner,  on  a  sultry  summed  a  J 
afternoon,  the  traveller  in  London  vV 
suddenly  finds  himself,  as  it  wee 
becalmed  after  a  storm.    So  great 
the  change  from  the  roar  and  rati 
the  crowd  and  confusion,  the  8 
of  omnibuses  and  cabs,  and  r 
and  women  that  fill  the  length 
Piccadilly  and  Knightsbridge,  to 
quiet,  stately,  wealthy,  aristoc 
and  dull  district  known  as  Belgravi 
This  drawing  is  an  attempt  to  represent  a  M  view  "  of  Belgravia  aboi 
that  time  of  the  day  when  the  nearest  approach  to  movement  and  livelin 
takes  place.    An  easy,  unruffled  calm  seems  to  prevail  everywhere, 
sun  shines  oppressively,  the  pavement  is  hot,  the  blinds  are  all  down,  the 
houses  within  have,  a  cool,  shady,  deserted  look.    Everybody — that  is,  the 
family — is  out.   Six-foot  liveried,  powdered  domestics  of  the  period,  varied 
occasionally  by  a  portly  butler,  sun  themselves,  mostly  in  couples,  on 
almost  every  doorstep,  and  in  attitudes  more  or  less  representative  of 
elegance  and  dignity ;  and  there  is  an  additional  air  of  ease  and  inde- 
pendence, and  of  being  in  complete  possession,  as  it  were,  of  the  pre- 
mises for  the  time,  from  the  circumstance  that  the  inhabitants  of  the 
mansions  arc,  for  the  most  part,  out  driving  in  their  carriages  or  riding  oa 
horseback. 

Ever  and  anon  a  terrific  volley  of  double  knocks,  seeming  as  if  they 
would  never  cease,  and  suggesting  to  the  listener  the  idea  that  the  person 
performing  on  the  knocker  was  suddenly  gone  out  of  his  mind,  breaks 
in  upon  the  otherwise  stillness  of  the  scene,  and  indicates  to  the  passer-by 
that  in  all  human  probability  one  lady  of  fashion  has  left  her  card  upon 
another  lady  of  fashion. 

The  fashion  for  ladies  of  distinction  out  driving  seems  to  be  a 
recumbent  posture,  similar  to  that  adopted  by  ordinary  folks  when  in 
bed.  The  correct  thing  seems  to  be  to  lie  Hat  on  the  back  amid  the 
multitudinous  robe  which  rises  up  and  fills  every  nook  and  corner  of 
the  carriage,  and  which  requires  a  good  deal  of  tucking  in  on  the  part 
of  the  attendants  to  enable  the  door  to  shut,  and  above  which  the  head  of 
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the  lady  just  bobs  up,  so  to  speak,  above  water.  The  chin  is  gene- 
rally worn  in  the  air,  and  the  parasol  rises  perpendicularly,  like  a  Httlu 
sail  above  the  waves,  or  like  a  slim  mushroom  from  the  midst  of 
the  snowy  mountain  of  muslin,  or  whatever  the  material  of  the  dress 
may  be. 

Pity,  if  you  please,  the  youtb  with  the  languid  air,  who  drives  his 
cab  so  lazily  that  he  scarcely  has  energy  left  to  turn  a  corner. 

Sympathize,  if  you  can,  with  the  stooped,  depressed-looking  eques- 
trians, who  are  supposed  to  be  taking  exercise. 

And  observe  the  young  ladies  not  yet  "  out,"  in  the  garden  of  the 
square,  some  at  play,  others  reading  the  mild  emotional  domestic  novel, 
and  not  having  found  their  lives  as  yet  a  bore. 
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In  a  late  article  on  the  Windham  case,  The  Times  took  occasion  to  give 
its  innumerable  readers  one  of  those  half-contemptuous,  hall-philosophical 
discourses  in  which  it  sometimes  delights  to  assume  to  sweep  away  diffi- 
culties of  all  kinds,  especially  legal  difficulties ;  and  to  show  that,  by  die 
help  of  a  little  of  what  is  rather  lightly  called  common  sense,  everything 
might  be  set  to  rights  which  appears  at  first  sight  startling  or  unjust. 
The  general  drift  of  the  article  was  this  : — Mr.  Windham's  Commission  of 
Lunacy  is  altogether  an  absurdity,  and  a  scandal  to  the  administration  of 
the  law.  We  are  all,  more  or  less,  mad.  Madness  is  entirely  a  question 
of  degree.  Eccentricity  is  only  a  mild  form  of  the  disease,  and  the 
difference  between  lunatics  in  the  full  legal  sense  and  others  is  simply 
this — that  lunatics  carry  their  eccentricities  so  far  tliat  it  becomes,  on  the 
whole,  desirable,  lor  themselves  and  the  public  at  large,  that  they  should 
be  shut  up.  Madness  being  so  simple  a  matter,  how  absurd  it  is  that  the 
process  of  ascertaining  the  fact  of  its  existence  in  a  particular  case  should 
be  so  elaborate  and  expensive.  Means  are  found  for  settling  the  question 
in  a  very  summary  and,  on  the  whole,  satisfactory  manner  in  the  case  of 
the  ordinary  lunatics  who  fill  our  county  asylums.  Why  should  the  case 
of  a  gentleman  be  different  ?  and,  above  all,  why  should  a  process  be 
adopted  in  his  case  which  may,  as  the  Windham  inquiry  proves,  result  in 
dividing  amonght  the  lawyers  the  whole  of  the  property,  his  capacity  to 
manage  which  is  the  point  at  issue  ? 

All  these  questions  were  pressed  with  the  triumphant  air  which  is 
natural  to  a  writer  who  thinks  it  impossible  that  his  questions  should 
receive  an  answer.  This  cavalier  and  presumptuous  way  of  treating 
really  difficult  and  interesting  questions  is  one  of  the  principal  drawbacks 
to  the  utility  of  journalism.  It  tends  to  make  people  unreasonably  dis- 
contented with  the  world  in  which  they  live,  because  it  leads  them  to 
suppose  that  a  much  larger  proportion  of  the  evils  under  which  they 
suffer  are  referable  to  the  clumsiness  of  institutions,  and  a  much  smaller 
one  to  the  inherent  defects  and  difficulties  of  human  nature,  than  is  reaily 
the  case.  Fair  consideration  of  the  subject  will  show  that,  in  truth,  there 
is  little  to  complain  of  in  the  arrangements  made  for  ascertaining  whether 
or  not  people  are  lunatics,  and  that  both  the  enormous  trouble  and  the 
immense  expense  of  trying  such  questions  out,  are  inevitable  results  01 
the  nature  of  the  subject-matter  of  inquiry. 

The  subject  falls  under  three  heads — the  fact  to  be  proved,  the 
evidence  by  which  it  is  to  be  proved,  and  the  expenses  of  the  process  ol 
proving  it.    First,  as  to  the  fact  to  be  proved.   The  question  belbre  Corn- 
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missions  of  Lunacy  is  always,  or  at  least  generally,  this — Is  the  person 
in  question  bo  affected  by  disease  that  he  is  mentally  incompetent  to 
manage  his  person  and  his  affairs,  both  or  either  ?    To  say  that  this  is  a 
question  of  degree,  that  all  men  are,  to  some  extent,  mad,  that  eccen- 
tricity is  madness,  and  that  some  rough  and  ready  way  of  drawing  the 
line  at  which  sanity  ends  and  madness  begins  ought  to  be  devised,  because 
it  is  difficult  to  hit  upon  any  precise  and  available  definition  of  madness,  is 
an  unwise,  and,  indeed,  in  an  important  sense,  is  a  very  dangerous  doctrine. 
In  the  first  place,  it  is  altogether  false  in  fact.    It  is  easy  to  imagine 
cases  in  which  a  man  might  carry  eccentricity  to  the  utmost,  and  yet  be 
absolutely  sane.    Assume,  for  example,  that  a  man  had  some  strange 
taste  about  eating  or  drinking,  such  as  a  positive  antipathy,  say,  to  roast 
boef.    Suppose  that  he  could  not  endure  the  taste,  the  smell,  or  the  sight 
of  it,  and  always  left  the  room  when  it  appeared,  would  any  one  say 
that,  if  in  every  other  particular  the  man  were  perfectly  consistent  and 
regular  in  his  conduct,  this  peculiarity  either  constituted  madness  or 
formed  a  step  towards  it  ?   Such  a  notion  is  monstrous,  and  its  prevalence 
to  any  considerable  extent  would  be  a  great  evil,  for  it  would  tend 
directly  to  discourage  anything  like  freedom  or  originality  of  character. 
Mr.  Mills  argues  elaborately,  in  his  Essay  on  Liberty,  to  show  how  gieat 
the  benefits  are  which  eccentricity  confers  on  mankind;  and  without 
going  to  quite  the  same  length,  it  may  be  said  that  it  is  at  once  a  poor 
thing,  and  hasty  and  unjust,  to  describe  madness  in  terms  which  iden- 
tify it  in  principle  with  all  the  qualities  by  which  eminent  men  are 
distinguished  from  the  mass  of  mankind.     If  eccentricity  is  madness 
merely  because  it  is  uncommon,  is  genius  madness?    Is  a  man  mad 
because  he  is  a  great  poet,  or  painter,  or  author  ?    Or,  again,  is  physical 
deformity  a  sort  of  madness  ?    It  would  seem  so,  if  mere  strangeness  is 
the  test ;  for  it  is  quite  as  uncommon  for  a  man  to  have  more  or  fewer 
Pagers  or  toes  than  his  neighbours,  as  to  have  peculiar  habits,  tastes,  or 
powers.    No  doubt  the  exertion  of  trying  to  affix  a  clear  meaning  to  such 
a  word  as  Madness  is  considerable,  and  it  is  possible  to  represent  all 
inquiry  on  the  subject  as  fruitless,  and  as  leading  to  mere  metaphysical 
subtleties,  unavailable  for  practical  purposes;  but  this  is  an  objection 
which  it  is  possible  to  urge,  and  which  continually  is  urged  against  all 
accurate  thought  whatever  on  all  subjects,  and  it  is  impossible,  if  the 
subject  is  to  be  fully  understood,  to  avoid  some  consideration  of  the 
<}u«8Uon,  What  does  madness  mean,  and  what  is  it  which  people  inquire 
into  when  they  inquire  whether  or  no  a  man  is  mad  ?    It  may  be  all 
*ery  well  for  a  smart  popular  writer  to  say  that  all  men  are  more  or  less 
"wd,  and  that  whether  or  no  a  person  is  to  be  deprived  of  the  control  of 
his  person  and  property  is  merely  a  question  of  degree ;  but  if  such  a 
principle  were  really  admitted  and  applied  to  the  practical  business  of 
kle,  the  consequences  would  be  terrible. 

It  must,  no  doubt,  be  admitted,  and  the  admission  explains  the  origin 
of  such  statements  as  that  of  The  Times,  that  madness  cannot  be  defined  ; 
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but  it  is  the  common  characteristic  of  almost  all  fallacies  to  confound 
together  the  words  of  which  language  consists  and  the  things  which  those 
words  denote.  It  does  not  follow  that  madness  is  not  a  real  specific  thing 
because  it  never  has  been  defined,  any  more  than  it  follows  that  a 
tree  is  not  a  renl  thing  because  the  word  Tree  has  never  been  defined.  It 
would  not  follow  that  the  thing  denoted  by  the  word  Madness  was  not  a 
distinct  thing,  even  if  it  were  admitted  not  only  that  it  never  has  been,  but 
also  that  it  never  will  be  defined.  What  is  a  44  reasonable  doubt,"  whether 
or  not  a  man  is  guilty  of  a  crime  ?  It  is  such  a  doubt  ns  ought  to  induce 
twelve  men  selected  in  a  certain  manner  to  hesitate  in  deciding  that  he  is 
guilty.  "What  is  meant  by  the  Avord  ought  f  It  means  that  it  would  bo 
generally  beneficial  to  society  if  such  doubts  always  existed  under  such  cir- 
cumstances. And  what,  it  may  be  asked,  do  you  mean  by  14  generally 
beneficial  to  society  ?  "  The  answer  to  that  question  would  involve  a 
whole  theory  of  the  scope  and  objects  of  human  life.  Thus,  to  give  a 
definition  of  a  reasonable  doubt,  a  whole  system  of  morals  would  be 
required ;  yet  who  would  deny  that  some  doubts  are  reasonable  and  others 
not — that  it  would,  for  example,  be  utterly  unreasonable  to  doubt  twelve 
impartial  witnesses  who  all  swore  that  on  a  previous  day  they  saw  a 
given  man  at  a  given  place,  whilst  it  would  be  perfectly  reasonable  to 
doubt  one  deeply  interested  person  who  said  the  very  same  thing,  when 
he  had  a  strong  motive  for  saying  it. 

The  inference  from  this  is,  that  the  bare  fact  that  language  does  not 
supply  an  exact  description  of  a  particular  class  of  objects,  with  which 
they  may  be  readily  compared,  is  no  proof  at  all  that  the  objects  denoted 
by  particuhir  words,  such  as  "madness,"  or  44 reasonable  doubt,"  have 
not  in  fact  any  distinguishing  characteristics.  The  true  mode  of  inquiry 
in  all  such  cases  is  to  try  to  find  out  by  observation  and  comparison 
what  those  distinguishing  characteristics  are.  It  is  a  very  bad  service  to 
the  cause  of  exact  thought,  or  practical  utility,  to  insist  upon  the  inade- 
quacy of  our  current  language  as  proof  that  the  problems  to  which  it 
points  are  in  themselves  insoluble. 

What,  then,  is  madness?  In  the  first  place,  it  is  perfectly  certain  that  it 
is  a  disease,  and  a  specific — though,  no  doubt,  an  obscure  and  mysterious — 
disease.  What  then  is  a  disease  ?  Without  affecting  to  give  a  scientific 
definition  of  it,  the  following  description  may  be  taken  as  not  incorrect: — 
The  human  body  is  a  mass  of  matter  of  various  kinds,  disposed  in  a 
particular  and  most  marvellous  manner.  This  matter  lives  and  moves. 
"What  these  words  mean  we  know  roost  imperfectly;  but  at  all  events  they 
denote  this,  that  the  different  members  of  the  body,  the  different  parts  of 
the  matter  of  which  it  consists,  have,  to  use  the  common  expression, 
appropriate  functions.  They  act  upon  each  other  in  certain  ways,  and  the 
general  result  of  that  interaction  is  the  production  and  preservation  of  a 
slate  of  things  which  we  call  health  and  life.  If  any  part  of  the  body  acts 
not  in  this,  which  may  be  called  the  normal,  way,  but  in  some  other 
abnormal  way,  and  if  the  result  of  that  is  to  produce  pain,  the  incapacity 
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of  other  members,  and  ultimately  death,  that  abnormal  action  is  a  disease. 
Such  is  the  body,  and  such  its  diseases ;  but  what  is  the  mind  ?  Here 
again  we  come  upon  a  mystery  of  which  no  one  has  the  solution,  perhaps 
not  even  the  key.  What  the  words  Mind,  Soul,  or  Spirit  denote,  it  is  im- 
possible to  Fay.  There  are  good  reasons  for  believing  that  they  denote 
something  which  may  and  will  exist  independently  of  the  body  as  we 
see  and  feel  it  now;  but  though  this  is  the  most  important  of  all  beliefs, 
and  gives  life  its  whole  dignity  and  interest,  it  must  not  be  allowed  to 
obscure  this  other  truth,  that  the  operations  of  the  mind  are  at  present 
known  to  us  exclusively  through  bodily  functions.  The  expression  of  the 
£ace,  the  gestures  of  the  body,  the  sounds  made  by  the  organs  of  speech, 
the  impressions  made  on  the  eye  by  written  or  printed  words,  and  other  pro- 
cesses of  the  same  kind,  are  the  means,  and  the  only  means,  by  which  the 
dearest  friends  can  trace  the  operations  of  each  other's  minds,  although 
they  may  feel  convinced  beyond  the  possibility  of  a  douht  that  what 
they  are  tracing  is  the  operation  of  a  mind,  and  not  of  a  mere  material 
organ. 

Not  only  do  all  the  operations  of  the  mind — thought  itself  included— 
pass  through  the  bodily  organs,  but  they  have  another  quality,  which 
has  often  been  contested,  but  which,  nevertheless,  unquestionably  belongs 
to  them,  and  that  is  regularity.*  Men  think,  feel,  and  act,  not  at  random, 
but  according  to  certain  principles.  They  acknowledge  the  validity  of 
the  same  kind  of  arguments;  they  arc  pleased  and  pained  by  the  same 
kind  of  occurrences;  they  keep  in  view  the  6ame  sorts  of  objects,  and  try 
to  attain  them  by  the  same  sorts  of  means.  This  regularity  is,  no  doubt, 
consistent  with  the  utmost  variety — a  variety  so  infinitely  complicated 
aad  diversified,  that  the  very  existence  of  the  regularity  which  underlies, 
cad  enables  us  to  understand  it,  has  been  and  still  is  most  pertinaciously 
and  foolishly  denied.  Some  men  are  wise,  some  foolish,  some  strong, 
some  weak,  some  good,  some  bad.  Their  various  tastes  and  powers  are 
mixed  up  in  innumerable  combinations,  and  produce  such  an  infinite 
quantity  of  individual  peculiarities,  that  no  two  men  are  precisely  alike, 
and  that  even  those  who  resemble  each  other  most  closely  (brothers,  for 
example)  interest  us  almost  as  much  by  their  strange  contrasts  as  by  their 
equally  strange  resemblances. 

All  this  variety,  however,  depends  upon  the  fundamental  resemblance 
out  of  which  it  grows.  If  that  did  not  exist,  there  would  be  no  variety; 
for  each  man  would  be  an  isolated  creature,  independent  of  all  the  rest ; 
and  we  should  no  more  think  of  remarking  on  their  differences  than  we 
think  of  observing  that  Homer's  Iliad  is  very  different  from  a  watch-key, 
or  that  there  is  no  resemblance  between  Westminster  Hall  and  three 
o'clock  in  the  afternoon.    One  or  two  illustrations  of  the  substantial 


•  On  the  regularity  of  mental  operations,  and  on  the  consistency  of  this  with 
morality  nnd  resj-onsihility,  fee  two  Essays  on  the  "  Study  of  History,"  in  the  Cornhill 
Magazine  (at  June  and  July,  1861. 
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identity  which  is  covered  by  thin  circumstantial  variety,  will  explain  one 
relation  between  them.  All  men  dislike  physical  pain;  yet  no  two 
men  view  it  in  precisely  the  same  light,  or  behave  in  reference  to  it  in 
precisely  the  same  manner,  or  feel  it  in  the  same  degree  on  the  game 
occasions.  A  brave  man  will  defy  it,  a  timid  man  will  crouch  before 
the  threat  of  it.  A  weak  woman  will  often  bear  it  with  the  sweetest 
resignation ;  a  strong  man  will  constantly  rage  and  fret  under  it,  with 
an  utter  forgetfulness  of  decency  and  self-respect.  A  mustard-poultice 
will  be  absolute  torture  to  some  persons  in  some  states  of  health ; 
the  extraction  of  a  toenail  will  be  matter  of  indifference  to  others,  or 
even  to  the  same  person  under  different  circumstances. 

So,  again,  all  men  love  themselves;  but  with  some  this  self-love  takes 
the  form  of  the  vilest  selfishness.  With  others,  it  is  the  foundation  of  the 
most  exalted  goodness  and  the  most  sublime  self-sacrifice,  from  a  dis- 
interested wish  for  the  welfare  of  others ;  and  between  those  two  extremes 
are  an  infinite  number  of  shades  of  temper  and  behaviour,  all  of  which 
equally  proceed  from  the  common  principle  of  self-love. 

It  is  conceivable — though  as  yet  nothing  of  the  kind  has  been  done, 
or  even  attempted — that  by  careful  investigation  a  complete  account 
might  be  given  of  the  common  principles  of  human  nature,  so  that  men 
might  be  able  to  count  up  the  roots  out  of  which  grow  the  infinite  variety 
of  human  actions ;  but,  though  this  has  not  been  done,  and  probably 
never  will  be  done  completely,  the  general  truth  that  there  are  6uch 
things  as  principles  of  human  nature,  and  that  those  principles  are,  as  far 
as  we  know,  permanent  and  universal,  is  as  well  established  as  any  other 
fact  whatever. 

This  fact  is  enough  to  enable  us,  not  indeed  to  give  a  definition,  but 
to  form  a  very  distinct  conception  of  what  we  mean  by  sanity  and  insanity. 
We  do  not  mean  by  the  one-— as  the  writer  in  The  I'imes  seemed  to  think 
—deviation  in  any  direction  from  the  dead  level  of  human  nature. 
There  is  this,  amongst  other  conclusive  objections  to  such  an  opinion, 
that  no  such  dead  level  exists.  Human  nature  is  infinitely  various  and 
complex,  and  it  would  be  utterly  impossible,  if  it  were  desirable,  to 
specify  any  level  on  which  all  sane  men  are  bound  to  stand.  On  the 
other  hand,  we  do  mean  such  an  insensibility  to  the  common  principles  of 
human  conduct,  caused  by  bodily  disease,  as  renders  a  man  incapable  of 
managing  either  his  person  or  his  property,  or  both  (if  the  question  arises 
on  a  Commission  of  Lunacy)  ;  or  of  knowing  right  from  wrong ;  or  of 
voluntary  action  (if  the  question  arises  on  a  criminal  trial) ;  or  of  under- 
standing and  deliberating  on  the  subject  of  a  particular  transaction  (if  the 
question  arises  in  a  specific  civil  suit— such,  for  example,  as  the  validity  of 
a  contract  or  will,  which  is  disputed  on  the  ground  of  the  insanity  of 
the  contractor  or  testator). 

Each  of  the  parts  of  this  description — for  it  has  no  claim  to  the 
precision  of  a  definition— of  the  notion  of  madness  which  lawyers  have 
adopted  for  practical  purposes,  deserves  attention,  and  deserves  also  to  be 
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attentively  compared  with  the  foregoing  account  of  the  nature  of  disease 
and  the  nature  of  human  conduct. 

In  the  first  place,  there  must  be  an  insensibility  to  the  principles  of 
human  conduct.  The  general  nature  of  these  principles  has  been  suffi- 
ciently explained  already.  The  important  thing  to  observe  is  their  appli- 
cauou  to  human  conduct.  Their  recognition  and  practical  adoption  for 
tLe  purpose  of  guiding  conduct  is  perfectly  consistent  with  any  degree 
either  of  singularity,  or  of  wickedness,  or  of  folly.  A  man  may  have  a 
sublime  genius  which  raises  him  above  the  common  level  of  humanity  ; 
he  may,  on  the  other  hand,  be  a  prey  to  wretched  superstitions,  like  the 
fiiiih  worshippers  in  Africa,  or  the  believers  in  rapping  spirits  in  our  own 
country ;  he  may  be  able,  like  the  calculating  boy,  to  extract  at  sight  the  cube 
root  of  a  number  expressed  by  eight  or  nine  figures;  or  he  may  be  unable, 
from  sheer  stupidity  and  inattention,  to  do  a  sum  in  long  addition:  in  each 
of  these  cases  he  would  be  equally  singular,  and  in  each  he  might  be  equally 
sine,  because  he  would  proceed  upon  the  same  general  principles  of  thought 
and  action,  though  he  would  apply  them  iu  totally  different  ways,  and  with  a 
different  degree  of  facility.  For  example,  the  reason  why  the  man  of  genius 
writes  a  poem  or  paints  a  picture  is,  that  he  delights  in  the  exercise  of  his 
faculties,  just  as  a  doctor  or  a  lawyer  likes  advising  his  clients  or  patieuU. 
Not  one  man  in  a  century  feels  that  particular  delight  which  Shakspeare 
idt  when  he  completed  King  Lear ;  but  millions  of  men  every  day  feel  an 
analogous  satisfaction  of  an  humbler  kind.  Few  people  in  this  country 
would  worship  a  figure  made  out  of  fish-bones  and  old  rags,  but  thousands 
*ould  feel  afraid  to  cross  a  churchyard  at  night ;  and  the  awe  of  the 
unseen,  the  feeling  that  we  are  but  atoms  in  an  infinite  universe,  which 
may  contain  innumerable  powers  capable  of  hurting  us,  of  which  we 
know  nothing,  is  one  of  the  qualities  which  distinguish  men  from  brute 
beasts.  Thus  it  is  not  mere  singularity  in  any  shape — not  the  mere 
uacommonness  of  a  man's  proceedings — which  shows  that  he  does  not 
act  ou  the  common  principles  of  action,  any  more  than  it  is  mere  pecu- 
liarity in  other  things  that  makes  him  strange.  A  man  might,  and,  iu 
•act,  all  men  do  differ,  possibly,  from  every  one  else  in  the  world  — 
certainly  from  almost  every  one  else — in  innumerable  particulars,  without 
bung  at  all  extraordinary.  Suppose,  for  example,  there  were  a  man  who 
had  a  complexion  slightly  differing  in  shade,  a  voice  slightly  differing  in 
accent,  hair  slightly  differing  in  colour,  and  also  in  the  number  of  the  indi- 
tidual  hairs,  from  all  other  men  in  the  world,  he  would  not  of  necessity 
k  at  all  a  singular  man.  A  person  who  precisely  resembled,  say,  a  million 
ether  people  in  every  one  of  these  and  innumerable  other  respects,  but 
*ho  differed  from  the  rest  of  the  species  in  perspiring  like  a  dog,  through 
his  tongue  only,  would  be  far  more  remarkable. 

Having  pointed  out  what  is  not  madness,  it  is  desirable  to  inquire  what 
"  U.  It  is  an  insensibility  to  the  general  principles  of  human  nature  caused 
by  urease.    Dislike  to  pain  is  one  of  these  principles.    Suppose  the  case 
a  man  who  obviously  felt  pain,  but,  without  any  assignable  reason 
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whatever,  did  not  avoid  it.  Suppose  he  were  to  stick  splinters  under  his 
nails,  to  gash  himself  with  a  knife,  to  handle  burning  coals,  <fcc,  not  from 
fanaticism  or  asceticism,  like  the  Fakirs;  not  as  a  proof  of  hardihood, 
like  the  North  American  Indians ;  nor  from  vanity,  by  way  of  displaying 
some  abnormal  bodily  insensibility  to  suffering ;  but  simply  in  a  casual, 
unaccountable  manner.  Suppose  that  after  inflicting  the  injury  he  gave 
all  the  signs  of  suffering,  shrieking  and  writhing  and  so  forth,  but  as  soen 
as  he  had  an  opportunity,  did  the  same  thing  again.  Every  one  would  say 
that  this  was  a  most  unreasonable  act ;  and  if  it  became  ever  so  common, 
if  it  became  epidemic,  it  would  be  regarded  (even  by  those  who  did  it, 
if  they  were  sensible  on  other  points)  as  an  epidemic  madness.  Such 
was  the  view  actually  taken  of  the  practices  of  the  Flagellants,  and  of  the 
dnncing  and  preaching  manias  which  have  occurred  in  different  ports 
of  the  world  at  different  ages.  These  cases  prove  that  an  act  is  not  mad 
because  it  is  uncommon,  or  sane  because  it  is  common,  but  because  it 
does  or  docs  not  denote  an  insensibility  on  the  part  of  the  agent  to  the 
common  principles,  practical  and  speculative,  of  human  nature. 

Next,  this  insensibility  must  be  caused  by  bodily  disease.  There  are  prin- 
ciples, both  practical  and  speculative,  to  which  a  man  may  deaden  himself 
without  madness,  simply  by  continued  neglect  of  them.  For  example,  the. 
general  principles  of  self-love  and  benevolence,  as  applied  to  moral 
obligations,  are  the  great  leading  principles  by  which  all  men  ought  to 
govern  their  conduct,  and  by  which  most  men  do  so  to  a  very  considerable 
degree ;  but  it  is  conceivable  that,  by  a  long  course  of  wickedness  and 
fully,  a  man  might  so  lose  the  habit  of  acting  upon  them  as  to  become 
practically  unconscious  of  their  existence,  and  to  act  as  if  there  were  no 
such  things  in  the  world  as  right  and  wrong.  This  would  not  constitute 
madness,  but  only  desperate  and  hardened  wickedness,  which  is  altogether 
another  thing.  If,  however,  a  man  who  had  always  acted  well  up  to 
a  certain  point,  were  suddenly  to  fall  ill,  and  if,  after  his  illness  had 
subsisted  for  some  time,  he  were  to  become  apparently  altogether 
unconscious  to  all  the  principles  which  he  had  acted  on  before,  and  were 
to  show  no  sense  of  the  difference  between  good  and  evil ;  and  if  it  were 
an  observed  fact  than  men  who  suffered  under  such  illnesses  often  fell  into 
such  a  state ;  it  would  be  highly  probable  that  in  the  particular  case  the 
madness  caused  the  insensibility,  and  that  it  was  a  case  of  madness,  and 
not  of  wickedness. 

Lastly,  the  question  of  degree  has  always  to  be  considered  when 
madness  is  made  the  subject  of  legal  inquiry.  It  is  not  enough  to 
show  that  a  man  is  mad  in  general,  but,  before  the  fact  of  his  madness  can 
be  of  any  legal  importance,  he  must  be  shown  to  be  so  mad  that  in  his 
particular  case  certain  special  results  have  actually  followed.  The  best 
established  and  most  familiar  illustration  of  this  is  the  case  of  crime.  It 
has  been  laid  down  repeatedly,  and  is  now  perfectly  well  settled,  that 
when  a  man  is  accused  of  a  crime,  the  questions  to  be  considered  arc 
these :  Did  he  break  the  law  ?    Did  he  know  he  was  doing  wrong  ? 
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Could  he  help  it  ?  If  these  three  questions  are  answered  in  the  affirmative, 
the  question  whether  he  was  or  was  not  sane  becomes  immaterial;  and, 
indeed,  at  any  stage  in  the  inquiry,  it  is  relevant  only  because  it  affords 
evidence  by  which  the  jury  may  be  guided  in  answering  the  other 
questions,  or  some  of  them. 

Thus  the  three  questions  which  arise  in  considering  the  sanity  of 
any  particular  person  for  any  legal  purpose  are  these  : — Does  he  act  and 
think  upon  the  same  general  principles  as  other  men?  If  not,  is  his 
insensibility  to  the  principles  on  which  other  men  net  and  think  caused 
by  bodily  disease?  If  so,  is  the  disturbance  so  great  as  to  produce  the 
effect  required  to  be  produced  with,  reference  to  the  particular  subject- 
matter  of  inquiry  ?  It  is  easy  to  deride  or  slur  over  the  speculations 
upon  which  these  conclusions  are  founded,  and,  by  confident  assertions, 
which  appear  by  their  very  confidence  to  claim  for  those  who  use  them 
an  exclusive  title  to  common  sense,  to  make  out  that  the  whole  question 
h  one  which  can  be  disposed  of  in  a  few  words,  and  which  requires 
nothing  more  than  the  use  of  particular  shrewdness  for  its  solution.  This 
is  a  great  mistake.  The  solution  of  such  questions  will  never  be  practi- 
cally satisfactory,  and  will  often  work  most  intolerable  wrong  unless  those 
who  preside  over  their  decision  have  a  real  grasp  of  the  principles  on 
which  their  solution  must  depend. 

This  introduces  the  question  of  evidence.    On  what  grounds  ought 
we  to  infer  that  a  man  is  insensible  to  the  ordinary  principles  of  thought 
and  conduct,  that  this  insensibility  is  caused  by  disease,  and  that  it  is 
[?reat  enough  to  prevent  him  from  managing  his  person  or  his  affairs? 
To  this,  as  to  all  other  questions  of  evidence,  no  precise  answer  can  be 
given.    On  what  evidence  ought  a  jury  to  believe  that  a  man  picked  a 
pocket,  or  committed  a  forgery  ?    It  is  impossible  to  go  beyond  generali- 
ties, but  this  may  be  said, — they  will  never  decide  the  question  satis- 
factorily unless  they  know  clearly  what  it  is  that  they  are  to  decide.  The 
foregoing  observations  lay  the  foundation  for  some  observations  on  this 
point.   The  difficulty  with  which  a  jury  on  a  Commission  of  Lunacy 
have  to  contend,  is  that  they  are  deciding,  not  as  common-sense  scepticism 
w  in  the  habit  of  saying,  a  question  of  degree,  but  a  question  of  kind, 
which  is  very  easily  represented  as  a  question  of  degree.    The  external 
conduct  of  a  madman,  a  fool,  and  a  desperate  villain,  have  many  features 
of  resemblance,  but  the  state  of  the  three  men's  minds  is  as  different  as 
Possible;  and  what  the  jury  have  to  say  is,  which  of  three  causes,  any 
cne  of  which  may  have  produced  a  given  result,  did  in  fact  produce  it.  One 
great  assistance  in  discharging  this  duty  is  to  consider  where  the  burden 
of  procf  lies.  It  is  almost  always  on  those  who  allege  madness.    If  a  man 
commits  what  is  primd  facie  a  crime,  he  is  presumed  to  be  sane,  and  must 
I^ove  himself  mad  before  he  can  escape.    If  it  is  desired  to  deprive  a  man 
of  his  property  and  freedom,  those  who  wish  to  do  so  must  prove 
him  mad,  and  he  need  prove  nothing  at  all  unless  he  chooses  to  do 
w'  In  order  to  prove  madness,  it  is  necessary  not  only  to  show  con- 
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duct  consistent  with  madness,  but  also  to  go  farther,  and  show  conduct 
inconsistent  with  sanity.  If  this  is  done,  subsidiary  evidence  becomes 
superfluous.  If  it  is  not  done,  it  is  impertinent.  In  most  cases, 
therefore,  an  enormous  mass  of  evidence  usually  produced  on  such  occa- 
sions is  in  reality  altogether  beside  the  mark.  The  question  always  is, 
whether  the  man's  principles  of  thought  and  conduct  were  the  same  with 
those  of  other  people.  This  question  is  hardly  affected  by  showing  that 
his  practice  was  peculiar. 

For  example :  a  man  makes  wildly  extravagant  presents  to  his  mis- 
tress. No  doubt  that  is  consistent  with  madness ;  but  it  is  also  consistent 
with  mere  weakness.  He  is  guilty  of  shameless  indecency  and  black- 
guardism. The  same  remark  applies  to  that.  Nine- tenths  of  the  evidence 
given  in  the  disgusting  case  which  was  recently  paraded  before  the  public 
for  nearly  a  month  falls  under  exactly  the  same  principle.  The  conduct 
imputed  to  the  miserable  creature  whose  infirmities  so  long  disgusted  all 
the  newspaper  readers  in  the  kingdom  was  like  the  conduct  of  a  madman, 
but  it  did  not  in  itself  prove  madness.  The  limits  of  folly  and  bad  man- 
ners are  almost  immeasurable,  and  almost  all  that  Mr.  Windham  did 
was  what  any  ill-bred  and  ill-conducted  youth  might  do,  and  what  scores 
of  such  youths  have  done  a  thousand  times  before.  Clear  proof  of  a  single 
well-marked  delusion,  or  of  downright  insensibility  to  any  of  the  prin- 
ciples by  which  good  men  and  bad,  wise  men  and  fools,  all  govern  their 
conduct  more  or  less  skilfully  and  consistently,  would  have  outweighed 
ten  times  as  much  evidence  as  was  actually  given,  immeasurable  as  it  was 
in  amount. 

The  evidence  which  is  thus  required  as  to  the  character  of  the  con- 
duct of  a  supposed  lunatic  is  only  one  step  towards  completing  the  case. 
It  is  necessary  to  go  further,  and  to  show  that  bodily  disease  is  the  cause 
of  it  Even  when,  by  the  application  of  the  principle  just  explained,  the 
relevancy  of  the  evidence  given  has  been  sifted,  when  so  much  of  it  as  is 
really  irrelevant  has  been  rejected,  it  may  still  be  a  most  difficult  question 
whether  the  residue  which  is  relevant  is  to  be  taken  as  proof  of  madness 
or  merely  of  hardened  wickedness.  Madness  is,  in  all  probability,  a 
specific  disease,  which  deranges  in  some  unknown  way  those  functions  of 
the  body  by  which  the  mind  acts  and  communicates  its  thoughts  to  other 
minds.  What  that  specific  disease  is,  no  one  knows.  Suppose,  for  the 
sake  merely  of  illustration,  and  in  order  to  use  definite  terms,  that  it  is  an 
obscure  inflammation  of  the  brain,  or  of  some  part  of  it,  and  substitute 
for  the  word  "  madness  "  the  words  "  obscure  inflammation  of  the  brain." 
The  questions  to  be  answered  will  then  be  as  follows :  Whether  A  B  is  inca- 
pable of  managing  his  affairs,  by  reason  of  an  insensibility  to  the  common 
principles  of  human  nature  produced  by  an  obscure  inflammation  of  the 
brain  ?  The  evidence  is  that  A  B  does,  in  fact,  mismanage  all  his  affairs, 
and  that  he  does  so  because  his  conduct  has  no  reference  at  all  to  those 
elementary  principles  of  prudence  and  morals  which  men  in  general 
recognize — good  men  as  their  judges,  bad  men  as  principles  which  are  in 
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point  of  fact  established,  and  which  must  in  various  ways  be  recognized 
and  respected.  The  question  stiJl  undecided,  and  on  which  the  jury  have 
to  pronounce,  is  whether  this  state  of  things  is  caused  by  obscure  inflam- 
mation of  the  brain  ?  If  it  is,  the  man  is  to  be  found  a  lunatic.  If 
Dot,  not. 

The  difficulty  of  the  case  is  twofold.  In  the  first  place  the  elementary 
principles  of  prudence  and  morals,  though  no  doubt  real,  are  ill-defined. 
Xo  one  has  ever  yet  succeeded  in  giving  a  perfectly  satisfactory  account  of 
tkm.  In  the  next  place,  the  very  existence  of  the  obscure  inflammation 
of  the  brain  is  an  open  question  : — its  effects  are  very  imperfectly  under- 
stood ;  its  nature  is  not  understood  at  all,  and  the  results  which  it  is 
npposed  to  produce  may  generally  be  referred  in  whole  or  in  part  to 
other  causes.  In  short,  the  question  which  the  jury  have  to  try  is 
whether  an  indefinite  effect  has  been  produced  by  a  hypothetical  cause; 
and  there  is,  of  course,  a  strong  temptation  to  say  that  such  a  question  is 
altogether  insoluble,  and  ought  not  to  be  tried  at  all,  or  at  least  not  by 
such  a  body. 

Such  a  result  is  simply  intolerable.  Commissions  of  Lunacy  there 
must  be,  for  lunatics  cannot  be  left  at  large,  and  no  one  who  knows  any- 
thing of  the  administration  of  justice,  and  of  the  crotchets  and  bias  of 
stalled  witnesses,  would  ever  listen  for  an  instant  to  the  proposal  to  put 
the  liberty  and  property  of  suspected  lunatics  at  the  mercy  of  a  set  of  mad 
doctors.  Either  they  would  shut  up  every  one  who  was  extravagant  and 
vicious,  or  else  they  would  fall  into  radical  dissension,  each  man  standing 
up  for  his  own  theory.  In  either  case,  the  security  to  the  public  would 
he  ntter'y  destroyed.  Who  would  refer  a  point  of  doctrine  to  a  jury  of 
divines  ?  Dr.  Lushington's  decision  on  the  orthodoxy  of  the  Essays  and 
Rtriews  is  sure  to  command  respect,  whatever  it  may  be  ;  but  if  the  bishops 
*«e  allowed  to  judge  of  heresy,  they  would  either  condemn  without 
mercy,  or  fight  between  themselves  like  Kilkenny  cats. 

The  difficulty,  then,  is  a  real  one.    It  must  be  dealt  with,  and  it  must 

dealt  with  by  an  unprofessional  tribunal  of  some  sort.  How  are  they 
to  deal  with  it  ?  They  must  deal  with  it  under  the  disadvantages  which 
tbe  imperfect  state  of  science  at  present  imposes.  They  must  give  to  a 
cr-.-at  many  persons  whom  there  are  strong  grounds  to  conjecture  to  be 
mere  or  less  under  the  influence  of  the  specific  disease  called  madness, 
whatever  that  may  be,  the  benefit  of  a  doubt.  That  is  the  real  result  of 
t  ie  *holc  inquiry ;  but  it  is  a  result  which  cannot  possibly  be  reached  if 
!-io  public  get  inoculated  with  the  notion  that  madness  is  a  mere  question 
ff  degree;  that  a  madman  is  nothing  else  than  a  person  who  is  in  a 
minority  of  one ;  and  that  if  strict  justice  had  been  done,  Shakspeare, 
Muton,  and  Newton,  would  have  each  been  confined  in  Bedlam,  for 
hiving  thoughts  which  occurred  to  no  one  else  before  them. 

It  is,  no  doubt,  a  consequence  from  this  that  a  considerable  number 
^  persons,  whom  it  might  be  very  proper  to  put  into  a  lunatic  asylum,will 
W  allowed  to  squander  their  money  and  pester  their  friends  and  society 
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at  large  with  their  folly  and  vice ;  hut  this  is  an  unavoidable  evil.  It  is 
part  of  the  price  which  we  pay  for  our  individual  liberty,  and  after  all,  it 
is  not  a  very  heavy  one,  and  it  is  one  which  the  growth  of  science  will 
certainly  diminish  and  possibly  will  ultimately  remove.  Suppose,  for 
example,  that  in  the  course  of  time  the  specific  nature  of  madness  should 
be  discovered,  and  symptoms  should  be  detected  affording  an  infallible  test 
of  its  existence.  Assume,  for  the  sake  of  illustration,  that  it  could  be 
shown  to  demonstration  that  madness  is  caused  by  some  morbid  condition 
of  the  spinal  marrow,  and  suppose  it  were  also  shown  that  wherever  that 
condition  existed  a  certain  mark  was  produced  on  the  finger  nails.  Tl.ec, 
when  the  question  was  whether  a  man  was  unable,  or  merely  unwilling, 
to  manage  his  affairs  properly,  the  question  would  be  settled  at  once  by 
the  inspection  of  his  hands.  Of  course  there  is  no  sort  of  reason  to 
suppose  that  any  test  of  the  sort  will  ever  be  discovered  ;  but  there  b 
every  reason  to  hope  that  the  notions  of  scientific  men  on  the  subject  will 
become  more  fixed  and  definite  as  time  goes  on  and  well-digested  expe- 
rience accumulates ;  and  it  is  not  impossible  that  they  may  ultimately  be 
able  to  speak  with  as  much  confidence  of  the  existence  of  madness  in  a 
particular  case,  and  of  the  degree  in  which  it  has  interfered  with  the 
mental  processes  of  the  person  affected,  as  they  can  show  at  present  in 
speaking  of  scarlet-fever  or  small-pox,  or  in  discriminating  between 
weakness  and  delirium.  Till  that  is  the  case  it  is  hopeless  to  try  to  make 
an  obscure  question  clear  and  easy  by  devising  new  modes  of  discus- 
sion. The  defect  is  not  in  the  definition,  or  rather  description  of  madness, 
nor  in  the  tribunal  which  is  to  decide  it,  but  in  the  evidence  by  which  its 
existence  is  to  be  proved.  Where  evidence  is  capable  of  several  con- 
structions people  must  do  as  well  as  they  can,  but  no  rearrangement  of 
their  modes  of  decision  will  enable  them  to  give  satisfactory  judgments  in 
all  cases. 

The  last  matter  to  be  considered  in  reference  to  Commissions  of  Lunacy 
is  their  expense.  The  monstrous  costliness  of  the  Windham  inquiry  has 
not  unnaturally  attracted  great  attention,  and  it  is  said  with  much  plausi- 
bility that  such  inquiries  arc  like  the  famous  case  of  the  oyster,  in  which 
the  plaintiff  recovered  one  shell  and  the  defendant  the  other,  whilst  the 
lawyers  absorbed  the  contents.  There  is  some  truth  in  this,  but  there  is 
a  great  deal  of  error,  and  it  is  an  error  which  is  greatly  aggravated  by  the 
hasty,  noisy  way  in  which  the  real  difficulties  of  the  matter  are  pooh- 
pooh  cd  by  those  who  speak  of  madness  as  a  question  of  degree,  and  of 
eccentricity  as  being  "unquestionably"  a  mild  form  of  madness. 

The  expenses  consist  of  three  main  items, — counsel's  fees,  the  expenses 
of  witnesses,  and  the  attorneys'  bills.  As  to  the  counsel's  fees  it  is  :i 
mere  question  of  supply  and  demand.  It  is  said,  that  in  the  Windham 
case,  an  eminent  member  of  the  bar  was  offered  a  fee  of  500  guineas,  with 
refreshers  of  50  guineas  a-day  during  the  inquiry,  and  that  he  refused  to 
take  it  on  the  ground  that  it  was  not  worth  his  while.  If  a  man  chooses 
to  employ  highly  skilled  labour,  he  must  pay  the  market  price  for  it. 
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There  arc  scores  of  barristers  who  would  have  joyfully  accepted  a  tenth 
part  of  the  sums  mentioned,  and  it  was  a  question  for  the  parties  con- 
cerned, and  for  them  alone,  whether  they  would  mako  the  one  offer  or 
the  other.  As  to  the  expenses  of  witnesses,  the  same  remark  applies. 
If  a  doctor  in  large  practice  is  to  be  brought  100  miles  from  his  home 
and  his  patients,  and  to  be  imprisoned  for  a  fortnight  or  three  weeks  in  a 
wretched  court  for  the  purpose  of  saying  that  Mr.  Windham  slobbered, 
of  course  he  must  be  paid  for  it.  If  those  who  set  the  inquiry  on  foot 
think  such  a  piece  of  evidence  worth  such  a  price,  that  is  a  matter 
exclusively  for  them.  If  a  man  likes  to  light  his  candles  with  bank  notes, 
the  bank  will  be  much  obliged  to  him,  and  nobody  except  himself  will  bo 
any  the  worse.  With  regard  to  the  attorneys'  bills,  the  case  is  even 
stronger :  they  arc  subject  to  taxation  by  public  officers  appointed  for 
that  purpose,  who  are  perfectly  competent  to  sec  whether  the  charges 
made  really  represent  work  done.  It  must  be  added,  that  the  expense  ot 
such  proceedings  is  a  matter  of  absolute  indifference  to  the  public  at  large. 
If  Mr.  Windham's  estates  were  swallowed  up  by  an  earthquake,  no  doubt 
the  English  nation  would  be  a  great  loser ;  but  if  the  250,000/.,  which 
they  arc  said  to  be  worth,  is  cut  up  into  slices  of  500/.  and  1,000/.,  and 
handed  round  to  a  number  of  barristers,  attorneys,  doctors,  railway  guards, 
and  others,  the  operation  might  possibly  be  for  the  public  advantage.  It 
certainly  would  not  diminish  the  national  wealth.  There  are  plenty  of 
country  gentlemen  in  the  world,  and  if  the  Windham  family  should  lose 
that  honourable  position,  the  English  nation  would  survive  the  loss. 

The  real  truth — and  it  is  a  truth  which  people  are  wonderfully  slow 
to  grasp — is  that  the  expense  of  litigation  under  our  present  system 
depends  almost  entirely  on  the  litigants.  As  far  as  the  public  are  con- 
cerned, the  administration  of  justice  is  nearly  gratuitous.  If  a  man 
chooses  to  conduct  his  own  cause — if  he  calls  no  witnesses  and  employs 
no  attorney— he  may  try  an  action  without  paying  more  than  two  or 
three  pounds.  Few  men,  of  course,  have  the  necessary  leisure,  know- 
ledge, and  confidence,  to  do  this,  and  they  have  accordingly  to  pay  those 
whose  business  it  is  to  act  for  them,  but  just  in  the  same  way  they  pay 
the  doctor,  and  (but  for  the  Established  Church)  would  have  to  pay  the 
clergyman ;  and  the  rate  of  payment  depends,  like  the  price  of  all  other 
commodities,  upon  supply  and  demand. 

No  doubt  if  the  inquiry  into  a  man's  sanity  were  conducted,  not  by 
those  who  are  interested  in  maintaining  or  in  contesting  it,  but  by  the 
public,  at  the  public  expense,  it  might  be  done  far  more  cheaply ;  but 
such  a  course  of  conduct  would  be  utterly  at  variance  with  the  funda- 
mental principles  of  the  administration  of  justice  in  this  country.  In 
every  department  of  the  law  our  maxim  is,  VigUantibus^  non  dormienlibu8t 
leges  stilserviitnt.  Law  is  private  war.  A  man  who  wants  to  bring  an 
action  must  bring  it  for  himself;  even  if  he  wishes  to  prosecute  a  criminal 
he  must  do  it  for  himself.  There  is  no  public  officer  to  do  it  for  him. 
To  deprive  a  man  of  the  right  of  defending  las  own  liberty  and  properly 
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in  his  own  way  and  by  his  own  agents,  would  be,  and  be  felt  to  be,  a 
monstrous,  net  of  tyranny  ;  and  if  he  is  allowed  to  do  so  at  all,  he  must 
be  allowed  to  do  so  as  expensively  as  he  pleases. 

It  has  been  asked  how  is  the  matter  managed  with  paupers,  and  why 
should  there  be  one  law  for*  the  rich  and  another  for  the  poor  ?  The 
answer  is,  that  the  most  wretched  pauper  in  England  may,  if  he  pleases, 
demand  that  his  insanity  shall  be  established  before  a  jury,  just  like 
Mr.  Windham,  but  that  as  it  is  seldom  worth  while  to  lock  him  up,  unless 
he  is  mad  beyond  all  possibility  of  dispute,  it  hardly  ever  is  worth  his 
while  to  make  the  demand. 

Of  course  these  observations  are  subject  to  qualification  as  to  details. 
The  court  has  already  some  power  over  the  costs  of  the  inquiry.  It 
might,  perhaps,  be  advantageously  trusted  with  more.  There  would 
be  no  difficulty  or  impropriety  in  giving  a  somewhat  stringent  and 
peremptory  discretion  to  the  Master  as  to  the  propriety  of  calling  par- 
ticular witnesses.  He  might  be  allowed  to  say,  *  Whatever  may  be  the 
result  of  the  cause,  you  who  have  called  this  witness  must  pay  for  him, 
and  not  the  other  side.'  How  far  he  has  that  power  at  present,  and  how 
it  might  be  enlarged,  are  questions  of  technical  detail  unsaited  for  these 
pages. 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

Florence  and  her  Prophet. 

It  was  drawing  towards  evening,  as  two  travellers,  approaching  Florence 
from  the  south,  checked  their  course  on  the  summit  of  one  of  the  circle  of 
hills  which  command  a  view  of  the  city,  and  seemed  to  look  down  upon  it 
with  admiration.  One  of  these  was  our  old  friend  Father  Antonio,  and 
the  other  the  cavalier.  The  former  was  mounted  ot\  an  ambling  mule, 
whose  easy  paces  suited  well  with  his  meditative  habits ;  while  the  other 
reined  in  a  high-mettled  steed,  who,  though  now  somewhat  jaded  under 
the  ktigue  of  a  long  journey,  showed  by  a  series  of  little  lively  motions  of 
his  ears  and  tail,  and  by  pawing  the  ground  impatiently,  that  he  had  the 
inexhaustible  stock  of  spirits  which  goes  with  good  blood. 

"  There  she  lies,  my  Florence,"  said  the  monk,  stretching  his  hands 
out  with  enthusiasm.  "  Is  she  not,  indeed,  a  sheltered  lily  growing  fair 
among  the  hollows  of  the  mountains  ?  Little  she  may  be,  sir,  compared  to 
old  Rome  ;  but  every  inch  of  her  is  a  gem,— every  inch  1 " 

And,  in  truth,  the  scene  was  worthy  the  artist's  enthusiasm.  All  the 
overhanging  hills  that  encircle  the  city  with  their  silvery  olive-gardens 
and  their  pearl-white  villas  were  now  lighted  up  with  evening  glory. 
The  old  gray  walls  of  the  convents  of  San  Miniato  and  the  Monte  Oliveto 
were  touched  with  yellow  light,  and  even  the  black  obelisks  of  the 
cypresses  in  their  cemeteries  had  here  and  there  streaks  and  dots  of 
barniahed  gold,  fluttering  like  bright  birds  among  their  gloomy  branches. 
The  distant  snow-peaks  of  the  Apennines,  which  even  in  spring  long  wear 
their  icy  mantles,  were  shimmering  and  changing  like  opal,  with  tints  of 
violet,  green,  blue,  and  rose,  blended  in  inexpressible  softness  by  that 
dreamy  haze  which  forms  the  peculiar  feature  of  Italian  skies. 

In  this  loving  embrace  of  mountains  lay  the  city,  divided  by  the  Arno 
as  by  a  line  of  rosy  crystal  barred  by  the  graceful  arches  of  its  bridges. 
Amid  the  crowd  of  palaces,  spires,  and  towers,  rose  central  and  con- 
spicuous the  great  Duomo,  just  crowned  with  that  magnificent  dome 
which  was  then  considered  a  novelty  and  a  marvel  in  architecture, 
and  which  Michael  Angelo  looked  longingly  back  upon  when  he  was 
going  to  Rome  to  build  that  more  wondrous  cupola  of  Saint  Peter's. 
White  and  stately  by  its  side  shot  up  the  airy  shaft  of  the  Campanile ; 
and  the  violet  vapour  swathing  the  whole  city  in  a  tender  indistinctness, 
these  two  striking  objects,  rising  by  their  magnitude  far  above  it,  seemed 
to  stand  alone  in  a  sort  of  airy  grandeur. 

And  now  the  bells  of  the  churches  were  sounding  the  Ave  Maria, 
vol.  v.— no.  2C.  12 
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the  monk  and  the  cavalier  bent  low  in  their  saddles,  and  seemed  to  join 
devoutly  in  the  worship  of  the  hour. 

When  Father  Antonio  left  Sorrento  in  company  with  the  cavalier,  it 
was  the  intention  of  the  latter  to  go  with  him  only  so  far  as  their  respective 
routes  should  lie  together.  The  band  under  the  command  of  Agostino 
was  posted  in  a  ruined  fortress  in  one  of  those  airily  perched  old  mountain 
towns  which  form  so  picturesque  and  characteristic  a  feature  of  ite 
Italian  landscape.  But  before  they  reached  this  spot,  the  simple,  poetic, 
guileless  monk,  with  his  fresh  artistic  nature,  had  so  won  upon  the  mind 
of  his  travelling  companion  that  a  most  enthusiastic  friendship  had  sprung 
up  between  them,  and  Agostino  could  not  find  it  in  his  heart  at  once  to 
separate  from  him.  Tempest-tossed  and  homeless,  burning  with  a  sense 
of  wrong,  alienated  from  the  faith  of  his  fathers  through  his  intellect  and 
moral  sense,  yet  clinging  to  it  with  his  memory  and  imagination,  he  found 
in  the  tender  devotional  fervour  of  the  artist  monk  a  reconciling  and 
healing  power.  He  shared,  too,  in  no  small  degree,  the  feelings  which 
now  possessed  the  breast  of  his  companion  for  the  great  reformer,  whose 
purpose  seemed  to  meditate  nothing  less  than  restoring  the  Church  of 
Italy  to  the  primitive  apostolic  simplicity ;  he  longed  to  listen  to  the 
eloquence  of  which  he  had  heard  so  much.  Then,  too,  he  had  thoughts 
that  but  vaguely  shaped  themselves  in  his  mind.  This  noble  mac, 
so  brave  and  courageous,  menaced  by  the  forces  of  a  cruel  tyranny, 
might  he  not  need  the  protection  of  a  good  sword?  He  recollected, 
too,  that  he  had  an  uncle  high  in  the  favour  of  the  King  of  France,  to 
whom  ho  had  written  a  full  account  of  his  own  situation.  Might  be 
not  be  of  use  in  urging  this  uncle  to  induce  the  French  King  to  throw 
before  Savonarola  the  shield  of  his  protection  ?  At  all  events,  he  entered 
Florence  this  evening  with  the  burning  zeal  of  a  young  neophyte  who 
hopes  to  effect  something  himself  for  a  glorious  and  sacred  cause  embodied 
in  a  leader  who  commands  his  deepest  veneration. 

"  My  son,"  said  Father  Antonio,  as  they  raised  their  heads  after  the 
evening  prayer,  "  I  am  at  this  time  like  a  man  who,  having  long  been  away 
from  his  home,  fears,  on  returning,  that  he  shall  hear  some  evil  tidings  of 
those  he  hath  left.  I  long,  yet  dread,  to  go  to  my  dear  Father  Girolamo 
and  the  beloved  brothers  in  our  house.  There  is  a  presage  that  lies  heavy 
on  my  heart,  so  that  I  cannot  shake  it  off.  Look  at  our  glorious  old 
Duomo ;  doth  she  not  sit  there  among  the  houses  and  palaces  as  a  queen- 
mother  among  nations,  worthy,  in  her  greatness  and  beauty,  to  represent 
the  Church  of  the  New  Jerusalem,  the  Bride  of  the  Lord  ?  Ah,  I  have 
seen  it  thronged  with  the  multitude  who  came  to  crave  the  bread  of  life 
from  our  master !  " 

"  Courage,  my  friend  ! "  said  Agostino ;  "  it  cannot  be  that  Florence 
will  suffer  her  pride  and  glory  to  be  trodden  down.  Let  us  hasten  on,  for 
the  shades  of  evening  are  coming  fast,  and  there  is  a  keen  wind  sweeping 
down  from  your  snowy  mountains." 

And  the  two  soon  found  themselves  plunging  into  the  shadows  of  the 
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streets,  threading  their  devious  way  to  the  convent.    At  length  they  drew 
up  before  a  dark  wall,  where  the  Father  Antonio  rang  a  bell.    A  door  was 
immediately  opened,  a  cowled  head  appeared,  and  a  cautious  voice  asked — 
"Who  is  there?" 

"Ah,  is  that  you,  good  Brother  Angelo?"  replied  Fatlicr  Antonio, 
cheerily. 

"And  is  it  you,  dear  Brother  Antonio  ?  Come  in  !  come  in  1 "  was 
the  cordial  response,  as  the  two  passed  into  the  court ;  "  truly,  it  will  make 
ill  our  hearts  leap  to  see  you." 

"And,  Angelo,  how  is  our  dear  father?  I  have  been  so  anxious 
about  him ! " 

"Oh,  fear  not ! — he  sustains  himself  in  God,  and  is  full  of  sweetness  to 
us  all." 

"  But  do  the  people  stand  by  him,  Angelo,  and  the  Signoria  ?  " 

"He  has  strong  friends  as  yet,  but  his  enemies  are  like  ravening 
wolves.  The  Pope  hath  set  on  the  Franciscans,  and  they  hunt  him  as 
dogs  do  a  good  stag.  But  whom  have  you  here  with  you  ?  "  added  the 
monk,  raising  the  torch  and  regarding  the  knight. 

"  Fear  him  not ;  he  is  a  brave  knight  and  good  Christian,  who  comes 
to  offer  his  sword  to  our  father  and  seek  his  counsels." 

"  He  shall  be  welcome,"  said  the  porter,  cheerfully.  "  We  will  have 
yon  into  the  refectory  forthwith,  for  you  must  be  hungry." 

The  young  cavalier,  following  the  flickering  torch  of  his  conductor,  had 
only  a  dim  notion  of  long  cloistered  corridors,  from  which  now  and  then, 
as  the  light  flared  by,  came  a  golden  gleam  from  some  quaint  old  painting, 
where  the  pure  angel  forms  of  Angelico  stood  in  the  gravity  of  an  immortal 
youth,  or  the  Madonna,  like  a  bending  lily,  awaited  the  message  of  Heaven ; 
but  when  they  entered  the  refectory,  a  cheerful  voice  addressed  them,  and 
Father  Antonio  was  clasped  in  the  embrace  of  the  Father  so  much  beloved. 

"  Welcome,  welcome,  my  dear  son  1 "  said  that  rich  voice,  which  had 
thrilled  so  many  thousand  Italian  hearts  with  its  music.  "  So  you  are 
come  back  to  the  fold  again.    How  goes  the  good  work  of  the  Lord  ?  " 

"  Well,  everywhere,"  said  Father  Antonio ;  and  then,  recollecting  his 
joung  friend,  he  suddenly  turned  and  said — "  Let  me  present  you  one 
sou  who  comes  to  seek  your  instructions — the  young  Signor  Agostino,  of 
the  noble  house  of  Sarelli." 

The  Superior  turned  to  Agostino  with  a  movement  full  of  a  generous 
frankness,  and  warmly  extended  his  hand,  at  the  same  time  fixing  upon 
him  the  glance  of  his  large,  deep  blue  eyes,  which  might  have  been 
mistaken  for  black,  so  great  was  their  depth  and  brilliancy.  Agostino 
surveyed  his  new  acquaintance  with  that  mingling  of  ingenuous  respect 
and  curiosity  with  which  an  ardent  young  man  would  regard  the  most 
distinguished  leader  of  his  age,  and  felt  drawn  to  him  by  the  influence  of 
*  vital  cordiality  such  as  one  can  feel  better  than  describe. 

"  You  have  ridden  far  to-day,  my  son  ;  you  must  bo  weary,"  said  the 
Superior,  affably  ;  "  but  here  you  must  feel  yourself  at  home :  command 
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us  in  anything  we  can  do  for  you.  The  brothers  will  attend  to  those 
refreshments  which  are  needed  after  60  long  a  journey;  and  when 
you  have  rested  and  supped,  we  shall  hope  to  see  you  a  little  more 
quietly." 

So  saying,  he  signed  to  one  or  two  brothers  who  stood  by,  and,  com- 
mending the  travellers  to  their  care,  left  the  apartment.  In  a  few 
moments  a  table  was  spread  with  a  plain  and  wholesome  repast,  to 
which  the  two  travellers  sat  down  with  appetites  sharpened  by  their  long 
journey.  During  the  supper,  the  brothers  of  the  convent,  among  whom 
Father  Antonio  had  always  been  a  favourite,  crowded  around  him  in  a 
state  of  eager  excitement. 

"You  should  have  been  here  the  last  week,"  said  one;  "such  a 
turmoil  as  we  have  been  in  ! " 

"  There  hath  been  a  whirlwind  of  preaching  here  and  there,"  said 
another,  "  in  the  Duomo,  and  Santa  Croce,  and  San  Lorenzo ;  and  they 
have  battled  to  and  fro,  and  all  the  city  is  full  of  it." 

"  Tell  him  about  yesterday,  about  the  ordeal,"  shouted  a  third. 

Two  or  three  voices  took  up  the  story  at  once,  and  began  to  tell  it, 
all  the  others  correcting,  contradicting,  or  adding  incidents.  From  the 
confused  fragments  here  and  there  Agostino  gathered  that  there  had  been 
on  the  day  before  a  popular  spectacle  in  the  grand  piazza,  in  which, 
according  to  an  old  superstition  of  the  Middle  Ages,  Fra  Girolamo  Savo- 
narola and  his  opponents  were  expected  to  prove  the  truth  of  their  words 
by  passing  unhurt  through  the  fire ;  that  two  immense  piles  of  combus- 
tibles had  been  constructed  with  a  narrow  passage  between,  and  the  whole 
magistracy  of  the  city  convened,  and  a  throng  of  the  populace,  eager  for 
the  excitement  of  the  spectacle ;  that  the  day  had  been  spent  in  discus- 
sions, and  scruples,  and  preliminaries ;  and  that,  finally,  in  tho  afternoon, 
a  violent  storm  of  rain  arising  had  dispersed  the  multitude  and  put  a  stop 
to  the  whole  exhibition. 

"But  the  people  are  not  satisfied,"  said  Father  Angelo ;  "and  there 
are  enough  mischief-makers  among  them  to  throw  all  the  blame  on  our 
father." 

"  Yes,"  said  one,  "  they  say  he  wanted  to  burn  the  Holy  Sacrament, 
because  he  was  going  to  take  it  with  him  into  the  fire." 

"  As  if  it  could  burn  1 "  exclaimed  another  voice. 

"  It  would  to  all  human  appearance,  I  suppose,"  suggested  a  third. 

"  Any  way,"  put  in  a  fourth,  "  there  is  some  mischief  brewing  ;  for 
friend  Prospcro  Rondinelli,  just  come  in,  says  that  when  he  came  past  the 
Duomo  ho  saw  people  gathering,  and  heard  them  threatening  us.  There 
were  as  many  as  two  hundred,  he  thought." 

"  We  ought  to  tell  Father  Girolamo,"  exclaimed  several  voices. 

"  Oh,  he  will  not  be  disturbed  1 "  interposed  Father  Angelo.  "  Since 
these  doings,  he  hath  been  in  prayer  in  the  chapter-room  before  the 
blessed  Angelica's  picture  of  the  Cross.  When  we  would  talk  with  him 
of  these  things,  ho  waves  us  away,  and  says  only,  1 1  am  weary.* " 
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u  He  bade  me  come  to  him  after  supper,"  said  Father  Antonio.  "  I 
will  talk  with  him.",  •> 

"  Do  so, — that  is  right,"  responded  two  or  three  eager  voices,  as  the 
monk  and  Agostino,  having  finished  their  repast,  arose  to  be  conducted  to 
the  presence  of  the  father. 


CIIAPTER  *XT. 

The  Attack  on  San  Mabco. 

Thet  found  Savonarola  in  a  large  and  dimly-lighted  apartment,  sitting 
absorbed  in  contemplation  before  a  picture  of  the  Crucifixion  by  Fra 
Angelico ;  which,  whatever  might  be  its  defects  of  drawing  and  per- 
spective, has  an  intense  earnestness  of  feeling,  and,  though  faded  and 
dimmed  by  the  lapse  of  centuries,  still  stirs  in  some  faint  degree  even  the 
modern  dilettanti.  In  our  day  such  pictures  are  visited  by  tourists  with 
red  guide-books  in  their  hands,  who  survey  them  in  the  intervals  of  careless 
conversation ;  but  they  were  painted  by  the  devout  artist  on  his  knees, 
weeping  and  praying  as  ho  worked,  and  the  sight  of  them  was  accepted 
by  simple-hearted  Christians  as  a  perpetual  sacrament  of  the  eye.  So 
absorbed  was  the  father  in  the  contemplation  of  this  picture,  that  he 
did  not  hear  the  approaching  footsteps  of  the  knight  and  monk.  When 
at  last  they  came  so  near  as  almost  to  touch  him,  he  suddenly  looked  up, 
his  eyes  full  of  tears.  He  rose,  and,  pointing  with  a  mute  gesture  toward 
the  painting,  said  : 

"  There  is  more  in  that  than  in  all  Michael  Angclo  Buonarotti  hath 
done  yet,  though  he  be  a  God-fearing  youth :  more  than  all  the  heathen 
marbles  in  Lorenzo's  gardens.  Sit  down  with  me  here.  I  have  to  come 
here  often,  where  I  can  refresh  my  courage." 

The  monk  and  knight  seated  themselves,  the  latter  with  his  attention 
riveted  on  the  remarkable  man  before  him.  The  lineaments  of  Savo- 
narola are  familiar  to  us  in  many  paintings  and  medallions;  these, 
however,  fail  to  impart  what  must  have  been  the  effect  of  his  personal 
presence,  which  drew  all  hearts  to  him  in  his  day.  The  knight  saw  a 
man  of  middle  age,  of  elastic,  well-knit  figure,  and  a  flexibility  and  grace 
of  motion  which  seemed  to  make  every  nerve,  even  to  his  finger-ends, 
vital  with  the  expression  of  his  soul.  The  close-shaven  crown,  and  the 
ttmple  folds  of  his  white  Dominican  robe,  gave  a  severe  and  statuesque 
simplicity  to  the  lines  of  his  figure.  His  head  and  face,  like  those  of 
most  of  the  men  of  genius  whom  modern  Italy  has  produced,  were  so 
strongly  cast  in  the  antique  mould  as  to  leave  no  doubt  of  the  identity  of 
modern  Italian  blood  with  that  of  the  great  men  of  ancient  Italy.  His 
low,  broad  forehead,  prominent  Roman  nose,  well-cut  yet  fully  outlined 
lips,  and  strong,  finely-moulded  jaw  and  chin,  denoted  the  old  Roman 
vigour  and  energy,  while  the  flexible  delicacy  of  the  muscles  of  bis  faco 
and  figure  gave  an  inexpressible  fascination  to  his  appearance.  Every 
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emotion  and  changing  thought  seemed  to  flutter  and  tremble  over  his 
countenance  as  the  shadow  of  leaves  over  sunny  water.  His  eye  had  a 
wonderful  dilating  power,  and  when  he  was  excited  seemed  to  emit 
sparks  of  light ;  and  the  delicate  and  melodious  inflections  of  his  voice 
were  capable  of  expressing  the  whole  range  of  human  feeling,  whether 
playful  and  tender  or  denunciatory  and  terrible.  Yet,  when  in  repose 
among  his  friends,  he  had  an  almost  child-like  simplicity  and  guilelesa- 
ness  of  manner,  which  drew  the  heart  by  an  irresistible  attraction.  At 
this  moment  it  was  easy  to  see  by  his  pale  cheek  and  haggard  lines  of 
his  face  that  he  had  been  passing  through  severe  struggles ;  but  his  mind 
seemed  staid  on  some  invisible  centre,  in  a  solemn  and  mournful  calm. 

"  Come,  tell  me  something  of  the  good  works  of  the  Lord  in  our  Italy, 
brother,"  he  said,  with  a  smile  which  was  almost  playful  in  its  bright- 
ness. "  You  have  been  through  all  the  lowly  places  of  the  land,  earn  ing 
our  Lord's  bread  to  the  poor,  and  repairing  and  beautifying  shrines  and 
altars  by  the  noble  gift  that  is  in  you." 

"  Yes,  father,"  replied  the  monk.  "  I  have  had  precious  seasons  of 
preaching  and  confessing,  and  have  worked  in  blessedness  many  days, 
restoring  and  beautifying  the  holy  pictures  and  statues." 

"What  think  you,  brother,  are  all  these  doing  now?"  the  Superior 
asked,  pointing  to  the  saints  in  the  picture.  "  They  see  clearly  through 
our  darkness."  Then,  rising  up,  he  added,  solemnly :  "  Whatever  man 
may  say  or  do,  it  is  enough  for  me  to  feel  that  my  dearest  Lord  and  His 
blessed  Mother,  and  all  the  holy  archangels,  the  martyrs,  and  prophets, 
and  apostles,  arc  with  me.    The  end  is  coming." 

At  this  moment  a  monk  rushed  into  the  room  with  a  face  expressive 
of  the  utmost  terror,  and  called  out, — "  Father,  what  shall  we  do  ?  The 
mob  arc  surrounding  the  convent  1    Hark  !  hear  them  at  the  door ! " 

In  truth,  a  wild,  confused  roar  of  mingled  shrieks,  cries,  and  blows 
came  in  through  the  open  door ;  and  the  sound  of  approaching  footsteps 
was  heard  along  the  cloisters. 

"  Here  come  Messer  Nicolo  de'  Lapi,  and  Francesco  Valori  I "  called 
out  a  voice. 

The  room  was  soon  filled  with  a  confused  crowd,  consisting  of  distin- 
guished Florentine  citizens,  who  had  gained  admittance  through  a  secret 
passage,  and  the  excited  novices  and  monks. 

"  The  streets  outside  the  convent  are  packed  close  with  men,"  cried 
one  of  the  citizens;  "  they  have  stationed  guards  every  where  to  cut  off  our 
friends  who  might  come  to  help  us." 

"  I  saw  them  seize  a  young  man  who  was  quietly  walking,  singing 
psalms,  and  slay  him  on  the  steps  of  the  Church  of  the  Innocents,"  said 
another ;  "  they  cried  and  hooted,  *  No  more  psalm-singing ! 1 " 

"  And  there's  Arnolfo  Battista,"  said  a  third ;  "  he  went  out  to  try  to 
speak  to  them,  and  they  have  killed  him." 

"  Hurry  !  hurry  I  barricade  the  door  1  arm  yourselves  I "  was  the  cry 
from  other  voices." 
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"Stall  we  fight,  father?  shall  we  defend  ourselves?"  cried  others,  as 
the  monks  pressed  around  their  superior. 

When  the  crowd  first  burst  into  the  room,  the  face  of  the  superior 
flushed,  and  there  was  a  slight  movement  of  surprise ;  then  he  seemed  to 
recollect  himself,  and  murmuring,  "I  expected  this,  but  not  so  soon,'* 
appeared  lost  in  mental  prayer.  To  the  agitated  inquiries  of  his  flock, 
he  answered,  "No,  brothers;  the  weapons  of  monks  must  be  spiritual, 
not  carnal.*  Then  lifting  on  high  a  crucifix,  he  said,  "  Come  with  me, 
and  let  us  walk  in  solemn  procession  to  the  altar,  singing  the  praises  of 
our  God." 

The  monks,  with  the  instinctive  habit  of  obedience,  fell  into  procession 
behind  their  leader,  whose  voice,  clear  and  strong,  was  heard  raising  the 
psalm,  "  Quart  fremunt  gentes  ?  " — 

"  Why  do  the  heathen  rage,  and  the  people  imngine  a  vain  thing  ? 

"  The  kings  of  the  earth  set  themselves,  and  the  rulers  take  counsel 
together,  against  the  Lord,  and  against  his  Anointed,  saying, 

"'Let  us  break  their  bands  asunder,  and  cast  away  their  cords 
from  us; 

"  He  that  sittcth  in  the  heavens  shall  laugh :  the  Lord  shall  have  them 
in  derision." 

As  one  voice  after  another  took  up  the  chant,  the  solemn  enthusiasm 
rose  and  deepened,  and  all  present,  whether  ecclesiastics  or  laymen,  fell 
into  the  procession,  and  joined  in  the  anthem.  Amid  the  wild  uproar, 
the  din  and  clatter  of  axes,  the  thunders  of  heavy  battering  implements 
on  the  stone  walls  and  portals,  came  this  long-drawn,  solemn  wave  of 
sound,  rising  and  fidling, — now  drowned  in  the  savage  clamours  of  the 
mob,  and  now  bursting  out  clear  and  full,  like  the  voices  of  God's  chosen 
amid  the  confusion  and  struggles  of  all  the  generations  of  this  mortal  life. 
White-robed  and  grand  the  procession  moved  on,  while  the  pictured  saints 
and  angels  on  the  walls  seemed  to  smile  calmly  down  from  a  golden 
twilight.  The  monks  passed  thus  into  the  sacristy,  where  with  all 
solemnity  and  composure  they  arrayed  their  father  and  superior  for  tlio 
last  time  in  his  sacramental  robes  ;  and  then,  still  chanting,  followed  him 
to  the  high  altar,  where  all  bowed  in  prayer.  And  still,  whenever  thero 
was  a  pause  in  the  stormy  uproar  and  fiendish  clamour,  might  be  heard 
the  clear,  plaintive  uprising  of  that  strange  singing :  "  0  Lord,  save  thy 
people,  and  bless  thine  heritage  ! " 

It  needs  not  to  tell  in  detail  what  history  has  told  of  that  tragic  night: 
how  the  doors  at  last  were  forced,  and  the  mob  rushed  in  ;  how  citizens 
and  friends,  and  many  of  the  monks  themselves,  their  instinct  of  com- 
bativeness  overcoming  their  spiritual  beliefs,  fought  valiantly,  and  used 
torches  and  crucifixes  for  purposes  little  contemplated  when  they  were 
made.  Fiercest  among  the  combatants  was  Agostino,  who  three  times 
drove  back  the  crowd  as  they  were  approaching  the  choir,  where  Savonarola 
and  his  immediate  friends  were  still  praying.  Father  Antonio,  too,  seized 
»  swerd  from  the  hand  of  a  fallen  man,  and  laid  about  him  with  ftn 
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impetuosity  which  would  be  inexplicable  to  any  who  do  not  know  what 
force  there  is  in  gentle  natures  when  the  objects  of  their  affections  aro 
assailed.  The  artist  monk  fought  for  his  master  with  the  blind  desperation 
with  which  a  woman  fights  over  the  cradle  of  her  child. 

All  in  vain !  Past  midnight,  and  the  news  comes  that  artillery  is 
planted  to  blow  down  the  walls  of  the  convent ;  then  the  magistracy,  who 
to  this  time  have  lifted  not  a  finger  to  repress  the  tumult,  send  word  to 
Savonarola  to  surrender  himself  to  them,  together  with  the  two  most 
active  of  his  companions,  Fra  Domenico  da  Pescia  and  Fra  Silvestro 
Maruffi,  as  the  only  means  of  averting  the  destruction  of  the  whole  order. 
They  offer  him  assurances  of  protection  and  safe  return,  which  he  does 
not  in  the  least  believe :  nevertheless,  he  feels  that  his  hour  is  come,  and 
gives  himself  up. 

His  preparations  were  all  made  with  a  solemn  method,  which  showed 
that  he  felt  he  was  approaching  the  last  act  in  the  drama  of  life.  He 
called  together  his  flock,  scattered  and  forlorn,  and  gave  them  his  last 
words  of  fatherly  advice,  encouragement,  and  comfort,  ending  with  the 
remarkable  declaration,  "  A  Christian's  life  consists  in  doing  good  and 
suffering  evil."  "  I  go  with  joy  to  this  marriage-supper,"  he  said,  as  he 
left  the  church  for  the  last  sad  preparations.  He  and  his  doomed  friends 
then  confessed,  and  received  the  sacrament ;  and  after  that  he  surrendered 
himself  into  the  hands  of  the  men  who  he  felt  in  his  prophetic  soul  had 
come  to  take  him  to  torture  and  to  death. 

As  he  gave  himself  into  their  hands,  he  said,  "  I  commend  to  your 
care  this  flock  of  mine,  and  these  good  citizens  of  Florence  who  have  been 
with  us;"  and  then,  once  more  turning  to  his  brethren,  said,  "  Doubt  not, 
my  brethren.  God  will  not  fail  to  perfect  His  work.  Whether  I  live  or 
die,  He  will  aid  and  console  you." 

At  this  moment  there  was  a  struggle  with  the  attendants  in  the  outer 
circle  of  the  crowd,  and  the  voice  of  Father  Antonio  was  heard  crying  out 
earnestly,  "  Do  not  hold  me  !  I  will  go  with  him  !  I  must  go  with  him  I" 
"  Son,"  said  Savonarola,  "  I  charge  you  on  your  obedience  not  to  come. 
It  is  I  and  Fra  Domenico  who  are  to  die  for  the  love  of  Christ."  And 
thus,  at  the  ninth  hour  of  the  night,  he  passed  the  threshold  of  San  Marco. 
As  he  was  leaving,  a  plaintive  voice  of  distress  was  heard  from  a  young 
novice  who  had  been  peculiarly  dear  to  him,  who  stretched  his  hands 
after  him,  crying,  "  Father  !  father  1  why  do  you  leave  us  desolate  ?  " 
Thereupon  he  turned  back  a  moment,  and  said,  "  God  will  be  your  help. 
If  we  do  not  see  each  other  again  in  this  world,  we  surely  shall  meet 
in  heaven." 

When  the  party  had  gone  forth,  the  monks  and  citizens  stood  looking 
into  each  other's  faces,  listening  with  dismay  to  the  howl  of  wild  ferocity 
that  was  rising  around  the  departing  prisoner. 

44  What  shall  we  do  ?  "  was  the  outcry  from  many  voices. 

H I  know  what  I  shall  do,"  said  Agostino.  *'  If  any  man  here  will  find 
me  a  fleet  horse,  I  will  start  for  Milan  this  very  hour ;  for  my  uncle  is 
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now  there  on  a  visit,  and  he  is  a  Councillor  of  weight  with  the  King  of 
France  :  we  must  get  the  king  to  interfere." 

"  I  will  go  with  you,"  said  Father  Antonio.  "  I  shall  havo  no  rest  till 
I  do  something." 

"  And  I,"  quoth  Jncopo  Niccolini,  "  will  saddle  for  you,  without  delay, 
two  horses  of  part  Arabian  blood,  swift  of  foot,  and  easy,  and  which  will 
travel  day  and  night  without  sinking." 


CHAPTER  XXU. 

The  Cathedral. 

The  rays  of  the  setting  sun  were  imparting  even  more  than  their  wonted 
cheerfulness  to  the  airy  and  bustling  streets  of  Milan.  There  was  the 
usual  rush  and  roar  of  busy  life  which  mark  the  great  city,  and  the  display 
of  gay  costumes  and  brilliant  trappings  proper  to  a  ducal  capital,  which  at 
that  time  gave  the  law  to  Europe  in  all  matters  of  taste  and  elegance,  even 
as  Paris  does  now.  It  was,  in  fact,  from  the  reputation  of  this  city  in 
matters  of  external  show  that  our  English  term  Milliner  was  probably 
derived ;  and  one  might  well  have  believed  this,  who  saw  the  sweep  of 
the  ducal  cortege  at  this  moment  returning  in  pomp  from  the  afternoon 
airing.  Such  glittering  of  gold-embroidered  mantles,  such  bewildering 
confusion  of  colours,  such  flashing  of  jewellery  from  cap  and  dagger-hilt  and 
finger-ring,  and  even  from  bridle  and  stirrup,  testified  that  the  male 
sex  at  this  period  in  Italy  were  no  whit  behind  the  daughters  of  Eve  in 
that  passion  for  personal  adornment  which  our  age  is  wont  to  consider 
exclusively  feminine.  Indeed,  all  that  was  visible  to  the  vulgar  eye  of  this 
pageant  was  whoUy  masculine ;  though  no  one  doubted  that  behind  the 
gold-embroidered  curtains  of  the  litters  which  contained  the  female  nota- 
bilities of  the  court  still  more  dazzling  wonders  might  be  concealed. 
Occasionally  a  white,  jewelled  hand  would  draw  aside  one  of  these  screens, 
and  a  pair  of  eves  brighter  than  any  gems  would  peer  forth  ;  and  then  there 
would  be  tokens  of  a  visible  commotion  among  the  plumed  and  gemmed 
cavaliers  around;  one  young  head  would  nod  to  another  with  jests  and 
H^ipa,  and  there  would  be  bowing  and  curvetting  and  all  the  antics  and 
caracoling*  supposable  among  gay  young  people  on  whom  the  sun  shone 
brightly,  and  who  felt  the  world  going  well  around  them,  and  deemed 
themselves  the  observed  of  all  observers. 

Meanwhile,  the  mute,  subservient  common  people  gazed  on  this  gor- 
geous scene  as  a  part  of  their  daily  amusement.  Meek  dwellers  in  those 
dank  ,  noisome  caverns,  without  any  opening  but  a  street-door,  which  are 
called  dwelling-places  in  Italy,  they  lived  in  uninquiring  good-naturo,  con- 
tentedly bringing  up  children  on  corn-bread,  dirty  cabbage-stumps,  and 
other  garbage,  while  ail  they  could  earn  was  sucked  upward  to  nourish 
the  extravagance  of  those  upper  classes  on  which  they  stared  with  such 
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blind  and  ignorant  admiration.  This  was  the  lot  they  believed  them- 
selves born  for,  and  which  every  exhortation  of  their  priest  taught  them 
to  regard  as  the  appointed  ordinance  of  God.  The  women,  to  be  sure,  true 
to  the  im  ttnet  of  their  t?cx,  crawled  out  of  the  damp  and  vile-smelling 
recesses  of  their  homes  with  solid  gold  ear-rings  shaking  in  their  ears,  and 
their  blue-black  lustrous  hair  ornamented  with  a  glittering  circle  of  steel 
pins  or  other  quaint  coiffure.  There  was  sense  in  all  this :  for  had  not 
even  Dukes  of  Milan  been  found  so  condescending  and  affable  as  to  admire 
the  charms  of  the  fair  in  the  lower  orders,  whence  had  come  sons  and 
daughters  who  took  rank  among  princes  and  princesses  ?  What  father,  or 
what  husband,  could  be  insensible  to  prospects  of  such  honour  ?  What 
priest  would  not  readily  absolve  such  sin  ?  Therefore  one  might  have 
observed  more  than  one  comely,  dark-eyed  woman,  brilliant  as  some 
tropical  bird  in  the  colours  of  her  peasant  dress,  who  cast  coquettish 
glances  towards  high  places,  not  unacknowledged  by  patronizing  nods  in 
return,  while  mothers  and  fathers  looked  on  in  triumph.  These  were  the 
days  for  the  upper  classes :  the  Church  bore  them  all  in  her  bosom  as  a 
tender  nursing-mother,  and  provided  for  all  their  little  moral  peccadilloes 
with  even  grandmotherly  indulgence,  and  in.  return  the  world  was  im- 
mensely deferential  towards  the  Church ;  and  it  was  only  now  and  then 
that  some  rugged  John  Baptist,  in  raiment  of  camel's  hair,  like  Savonarola, 
who  dared  to  speak  an  indecorous  word  of  God's  truth  in  the  ear  of  power. 
Herod  and  Herod ias  had  ever  at  hand  the  good  old  recipe  for  quieting  such 
disturbances:  John  Baptist  was  beheaded  in  prison,  and  then  all  the  world 
and  all  the  Scribes  and  Pharisees  applauded ;  and  only  a  few  poor  disciples 
were  found  to  take  up  the  body. 

The  whole  piazza  around  the  great  cathedral  is  at  this  moment  full  of 
the  dashing  cavalcade  of  the  ducal  court,  looking  as  brilliant  in  the 
evening  light  as  a  field  of  poppy,  corn-flower,  and  scarlet  clover  at 
Sorrento  ;  and  there,  amid  the  flutter  and  rush,  the  amours  and  intrigues, 
the  court  scandal,  the  laughing  and  gibing,  the  glitter,  dazzle,  stands  a 
silent  witness,  that  wonderful  cathedral.  In  the  great,  vain,  wicked  city,  all 
alive  with  the  lust  of  the  flesh,  the  lust  of  the  eye,  and  the  pride  of  life,  it 
seemed  to  ptand  as  much  apart  and  alone  as  if  it  were  in  the  solemn 
desolation  of  the  Campagna,  or  in  one  of  the  wide  deserts  of  Africa,  60 
little  did  it  appear  to  belong  to  the  struggling,  bustling  crowd,  who 
beneath  its  white,  dazzling  pinnacles  seemed  dwarfed  into  crawling  insects. 
They  who  could  look  up  from  the  dizzy,  frivolous  life  below,  saw  far,  far 
above  them,  in  the  blue  Italian  air,  thousands  of  glorified  saints  standing 
on  a  thousand  airy  points  of  brilliant  whiteness,  ever  solemnly  adoring. 
The  marble,  which  below  was  somewhat  soiled  with  the  dust  of  the  street, 
seemed  gradually  to  refine  and  brighten  as  it  rose  into  the  purer  regions  of 
the  air,  till  at  last  in  those  thousand  distant  pinnacles  it  had  the  ethereal 
translucence  of  wintry  frost-work,  and  now  began  to  glow  with  the  violet 
and  rose  hues  of  evening,  in  solemn  splendour. 

The  ducal  cortege  sweeps  by  ;  but  we  have  mounted  the  dizzy,  dark 
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staircase  that  leads  to  the  roof,  where,  amid  the  bustling  life  of  the  city, 
there  is  a  promenade  of  still  and  wondrous  solitude.  One  seems  to  have 
ascended  in  those  few  moments  far  beyond  the  tumult  and  dust  of  earthly 
things,  to  the  silence,  the  clearness,  the  tranquillity  of  ethereal  regions. 
The  noise  of  the  rushing  tides  of  life  below  rises  only  in  a  soft  and  distant 
murmur ;  while  around,  in  the  wide,  clear  distance,  is  spread  a  prospect 
which  has  not  on  earth  its  like  or  its  equal.  The  beautiful  plains  of 
Lombardy  lie  beneath  like  a  map,  and  the  northern  horizon-line  is 
glittering  with  the  entire  sweep  of  the  Alps,  like  a  solemn  senate  of 
archangels  with  diamond  mail  and  glittering  crowns.  Mont  Blanc,  Mont 
Rosa  with  his  countenance  of  light,  the  Jungfrau,  and  all  the  weird 
brothers  of  the  Oberland,  rise  one  after  another  to  the  delighted  gaze,  and 
the  range  of  the  Tyrol  melts  far  off  into  the  blue  of  the  sky.  On  another 
side,  the  Apennines,  with  their  picturesque  outlines  and  cloud-spotted 
sides,  complete  the  inclosure.  All  around,  wherever  the  eye  turns,  is  an 
unbroken  phalanx  of  mountains ;  and  this  temple,  with  its  thousand  saintly 
ttatues  standing  in  attitudes  of  ecstasy  and  prayer,  seems  like  a  worthy 
altar  and  shrine  for  the  beautiful  plain  which  the  mountains  inclose ;  it 
seems  to  give  all  Northern  Italy  to  God.  Never  were  Art  and  Nature  so 
majestically  married  by  Religion  in  so  worthy  a  Urn  pie. 

One  living  being  could  be  discerned  standing  gazing  from  a  platform 
on  the  roof  upon  the  far-distant  scene.    He  was  enveloped  in  the  white 
coarse  woollen  gown  of  a  Dominican  monk,  and  seemed  wholly  absorbed 
in  meditating  on  the  scene  before  him,  wluch  appeared  to  move  him 
deeply.     Then  the  evening  worship  commenced  within  the  cathedral, 
and  the  whole  building  seemed  to  vibrate  with  the  rising  swell  of  the 
great  organ,  while  the  grave,  long-drawn  tones  of  the  Ambrosian  liturgy 
rose  surging  in  waves  and  dying  away  in  distant  murmurs,  like  the 
rolling  of  the  tide  on  some  ocean-shore.    The  monk  drew  near  to  the 
central  part  of  the  roof  to  listen,  and  as  he  turned  he  disclosed  the  well- 
known  features  of  Father  Antonio.    Haggard,  weary,  and  travel-worn, 
his  first  impulse,  on  entering  the  city,  had  been  to  fly  to  this  holy 
solitude,  as  the  wandering  sparrow  of  sacred  song  sought  her  nest  amid 
the  altars  of  God's  temple.    Artist  no  less  than  monk,  he  found  in  this 
wondrous  shrine  of  beauty  a  repose  both  for  his  artistic  and  his  religious 
nature;  and  while  waiting  for  Agostino  Sarelli  to  find  his  uncle's  resi- 
dence, he  had  determined  to  pass  the  interval  in  this  lofty  seclusion. 
Many  hours  had  he  paced  alone  up  and  down  the  long  promenades  of 
white  marble  which  intersect  groves  of  dazzling  pinnacles  and  flying 
buttresses  of  airy  lightness.    Now  he  rested  in  fixed  attention  against  tha 
wall  above  the  choir,  which  he  could  feel  pulsating  with  throbs  of  sacred 
sound,  as  if  a  great  warm  heart  were  beating  within  the  fair  marble 
miracle,  warming  it  into  mysterious  life  and  sympathy. 

"  1  would  now  that  boy  were  here  to  worship  with  me,"  he  said. 
"  No  wonder  the  child's  faith  fainteth :  it  takes  such  monuments  as  these 
of  the  Church's  former  days  to  strengthen  one's  hopes." 
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At  this  moment  the  form  of  Agostino  was  seen  ascending  the  marble 
staircase.  The  eye  of  the  monk  brightened  ;  lie  put  out  one  hand  eagerly 
to  take  his,  and  held  up  the  other  with  a  gesture  of  silence. 

"  Look,"  he  said,  "  and  listen  !  Is  it  not  the  sound  as  of  many  waters 
and  mighty  thunderings  ?  " 

Agostino  stood  subdued  for  the  moment  by  the  magnificent  sights  and 
sounds ;  for,  as  the  sun  descended,  the  distant  mountains  grew  every 
moment  more  unearthly  in  their  brilliancy ;  and  as  they  lay  in  a  long 
line,  jewelled  brightness  mingling  with  the  cloud-wreaths  of  the  Hir 
horizon,  one  might  have  imagined  that  he  in  truth  beheld  the  foundations 
of  that  celestial  city  of  jasper,  pearl,  and  translucent  gold  which  the 
Apostle  saw,  and  that  the  risings  and  fallings  of  choral  sound  which 
seemed  to  thrill  and  pulsate  through  the  marble  battlements  were  indeed 
that  song  like  many  waters  sung  by  the  Church  Triumphant  above. 

For  a  few  moments  the  monk  and  the  young  man  stood  in  silence,  till 
at  length  the  monk  spoke. 

"  You  have  told  me,  my  son,  that  your  heart  often  troubles  yon  in 
being  more  Koman  than  Christian ;  that  you  sometimes  doubt  whether 
the  Church  on  earth  be  other  than  a  fiction  or  a  fable..  But  look  around 
us.  Who  are  these,  this  great  multitude  who  praise  and  pray  continually 
in  this  temple  of  the  upper  air  ?  These  are  they  who  have  come  out  of 
great  tribulation,  having  washed  their  robes  and  made  them  white  in  the 
blood  of  the  Lamb.  These  are  not  the  men  who  have  sacked  cities,  and 
made  deserts,  and  written  their  triumphs  in  blood  and  carnage.  These  be 
men  who  have  sheltered  the  poor,  and  built  houses  for  orphans,  and  sold 
themselves  into  slavery  to  redeem  their  brothers  in  Christ.  These  be  pure 
women  who  have  lodged  saints,  brought  up  children,  lived  holy  and  prayerful 
lives.  These  be  martyrs  who  have  laid  down  their  lives  for  the  testimony 
of  Jesus.    There  were  no  such  churches  in  old  Rome, — no  such  saints." 

"  Well,"  returned  Agostino,  "  one  thing  is  certain.  If  such  be  the  True 
Church,  the  Pope  and  the  Cardinals  of  our  day  have  no  part  in  it;  for 
they  are  the  men  who  sack  cities  and  make  desolations,  '  who  devour 
widows'  houses  and  for  a  pretence  make  long  prayers.'  Let  us  see  one  of 
them  selling  himself  into  slavery  for  the  love  of  anybody,  while  they  seek 
to  keep  all  the  world  in  slavery  to  themselves  !  " 

"  That  is  the  grievous  declension  our  master  weeps  over,"  said  the 
monk.  "  Ah,  if  the  Bishops  of  the  Church  now  were  like  brave  old  Saint 
Ambrose,  strong  alone  by  faith  and  prayer,  showing  no  more  favour  to  an 
unrepentant  emperor  than  to  the  meanest  slave,  then  would  the  Church 
be  a  reality  and  a  glory  I  Such  is  my  master.  Never  is  he  afraid  of  the 
face  of  king  or  lord,  when  he  has  God's  truth  to  speak.  You  should  have 
heard  how  plainly  he  dealt  with  our  Lorenzo  de'  Medici  on  his  deathbed; 
how  he  refused  him  absolution,  unless  he  would  make  restitution  to  the 
poor  and  restore  the  liberties  of  Florence." 

"  I  should  have  thought,"  retorted  the  young  man,  sarcastically,  "  that 
Lorenzo  the  Magnificent  might  liave  got  absolution  cheaper  than  that 
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Where  were  nil  the  bishops  in  his  dominions  that  he  must  needs  send  lor 
Jerome  Savonarola?  " 

"  Son,  it  is  ever  so,"  replied  the  monk.  "  If  there  be  a  man  who  cares 
neither  for  duke  nor  emperor,  but  for  God  alone,  then  dukes  and  emperors 
would  give  more  for  his  good  word  than  for  a  dozen  of  common  priests." 

"  I  suppose  it  is  something  like  a  rare  manuscript  or  a  singular  gem ; 
these  virtuosi  have  no  rest  till  they  have  clutched  it :  the  thing  they 
cannot  get  is  always  the  thing  they  want." 

**  Lorenzo  was  always  seeking  our  master,"  said  the  monk.  "  Often 
would  he  come  walking  in  our  gardens,  expecting  surely  the  Superior 
would  hasten  down  to  meet  him;  and  the  brothers  would  run  to  his 
cell  to  say,  '  Father,  Lorenzo  is  in  the  garden.'  4  He  is  welcome,' 
would  he  answer,  with  his  pleasant  smile.  *  But,  father,  will  you  not 
descend  to  meet  him  ?  '  4  Hath  he  asked  for  me  ? '  *  No.'  1  Well,  then, 
let  us  not  interrupt  his  meditations/  he  would  answer,  and  remain  still  at 
his  reading;  so  jealous  was  he  lest  he  should  seek  the  favour  of  princes 
and  forget  God,  as  does  all  the  world  in  our  day." 

"  And  because  he  does  not  seek  the  favour  of  the  men  of  this  world  he 
will  be  trampled  down  and  slain.  Will  the  God  in  whom  he  trusts 
defend  him  ?  " 

The  monk  pointed  expressively  upward  toward  the  statues  that  stood 
glorified  above  them,  still  wearing  a  rosy  radiance,  though  the  shadows  of 
twilight  had  fallen  on  all  the  city  below. 

w  My  son,"  he  said,  "  the  victories  of  the  true  Church  arc  not  in  Time, 
but  in  Eternity.  How  many  around  us  were  conquered  on  earth  that  they 
might  triumph  in  heaven  !  What  saith  the  Apostle  ?  *  They  were  tortured, 
not  accepting  deliverance,  that  they  might  obtain  a  better  resurrection.'  " 
u  Alas  !  "  exclaimed  Agostino;  "  are  we  never  to  see  the  right  triumph 
here?  I  fear  that  this  noble  name  is  written  in  blood,  like  so  many  of 
whom  the  world  is  not  worthy.    Can  one  do  nothing  to  help  it  ?  " 

"  How  is  that  ?  What  have  you  heard  ?  "  asked  the  monk,  eagerly. 
"  Have  you  seen  your  uncle  ?  " 

"  Not  yet ;  he  is  gone  into  the  country  for  a  day — so  say  his  servants. 
When  the  duke's  court  passed,  I  saw  my  cousin,  who  is  in  his  train,  and 
got  a  moment's  speech  with  him  ;  and  he  promised  that,  if  I  would  wait 
for  him  here,  he  would  come  to  me  as  soon  as  he  could  be  let  off  from 
hi*  attendance.    When  he  comes,  it  were  best  that  we  confer  alone." 

w  I  will  retire  to  the  southern  side,"  said  the  monk,  i(  and  await  the 
end  of  your  conference."  With  that  he  crossed  the  platform  on  which 
they  were  standing,  and,  going  down  a  flight  of  white  marble  steps,  was 
soon  lost  to  view  amid  the  wilderness  of  frost-like  carved  work. 

He  had  scarcely  vanished  before  footsteps  were  heard  ascending  the 
marble  staircase  on  the  other  side,  and  the  sound  of  a  voice  humming  a 
popular  air  of  the  court.  The  stranger  was  a  young  man  about  five-and- 
twenty,  habited  with  all  that  richness  and  brilliancy  of  colouring  which 
the  feshion  of  the  day  permitted  to  a  young  exquisite.    His  mantle  of 
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purple  velvet,  falling  jauntily  off  from  one  shoulder,  disclosed  a  doublet  of 
amber  satin,  richly  embroidered  with  gold  and  seed-pearl.  The  long 
white  plume  which  drooped  from  his  cap  was  held  in  its  place  by  a  large 
diamond,  which  sparkled  like  a  star  in  the  evening  twilight.  His  finely- 
moulded  hands  were  loaded  with  rings,  and  ruffles  of  the  richest  Venetian 
lace  encircled  his  wrists.  He  had  worn  over  all  a  dark  cloak  with  a  peaked 
hood,  the  usual  evening  disguise  in  Italy ;  but  as  he  gained  the  top-stair 
of  the  platform  he  threw  it  carelessly  down  and  gaily  offered  his  hand. 

"  Good  even  to  you,  cousin  mine  I  So  you  see  I  am  as  true  to  my 
appointment  as  if  your  name  were  Leonora  or  Camilla  instead  of  Agos- 
tino.  How  goes  it  with  you  ?  I  wanted  to  talk  with  you  below,  but  I 
saw  we  must  have  a  place  without  listeners.  Our  friends  the  saints  are 
too  high  in  heavenly  things  to  make  mischief  by  eavesdropping." 

"  Thank  you,  cousin  Carlos,  for  your  promptness.  And  now  to  the 
point.  Did  your  father,  my  uncle,  get  the  letter  I  wrote  him  about  a 
month  since  ?  " 

"  He  did ;  and  he  bade  me  treat  with  you  about  it.  It's  an  abominable 
snare  this  they  have  got  you  into.  My  father  says,  your  best  way  is  to 
come  straight  to  him  in  France,  and  abide  till  things  take  a  better  turn  ; 
he  is  high  in  favour  with  the  King,  and  can  find  you  a  very  pretty  place  at 
court,  and  he  takes  upon  him  in  time  to  reconcile  the  Pope.  Between  you 
and  me,  the  old  Pope  has  no  special  spite  in  the  world  against  you  :  he 
merely  wants  your  lands  for  his  son ;  and  as  long  as  you  prowl  round  and 
lay  claim  to  them,  why,  you  must  stay  excommunicated ;  but  just  clear 
the  coast  and  leave  them  peaceably,  and  lie  will  put  you  back  into  die 
true  Church,  and  my  father  will  charge  himself  with  your  success.  Popes 
don't  last  for  ever,  or  there  may  come  another  falling  out  with  the  King 
of  France,  and  either  way  there  will  be  a  chance  of  your  being  one  day 
put  back  into  your  rights ;  meanwhile,  a  young  fellow  might  do  worse 
than  have  a  good  place  in  our  court." 

During  this  long  monologue,  which  the  young  speaker  uttered  with 
all  the  flippant  self-sufficiency  of  worldly  people  with  whom  the  world  is 
going  well,  the  face  of  the  young  nobleman  who  listened  presented  a 
picture  of  many  strong  contending  emotions. 

"  You  speak,"  he  said,  "  as  if  man  had  nothing  to  do  in  this  world  but 
seek  his  own  ease  and  pleasure.  What  lies  nearest  my  heart  is  not  that  I 
am  plundered  of  my  estates  and  my  house  uprooted,  but  it  is  that  my 
beautiful  Rome,  the  city  of  my  fathers,  is  a  prisoner  under  the  heel  of  the 
tyrant.  It  is  that  the  glorious  religion  of  Christ,  the  holy  faith  in  which 
my  mother  died,  the  faith  made  venerable  by  all  these  saints  around  us, 
is  made  the  tool  and  instrument  of  such  vileness  and  cruelty  that  one  is 
tempted  to  doubt  whether  it  were  not  better  to  have  been  born  of  heathen 
in  the  good  old  times  of  the  Roman  republic, — God  forgive  me  for  saying 
so  !  Does  the  Most  Christian  King  of  France  know  that  the  man  who 
pretends  to  rule  in  the  name  of  Christ  is  not  a  boliever  in  the  Christian 
religion, — that  he  does  not  believe  even  in  a  God, — that  he  obtained  the 
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holy  seat  by  simony, — that  he  uses  all  its  powers  to  enrich  a  brood  of 
children  whose  lives  are  so  indecent  that  it  is  a  shame  to  modest  lips  even 
to  say  what  they  do  ?  Shall  we  let  infidels  have  the  very  house  of  the 
Lord,  and  reign  supreme  in  His  holy  dwelling-place  ?  There  has  risen 
a  holy  prophet  in  Italy,  the  greatest  since  the  time  of  Saint  Francis,  and 
Lis  preaching  hath  stirred  all  hearts  to  live  more  conformably  with  our 
holy  faith ;  and  now  for  his  pure  life  and  good  works  he  is  under  excom- 
munication of  the  Pope,  and  they  have  seized  and  imprisoned  him,  and 
threaten  his  life." 

"  Oh,  you  mean  Savonarola,"  said  the  other. 

"  Have  you  heard,"  asked  Agostino,  "  of  a  letter  which  he  wrote  to 
the  King  of  France  lately,  stirring  him  up  to  call  a  General  Council  of 
the  Christian  Church,  to  consider  what  is  to  be  done  about  the  scandals 
at  Borne  ?  " 

"  Oh,  he  has  written  one,  has  he  ? "  replied  the  young  man ;  "  then 
the  story  that  I  have  heard  whispered  about  here  must  be  true.  A  man 
who  certainly  is  in  a  condition  to  know,  told  me  the  day  before  yesterday 
that  the  duke  had  arrested  a  courier  with  some  such  letter  and  sent  it  on 
to  the  Pope :  it  is  likely,  for  the  duke  hates  Savonarola.  If  that  be  true 
it  will  go  hard  with  him  yet ;  for  the  Pope  has  a  long  arm  for  an  enemy." 

44  The  city  of  Florence  has  stood  by  him  until  lately,"  said  Agostino — 
"and  would  again,  with  a  little  help." 

44  Oh,  no !  never  think  it,  my  dear  Agostino  1  Depend  upon  it,  it  will 
end  as  such  things  always  do  ;  and  the  man  is  only  a  madman  who  under- 
takes it.  What  have  you  to  do  with  this  man  ?  Why  do  you  attach  yourself 
to  theside  that  is  sure  to  lose  ?  This  is  no  way  to  mend  your  fortunes.  Come 
to-night  to  my  father's  palace  :  the  duke  has  appointed  us  princely 
h  dgings,  and  treats  us  with  great  hospitality,  and  my  father  has  plans  for 
jour  advantage.  Between  us,  there  is  a  fair  young  ward  of  his,  of  large 
estates  and  noble  blood,  whom  he  designs  for  you.  So  you  see,  if  you  turn 
your  attention  in  this  channel,  there  may  come  a  reinforcement  of  the 
family  property,  which  will  enable  you  to  hold  out  until  the  Pope  dies,  or 
some  prince  or  other  gets  into  a  quarrel  with  him,  which  is  always 
happening ;  and  then  a  move  may  be  made  for  you." 

Agostino  stood  silent,  with  the  melancholy  air  of  a  man  who  has  much 
to  «y,  and  is  deeply  moved  by  considerations  which  he  perceives  it  would 
be  utterly  idle  and  useless  to  attempt  to  explain.  If  the  easy  theology  of 
his  friend  were  indeed  true — if  holiness  of  heart  and  life,  and  all 
those  nobler  modes  of  living  and  being  which  were  witnessed  in  the 
histories  of  the  thousand  saints  around  him,  were  indeed  but  a  secondary 
thing  in  the  strife  for  worldly  place  and  territory, — what,  then,  remained 
for  the  man  of  ideas,  of  aspirations  ?  In  such  a  state  of  society,  his  track 
mart  be  like  that  of  the  dove  in  sacred  history  who  found  no  rest  for  the 
sole  of  her  foot. 

Agostino  folded  his  arms  and  sighed  deeply,  and  then  made  answer 
mechanically,  as  one  whose  thoughts  are  afar  off,— 
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"  Present  my  duty,"  ho  said,  "  to  my  uncle,  your  father,  and  say  to 
him  that  I  will  wait  on  him  to-night." 

"Even  po,"  replied  the  young  man,  picking  up  his  cloak  and  folding  it 
about  him.  "  And  now,  you  know,  I  must  go.  Don't  be  discouraged  ; 
keep  up  a  good  heart;  you  shall  see  what  it  is  to  have  powerful  friends 
to  stand  by  you.  All  will  be  right  yet.  Come,  will  you  go  with  me 
now  ?  " 

"  Thank  you,"  answered  Agostino ;  "  I  think  I  would  be  alone  a  little 
while.  My  head  is  confused,  and  I  would  fain  think  over  matters  a  little 
quietly." 

"  Well,  then,  I  must  leave  you  to  the  company  of  the  saints.  But  be 
sure  and  come  earl  v." 

11  So  saying,  he  threw  his  cloak  over  his  shoulder  and  sauntered  care- 
lessly down  the  marble  steps,  humming  again  the  gay  air  with  which  he 
had  ascended. 

Left  alone,  Agostino  once  more  cast  a  glance  on  the  strangely  solemn 
and  impressive  scene  around  him.  He  was  standing  on  a  platform  of  the 
central  tower  which  overlooked  the  whole  building.  The  round,  full 
moon  had  now  risen  in  the  horizon,  displacing,  by  her  solemn  brightness, 
the  glow  of  twilight ;  her  beams  were  reflected  by  the  delicate  frost-work 
of  the  myriad  pinnacles  which  rose  in  a  bewildering  maze  at  his  feet.  It 
might  seem  to  be  some  strange  enchanted  garden  of  fairy-land,  where  a 
luxuriant  and  freakish  growth  of  nature  had  been  suddenly  arrested  and 
frozen  into  eternal  stillness.  Around  in  the  shadows  at  the  foot  of  the 
cathedral  the  lights  of  the  great  gay  city  twinkled  and  danced,  and  veered 
and  fluttered  like  fire-flies  in  the  damp  dewy  shadows  of  some  moist 
meadow  in  summer.  The  sound  of  clattering  hoofs  and  passing  carriages, 
of  tinkling  guitars  and  gay  roundelays,  rose  out  of  that  obscure  distance, 
seeming  far  off  and  plaintive  like  the  dream  of  a  life  that  is  passed.  The 
great  church  seemed  a  vast  world  ;  the  long  aisles  of  statued  pinnacles, 
with  their  pure  floorings  of  white  marble,  appeared  as  if  they  might  be  the 
corridors  of  heaven  ;  and  it  seemed  as  if  the  crowned  and  sceptred  saints 
in  their  white  marriage  garments  might  come  down  and  walk  there, 
without  ever  a  spot  of  earth  on  their  unsullied  whiteness. 

In  a  few  moments  Father  Antonio  had  glided  back  to  the  side  of  the 
young  man,  whom  he  found  so  lost  in  reverie  that  not  till  he  laid  his  hand 
upon  his  arm  did  he  awaken  from  his  meditations. 

"  Ah  !  "  he  exclaimed,  with  a  start,  "  my  father,  is  it  you?  " 

"  Yes,  my  son.  What  of  your  conference  ?  Have  you  learned  any- 
thing ?  " 

"  Father,  I  have  learned  far  more  than  I  wished  to  know." 
"  What  is  it,  my  son  ?    Speak  it  at  once." 

"  Well,  then,  I  fear  that  the  letter  of  our  holy  father  to  the  King  of 
France  has  been  intercepted  here  in  Milan,  and  sent  to  the  Pope." 

44  What  makes  you  think  eo  ?  "  asked  the  monk,  with  an  eagerness 
that  showed  how  much  he  felt  the  intelligence. 
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"  My  cousin  tells  me  that  a  person  of  consideration  in  the  duke's 
household,  who  is  supposed  to  be  in  a  position  to  know,  told  him  that  it 
ivas  so." 

Agostino  felt  the  light  grasp  which  the  monk  had  laid  upon  his  arm 
gradually  closing  with  a  convulsive  pressure,  and  that  he  was  trembling 
with  intense  feeling. 

"  Even  so,  Father,  for  so  it  seemed  good  in  thy  sight !  "  he  exclaimed, 
after  a  few  moments  of  silence. 

"  It  is  discouraging,"  said  Agostino,  "  to  see  how  little  these  princes 
care  for  the  true  interests  of  religion  and  the  service  of  God — how  little 
real  fealty  there  is  to  our  Lord  Jesus." 

"  Yes,"  the  monk  asserted,  "  all  seek  their  own,  and  not  the  things  that 
are  Christ's.    It  is  well  written,  4  Put  not  your  trust  in  princes.'  " 

"  And  what  prospect,  what  hope  do  you  see  for  him  ?  "  asked  Agostino. 
tt  Will  Florence  stand  firm  ?  " 

u  I  could  have  thought  so  once,"  replied  the  monk ;  "  in  those  days 
when  I  have  seen  councillors  and  nobles  and  women  of  the  highest  degree 
all  humbly  craving  to  hear  the  word  of  God  from  his  lips,  and  seeming 
to  seek  nothing  so  much  as  to  purify  their  house,  their  hands,  and  their 
hearts,  that  they  might  be  worthy  citizens  of  that  commonwealth  which 
has  chosen  the  Lord  Jesus  for  its  gonfalonier.  I  have  seen  the  very  chil- 
dren thronging  to  kiss  the  hem  of  his  robe,  as  he  walked  through  the 
streets;  but  oh,  my  friend,  did  not  Jerusalem  bring  palms  and  spread 
its  garments  in  the  way  of  Christ  only  four  days  before  he  was 
crucified  ?  " 

The  monk's  voice  here  faltered.  He  turned  away  and  seemed  to 
wrestle  with  a  tempest  of  suppressed  sobbing.  A  moment  more,  he 
looked  heavenward,  and  pointing  up  with  a  smile,  spoke  thus  : 

"  Son,  you  ask  what  hope  there  is.  I  answer,  There  is  hope  of  such 
crowns  as  these  wear  who  came  out  of  great  tribulation  and  now  reign 
with  Christ  in  glory." 
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Roundabout  gapers.— £Jo.  XIX, 


ON  ITALF  A  LOAF. 

A  Letter  to  Messrs.  Broadway,  Battery  and  Co.,  of  New  York,  Bankers. 

S  it  all  over? 
May  we  lock  up 
the  case  of  in- 
struments? Hare 
we  signed  our 
wills;  settled  up 
our  affairs;  pre- 
tended to  talk 
and  rattle  quite 
cheerfully  to  the 
women  at  din- 
ner, bo  that  they 
should  not  be 
alarmed;  sneak- 
ed away  under 
some  pretext, 
and  lookedatthe 
children  sleep- 
ing in  their  beds 
with  their  little 
u  n  c  o  n  s  cious 
thumbs  in  their 
mouths,  and  t 

flush  on  the  soft-pillowed  cheek;  made  every  arrangement  with  Colonel 
MacTurk,  who  acts  as  our  second,  and  knows  the  other  principal 
a  great  deal  too  well  to  think  he  will  ever  give  in ;  invented  a 
monstrous  figment  about  going  to  shoot  pheasants  with  Mac  in  the 
morning,  so  as  to  soothe  the  anxious  fears  of  the  dear  mistress  of  tie 
house  ;  early  as  the  hour  appointed  for  the— the  little  affair — was,  Lire 
we  been  awake  hours  and  hours  sooner ;  risen  before  daylight,  with 
a  faint  hope,  perhaps,  that  MacTurk  might  have  come  to  some  arrange- 
ment with  the  other  side;  at  seven  o'clock  (confound  his  punctuality!) 
heard  his  cab-wheel  at  the  door,  and  let  him  in  looking  perfectly  trim, 
fresh,  jolly,  and  well  shaved ;  driven  off  with  him  in  the  cold  morning, 
after  a  very  unsatisfactory  breakfast  of  coffee  and  stale  bread-and-butter 
(which  choke,  somehow,  in  the  swallowing);  driven  off  to  Wormwood 
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Scrubs  in  the  cold,  muddy,  misty,  moonshiny  morning  ;  stepped  out  of 
the  cab,  where  Mac  has  bid  the  man  to  halt  on  a  retired  spot  in  the 
common;  in  one  minute  more,  seen  another  cab  arrive,  from  which 
descend  two  gentlemen,  one  of  whom  has  a  case  like  MacTurk's  under 
his  arm  ; — looked  round  and  round  the  solitude,  and  seen  not  one  single 
sign  of  a  policeman — no,  no  more  than  in  a  row  in  London ; — deprecated 
the  horrible  necessity  which  drives  civilized  men  to  the  use  of  powder 
and  bullet ; — taken  ground  as  firmly  as  may  be,  and  looked  on  whDst 
Mac  is  neatly  loading  his  weapons ;  and  when  all  ready,  and  one  looked 
for  the  decisive  One,  Two,  Three— have  we  even  heard  Captain  O' Toole 
(the  second  of  the  other  principal)  walk  up,  and  say:  "  Colonel  MacTurk, 
I  am  desired  by  my  principal  to  declare  at  this  eleventh — this  twelfth 
hour,  that  he  is  willing  to  own  that  he  sees  he  has  been  wrong  in  the 
dispute  which  has  arisen  between  him  and  your  friend  ;  that  he  apolo- 
gizes for  offensive  expressions  which  he  has  used  in  the  heat  of  the 
quarrel;  and  regrets  the  course  he  has  token?"  If  something  like  this 
has  happened  to  you,  however  great  your  courage,  you  have  been  glad 
not  to  fight; — however  accurate  your  aim,  you  have  been  pleased  not 
to  fire. 

On  the  sixth  day  of  January  in  this  year  sixty-two,  what  hundreds  of 
thousands — I  may  say,  what  millions  of  Englishmen,  were  in  the  posi- 
tion of  the  personage  here  sketched — Christian  men,  I  hope,  shocked  at  the 
dreadful  necessity  of  battle ;  aware  of  the  horrors  which  the  conflict  must 
produce,  and  yet  feeling  that  the  moment  was  come,  and  that  there  was  no 
arbitrament  left  but  that  of  steel  and  cannon  !    My  reader,  perhaps,  has 
been  in  America.    If  he  has,  he  knows  what  good  people  arc  to  be  found 
there;  how  polished,  how  generous,  how  gentle,  how  courteous.    But  it  is 
not  the  voices  of  these  you  hear  in  tho  roar  of  hate,  defiance,  folly,  false- 
hood, which  comes  to  us  across  the  Atlantic.    You  can't  hear  gentle 
voices ;  very  many  who  could  speak  are  afraid.    Men  must  go  forward,  or 
be  crushed  by  the  maddened  crowd  behind  them.    I  suppose  after  tho 
perpetration  of  that  act  of— what  shall  we  call  it  ? — of  sudden  war,  which 
Wilkes  did,  and  Everett  approved,  most  of  us  believed  that  battle  was 
inevitable.    Who  has  not  read  the  American  papers  for  six  weeks  past  ? 
Did  you  ever  think  the  United  States  Government  would  give  up 
those  Commissioners  ?    I  never  did,  for  my  part.    It  seems  to  me  the 
United  States  Government  have  done  the  most  courageous  act  of  the  war. 
Before  that  act  was  done,  what  an  excitement  prevailed  in  London  1  In 
every  Club  there  was  a  parliament  sitting  in  permanence :  in  every  domestic 
gathering  this  subject  was  sure  to  form  a  main  part  of  the  talk.  Of  course 
I  have  seen  many  people  who  have  travelled  in  America,  and  heard  them 
on  this  matter — friends  of  the  South,  friends  of  the  North,  friends  of  peace, 
and  American  stockholders  in  plenty. — "  They  will  never  give  up  tho 
men,  sir,"  that  was  the  opinion  on  all  aides  ;  and,  if  they  would  not,  we 
knew  what  was  to  happen. 

for  weeks  past  this  nightmare  of  war  has  been  riding  us.   The  City 
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was  already  gloomy  enough.  When  a  great  domestic  grief  and  misfortune 
visits  the  chief  person  of  the  State,  the  heart  of  the  people,  too,  is  sad  and 
awe-stricken.  It  might  be  this  sorrow  and  trial  were  but  presages  of  greater 
trials  and  sorrow  to  come.  What  if  the  sorrow  of  war  is  to  be  added  to 
the  other  calamity  ?  Such  forebodings  have  formed  the  theme  of  many  a 
man's  talk,  and  darkened  many  a  fireside.  Then  came  the  rapid  orders 
for  ships  to  arm  and  troops  to  depart.  How  many  of  us  have  had  to  say 
farewell  to  friends  whom  duty  called  away  with  their  regiments;  on  whom 
we  strove  to  look  cheerfully,  as  we  shook  their  hands,  it  might  be  for  the 
last  time;  and  whom  our  thoughts  depicted,  treading  the  snows  of  the 
immense  Canadian  frontier,  where  their  intrepid  little  band  might  have  to 
face  the  assaults  of  other  enemies  than  winter  and  rough  weather !  I  went 
to  a  play  one  night,  and  protest  I  hardly  know  what  was  the  entertain- 
ment which  passed  before  my  eyes.  In  the  next  stall  was  an  American 
gentleman,  who  knew  me.  "  Good  heavens,  sir,"  I  thought,  "  is  it  decreed 
that  you  and  I  are  to  be  authorized  to  murder  each  other  next  week ; 
that  my  people  shall  be  bombarding  your  cities,  destroying  your  navies, 
making  a  hideous  desolation  of  your  coast;  that  our  peaceful  frontiers 
shall  be  subject  to  fire,  rapine,  and  murder?"  "  They  will  never  give  up 
the  men,"  said  the  Englishman.  "  They  will  never  give  up  the  men,"  said 
the  American.  And  the  Christmas  piece  which  the  actors  were  playing 
proceeded  like  a  piece  in  a  dream.  To  make  the  grand  comic  perform- 
ance doubly  comic,  my  neighbour  presently  informed  me  how  one  of  the 
best  friends  I  had  in  America — the  most  hospitable,  kindly,  amiable  of 
men,  from  whom  I  had  twice  received  the  warmest  welcome  and  the  most 
delightful  hospitality — was  a  prisoner  in  Fort  Warren,  on  charges  by 
which  his  life  perhaps  might  be  risked.  I  think  that  was  the  most  dismal 
Christmas  fun  which  these  eyes  ever  looked  on. 

Carry  out  that  notion  a  little  farther,  and  depict  ten  thousand,  a  hun- 
dred thousand  homes  in  England  saddened  by  the  thought  of  the  coming 
calamity,  and  oppressed  by  the  pervading  gloom.  My  next-door  neighbour 
perhaps  has  parted  with  her  son.  Now  the  ship  in  which  he  is,  with  a 
thousand  brave  comrades,  is  ploughing  through  the  stormy  midnight  ocean. 
Presently  (under  the  flag  we  know  of)  the  thin  red  line  in  which  her  boy 
forms  a  speck,  is  winding  its  way  through  the  vast  Canadian  snows. 
Another  neighbour's  boy  is  not  gone,  but  is  expecting  qrders  to  sail ;  and 
some  one  else,  besides  the  circle  at  home  maybe,  is  in  prayer  and  terror, 
thinking  of  the  summons  which  calls  the  young  sailor  away.  By  fire- 
sides modest  and  splendid,  all  over  the  three  kingdoms,  that  sorrow  is 
keeping  watch,  and  myriads  of  hearts  beating  with  that  thought,  "Will 
they  give  up  the  men  ?  " 

I  don't  know  how,  on  the  first  day  after  the  capture  of  the  Southern 
Commissioners  was  announced,  a  rumour  got  abroad  in  London  that  the 
taking  of  the  men  was  an  act  according  to  law,  of  which  our  nation  could 
take  no  notice.  It  was  said  that  the  law  authorities  had  so  declared, 
mid  a  very  noblo  testimony  to  the  loyalty  of  Englishmen,  I  think,  was 
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shown  by  the  instant  submission  of  high-spirited  gentlemen,  most  keenly 
feeling  that  the  nation  had  been  subject  to  a  coarse  outrage,  who  were 
silent  when  told  that  the  law  was  with  the  aargressor.  The  relief  which 
presently  came,  when,  after  a  pause  of  a  day,  we  found  that  law  was  on 
our  side,  was  indescribable.  The  nation  might  then  take  notice  of  this 
insult  to  its  honour.  Never  were  people  more  eager  than  ours  when  they 
found  they  had  a  right  to  reparation. 

I  have  talked  during  the  last  week  with  many  English  holders  of 
American  securities,  who,  of  course,  have  been  aware  of  the  threat  held 
over  them.  "  England,"  says  the  New  York  Herald,  "  cannot  afford  to  go 
to  war  with  us,  for  six  hundred  millions  worth  of  American  stock  is 
owned  by  British  subjects,  which,  in  event  of  hostilities,  would  be  confis- 
cated ;  and  we  now  call  upon  the  Companies  not  to  take  it  off  their  hands 
on  any  terms.  Let  its  forfeiture  be  held  over  England  as  a  weapon  in  ter- 
rcrtm.  British  subjects  have  two  or  three  hundred  millions  of  dollars 
invested  in  shipping  and  other  property  in  the  United  States.  All  this 
property,  together  with  the  stocks,  would  be  seized,  amounting  to  nine 
hundred  millions  of  dollars.  Will  England  incur  this  tremendous  loss  for 
a  mere  abstraction  ?  " 

Whether  "a  mere  abstraction"  here  means  the  abstraction  of  the 
two  Southern  Commissioners  from  under  our  flag,  or  the  abstract  idea  of 
injured  honour,  which  seems  ridiculous  to  the  Herald,  it  is  needless  to 
ask.   I  have  spoken  with  many  men  who  have  money  invested  in  the 
States,  but  I  declare  I  have  not  met  one  English  gentleman  whom  the 
publication  of  this  threat  has  influenced  for  a  moment.    Our  people  have 
nine  hundred  millions  of  dollars  invested  in  the  United  States,  have  they  ? 
And  the  Herald  "calls  upon  the  Companies"  not  to  take  any  of  this  debt 
off  onr  hands.     Let  us,  on  our  side,  entreat  the  English  press  to  give  this 
announcement  every  publicity.    Let  us  do  everything  in  our  power  to 
make  this  "call  upon  the  Americans"  well  known  in  England.    I  hope 
English  newspaper  editors  will  print  it,  and  print  it  again  and  again.  It 
is  not  we  who  say  this  of  American  citizens,  but  American  citizens  who 
this  of  themselves.    *  Bull  is  odious.    We  can't  bear  Bull.    He  is 
haughty,  arrogant,  a  braggart,  and  a  blusterer ;  and  we  can't  bear  brag 
and  bluster  in  our  modest  and  decorous  country.    We  hate  Bull,  and  if 
he  quarrels  with  us  on  a  point  in  which  we  are  in  the  wrong,  we  have 
goods  of  his  in  our  custody,  and  we  will  rob  him  1 1   Suppose  your  London 
hanker  saying  to  you,  "  Sir,  I  have  always  thought  your  manners  disgust- 
ing, and  your  arrogance  insupportable.     You  dare  to  complain  of  my 
conduct  because  I  have  wrongfully  imprisoned  Jones?    My  answer  to 
your  vulgar  interference  is,  that  I  confiscate  your  balance  ! " 

What  would  be  an  English  merchant's  character  after  a  few  such 
transactions  ?  It  is  not  improbable  that  the  moralists  of  the  Herald  would 
caH  him  a  rascal.  Why  have  the  United  States  been  paying  seven,  eight, 
ten  per  cent,  for  money  for  years  past,  when  the  same  commodity  can  be 
got  tlsewhere  at  half  that  rate  of  interest  ?    Why,  because  though  among 
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the  richest  proprietors  in  the  world,  creditors  were  not  sure  of  them.  So 
the  States  have  had  to  pay  eighty  millions  yearly  for  the  use  of  money 
which  would  cost  other  borrowers  but  thirty.  Add  up  this  item  of  extra 
interest  alone  for  a  dozen  years,  and  sec  what  a  prodigious  penalty  the 
States  have  been  paying  for  repudiation  here  and  there,  for  sharp  practice, 
for  doubtful  credit.  Suppose  the  peace  is  kept  between  us,  the  remem- 
brance of  this  last  threat  alone  will  cost  the  States  millions  and  millions 
more.  If  they  must  have  money,  we  must  have  a  greater  interest  to 
insure  our  jeopardised  capital.  Do  American  Companies  want  to  borrow 
money — as  want  to  borrow  they  will  ?  Mr.  Brown,  show  the  gentlemen 
that  extract  from  the  New  York  Herald,  Which  declares  that  the  United 
States  will  confiscate  private  property  in  event  of  a  war.  As  the  country 
newspapers  say,  "Please,  country  papers,  copy  this  paragraph."  And, 
gentlemen  in  America,  when  the  honour  of  your  nation  is  called  in 
question,  please  to  remember  that  it  is  the  American  press  which  glories 
in  announcing  that  you  are  prepared  to  be  rogues. 

And  when  this  war  has  drained  uncounted  hundreds  of  millions  more 
out  of  the  United  States  exchequer,  will  they  be  richer  or  more  inclined 
to  pay  debts,  or  less  willing  to  evade  them,  or  more  popular  with  their 
creditors,  or  more  likely  to  get  money  from  men  whom  they  deliberately 
announce  that  they  will  cheat  ?  I  have  not  followed  the  Herald  on  the 
"  stone-ship"  question — that  great  naval  victory  appears  to  me  not  less 
horrible  and  wicked  than  suicidal.  Block  the  harbours  for  ever ;  ^Jestroy 
the  inlets  of  the  commerce  of  the  world ;  perish  cities, — so  that  we  may 
wreak  an  injury  on  them.  It  is  the  talk  of  madmen,  but  not  the  less 
wicked.  The  act  injures  the  whole  Republic  :  but  it  is  perpetrated.  It 
is  to  deal  harm  to  ages  hence ;  but  it  is  done.  The  Indians  of  old  used 
to  burn  women  and  their  unborn  children.  This  stone-ship  business  is 
Indian  warfare.  And  it  is  performed  by  men  who  tell  us  every  week 
that  they  are  at  the  head  of  civilization,  and  that  the  Old  World  is  decrepit, 
and  cruel,  and  barbarous  as  compared  to  theirs. 

The  same  politicians  who  throttle  commerce  at  its  neck,  and  threaten 
to  confiscate  trust-money,  say  that  when  the  war  is  over  and  the  South  is 
subdued,  then  the  turn  of  the  old  country  will  come,  and  a  direful  retri- 
bution shall  be  taken  for  our  conduct.  This  has  been  the  cry  all  through 
the  war.  "  We  should  have  conquered  the  South,"  says  an  American 
paper  which  I  read  this  very  day,  "  but  for  England."  Was  there  ever  such 
puling  heard  from  men  who  have  an  army  of  a  million,  and  who  turn  and 
revile  a  people  who  have  stood  as  aloof  from  their  contest  as  we  have 
from  the  war  of  Troy  ?  Or  is  it  an  outcry  made  with  malice  prepense  ? 
And  is  the  song  of  the  New  York  Times  a  variation  of  the  Herald  tunc  ? 
— "The  conduct  of  the  British,  in  folding  their  arms  and  taking  no  part  in 
the  light,  has  been  so  base  tliat  it  has  caused  the  prolongation  of  the  war, 
and  occasioned  a  prodigious  expense  on  our  part.  Therefore,  as  we  have 
British  property  in  our  hands,  we  &c.  &c."  The  lamb  troubled  the  water 
dreadfully,  and  the  wolf  in  a  righteous  indignation  "  confiscated"  him. 
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Of  course  we  have  heard  that  at  an  undisturbed  time  Great  Britain  would 
never  have  dared  to  press  its  claim  for  redress.  Did  the  United  States 
wait  until  we  were  at  peace  with  France  before  they  went  to  war  with  us 
last?  Did  Mr.  Seward  yield  the  claim  which  he  confesses  to  be  just, 
until  he  himself  was  menaced  with  war  ?  How  long  were  the  Southern 
gentlemen  kept  in  prison  ?  What  caused  them  to  be  set  free  ?  and  did 
the  Cabinet  of  Washington  see  its  error  before  or  after  the  demand  for 
redress  ?\  The  captor  was  feasted  at  Boston,  and  the  captives  in  prison 
hard  by.  If  the  wrong-doer  was  to  be  punished,  it  was  Captain  Wilkes 
who  ought  to  have  gone  into  limbo.  At  any  rate,  as  "  the  Cabinet  of 
Washington  could  not  give  its  approbation  to  the  commander  of  the 
San  Jacinto,"  why  were  the  men  not  sooner  set  free?  To  sit  at  the 
Trcmont  House,  and  hear  the  captain  after  dinner  give  his  opinion  on 
international  law,  would  have  been  better  sport  for  the  prisoners  than  the 
grim  salle-a-manger  at  Fort  Warren. 

I  read  in  the  commercial  news  brought  by  the  Teutonia,  and  published 
in  London  on  the  present  18th  January,  that  the  pork  market  was  generally 
quiet  on  the  29th  December  last;  that  lard,  though  with  more  activity, 
was  heavy  and  decidedly  lower ;  and  at  Philadelphia,  whisky  is  steady 
and  stocks  firm.  Stocks  are  firm:  that  is  a  comfort  for  the  English 
holders,  and  the  confiscating  process  recommended  by  the  Herald  is  at 
least  deferred.  But  presently  comes  an  announcement  which  is  not  quite 
so  cheering : — "  The  Saginaw  Central  Railway  Company  (let  us  call  it) 
has  postponed  its  January  dividend  on  account  of  the  disturbed  condition 
of  public  affairs." 

A  la  bonne  heure.  The  bond  and  share  holders  of  the  Saginaw  must 
look  for  loss  and  depression  in  times  of  war.  This  is  one  of  war's  dreadful 
taxes  and  necessities ;  and  all  sorts  of  innocent  people  must  suffer  by  the 
misfortune.  The  corn  was  high  at  Waterloo  when  a  hundred  and  fifty 
thousand  men  came  and  trampled  it  down  on  a  Sabbath  morning.  There 
was  no  help  for  that  calamity,  and  the  Belgian  formers  lost  their  crops  for 
the  year.  Perhaps  I  am  a  farmer  myself — an  innocent  colonus ;  and 
instead  of  being  able  to  get  to  church  with  my  family,  have  to  see 


*  "At  the  beginning  of  December  the  British  fleet  on  the  West  Indian  station 
mounted  850  guns,  and  comprised  five  liners,  ten  first-class  frigates,  and  seventeen 
powerful  corvettes.    ...   In  little  more  than  a  month  the  fleet  available  for  opera- 
tions on  the  American  shore  had  been  more  than  doubled.    The  reinforcements 
prepared  at  the  various  dockyards  included  two  linc-of-battlc  ships,  twenty-nine 
magnificent  frigates — such  as  the  Shannon,  the  Sutlej,  the  Euryalus,  the  Orlando, 
the  Galatea ;  eight  corvettes,  armed  like  the  frigates  in  part,  with  100-  and  40-  pounder 
Armstrong  guns;  and  the  two  tremendous  iron-cased  ships,  the  Warrior  and  the 
Black  Prince;  and  their  smaller  sisters,  tho  Resistance  and  tho  Defence.    There  was 
work  to  be  done  which  might  have  delayed  the  commission  of  a  few  of  these  ships  for 
some  weeks  longer  ;  but  if  the  United  States  had  chosen  war  instead  of  peace,  the 
blockade  of  their  coasts  would  have  been  supported  by  a  steam  fleet  of  more  than 
sixty  splendid  ships,  armed  with  1,800  guns,  many  of  them  of  tho  heaviest  and  most 
effective  kind." — Saturday  Review ;  Jan.  11. 
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squadrons  of  French  dragoons  thundering  upon  my  barley,  and  squares  of 
English  infantry  forming  and  trampling  all  over  my  oats.  (By  the  way, 
in  writing  of  "  Panics,"  an  ingenious  writer  in  the  Atlantic  Magazine  says 
that  the  British  panics  at  Waterloo  were  frequent  and  notorious.)  Well, 
I  am  a  Belgian  peasant,  and  I  see  the  British  running  away  and  the 
French  cutting  the  fugitives  down.  What  have  I  done  that  these  men 
should  be  kicking  down  my  peaceful  harvest  for  me,  on  which  I  counted 
to  pay  my  rent,  to  feed  my  horses,  my  household,  my  children  ?  It  is 
hard.  But  it  is  the  fortune  of  war.  But  suppose  the  battle  over ;  the 
Frenchman  says,  "You  scoundrel  I  why  did  you  not  take  a  part  with  me? 
and  why  did  you  stand  like  a  double-faced  traitor  looking  on  ?  I  should 
have  won  the  battle  but  for  you.  And  I  hereby  confiscate  the  farm  you 
stand  on,  and  you  and  your  family  may  go  to  the  workhouse." 

The  New  York  press  holds  this  argument  over  English  people  is 
terrorem.  *  We  Americans  may  be  ever  so  wrong  in  the  matter  in  dispute, 
but  if  you  push  us  to  a  war,  we  will  confiscate  your  English  property.' 
Very  good.  It  is  peace  now.  Confidence  of  course  is  restored  between 
us.  Our  eighteen  hundred  peace  commissioners  have  no  occasion  to 
open  their  mouths ;  and  the  little  question  of  confiscation  is  postponed. 
Messrs.  Battery,  Broadway  and  Co.,  of  New  York,  have  the  kindness 
to  sell  my  Saginaws  for  what  they  will  fetch.  I  shall  lose  half  my  loaf 
very  likely ;  but  for  the  sake  of  a  quiet  life,  let  us  give  up  a  certain 
quantity  of  farinaceous  food ;  and  half  a  loaf,  you  know,  is  better  than 
no  bread  at  all. 
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Narrates  that  Famous  Joke  about  Miss  Grigsby. 

OR  once  Fliilip  found  that  he  had 
offended  without  giving  general 
ofll-ncc.  In  the  confidence  of  fe- 
male intercourse,  Mrs.  Mugford  had 
already,  in  her  own  artless  but 
powerful  language,  confirmed  her 
husband's  statement  regarding  Mr. 
Bickerton,  and  declared  that  B.  was 
a  beast,  and  she  was  only  sorry 
that  Mr.  F.  had  not  hit  him  a 
little  harder.  So  different  are  the 
opinions  which  different  individuals 
entertain  of  the  same  event !  I 
happen  to  know  that  Bickerton,  on 
his  side,  went  away,  averring  that 
we  were  quarrelsome,  underbred 
people ;  and  that  a  man  of  any 
refinement  had  best  avoid  that  kind 
of  society.  He  does  really  and 
s  riously  believe  himself  our  superior,  and  will  lecture  almost  any  gentle- 
man on  the  art  of  being  one.  This  assurance  is  not  at  all  uncommon 
with  your  parvenu.  Proud  of  his  newly-acquired  knowledge  of  the  art 
of  exhausting  the  contents  of  an  egg,  the  well-known  little  boy  of  the 
apologue,  rushed  to  impart  his  knowledge  to  his  grandmother,  who  had 
been  for  many  years  familiar  with  the  process  which  the  child  had  just 
VOL.  v. — no.  27.  13. 
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discovered.  Which  of  us  has  not  met  with  some  such  instructors?  I 
know  men  who  would  be  ready  to  step  forward  and  teach  Taglioni  how  to 
dance,  Tom  Saycrs  how  to  box,  or  the  Chevalier  Bayard  how  to  be  a 
gentleman.  We  most  of  us  know  such  men,  and  undergo,  from  time  to 
time,  the  ineffable  benefit  of  their  patronage. 

Mugford  went  away  from  our  little  entertainment  vowing,  by  George, 
that  Philip  shouldn't  want  for  a  friend  at  the  proper  season ;  and  this  proper 
season  very  speedily  arrived.  I  laughed  one  day,  on  going  to  the  Pall 
Mall  Gazette  office,  to  find  Philip  installed  in  the  sub- editor's  room,  with  a 
provision  of  scissors,  wafers,  and  paste-pots,  snipping  paragraphs  from  this 
paper  and  that,  altering,  condensing,  giving  titles,  and  so  forth ;  and,  in  a 
word,  in  regular  harness.  The  three-headed  calves,  the  great  prize  goose- 
berries, the  old  maiden  ladies  of  wonderful  ages  who  at  length  died  in 
country  places — it  was  wonderful  (considering  his  little  experience)  how 
Firmin  hunted  out  these.  He  entered  into  all  the  spirit  of  his  business. 
He  prided  himself  on  the  clever  titles  which  he  found  for  his  paragraphs. 
When  his  paper  was  completed  at  the  week's  end,  he  surveyed  it  fondly — 
not  the  leading  articles,  or  those  profound  and  yet  brilliant  literary  essays 
which  appeared  in  the  Gazette— but  the  births,  deaths,  marriages,  markets, 
trials,  and  what  not.  As  a  shop-boy,  having  decorated  his  master's 
window,  goes  into  the  street,  and  pleased  surveys  his  work ;  so  the  fair 
face  of  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette  rejoiced  Mr.  Firmin,  and  Mr.  Bince,  the 
printer  of  the  paper.  They  looked  with  an  honest  pride  upon  the  result 
of  their  joint  labours.  Nor  did  Firmin  relish  pleasantry  on  the  subject. 
Did  his  friends  allude  to  it,  and  ask  if  he  had  shot  any  especially  fine 
canard  that  week?  Mr.  Philip's  brow  would  corrugate  and  his  cheeks 
redden.  He  did  not  like  jokes  to  be  made  at  his  expense  :  was  not  his  a 
singular  antipathy  ? 

In  his  capacity  of  sub-editor,  the  good  fellow  had  the  privilege  of 
taking  and  giving  away  countless  theatre  orders,  and  panorama  and 
diorama  tickets :  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette  was  not  above  accepting  such 
little  bribes  in  those  days,  and  Mrs.  Mugford's  familiarity  with  the  names 
of  opera  singers,  and  splendid  appearance  in  an  opera-box,  was  quite 
remarkable.  Friend  Philip  would  bear  away  a  heap  of  these  cards  of 
admission,  delighted  to  carry  off  our  young  folks  to  one  exhibition  or 
another.  But  once  at  the  diorama,  where  our  young  people  sat  in  the 
darkness,  very  much  frightened  as  usual,  a  voice  from  out  the  midnight 
gloom  cried  out:  "Wlio  has  come  in  with  order*  from  the  Pall  Mall 
Gazelle?  "  A  lady,  two  scared  children,  and  Mr.  Sub-editor  Philip,  all 
trembled  at  this  dreadful  summons.  I  think  I  should  not  dare  to  print 
the  story  even  now,  did  I  not  know  that  Mr.  Firmin  was  travelling 
abroad.  It  was  a  blessing  the  place  was  dark,  so  that  none  could  see  the 
poor  sub-editor's  blushes.  Rather  than  cause  any  mortification  to  this 
lady,  I  am  6ure  Philip  would  have  submitted  to  rack  and  torture.  But, 
indeed,  her  annoyance  was  very  slight,  except  in  seeing  her  friend 
annoyed.    The  humour  of  the  scene  surpassed  the  annoyance  in  the 
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Jj'Jy'a  mind,  and  caused  her  to  laugh  at  the  mishap ;  but  I  own  our  little 
bov  (who  is  of  an  aristocratic  turn,  and  rather  too  sensitive  to  ridicule 
from  his  schoolfellows)  was  not  at  all  anxious  to  talk  upon  the  subject, 
or  to  let  the  world  know  that  he  went  to  a  place  of  public  amusement 
"with  an  order." 

As  for  Philip's  landlady,  the  Little  Sister,  she,  you  know,  had  been 
familiar  with  the  press,  and  press-men,  and  orders  for  the  play  for  years 
jast.  She  looked  quite  young  and  pretty,  with  her  kind  smiling  face  and- 
Ecat  tight  black  dress,  as  she  came  to  the  theatre — it  was  to  an  Easter 
piece — on  Philip's  arm,  one  evening.  Our  children  saw  her  from  their 
cab,  as  they,  too,  were  driving  to  the  same  performance.  It  was  "  Look, 
mamma  !  There's  Philip  and  the  Little  Sister ! "  And  then  came  such 
smiles,  and  nods,  and  delighted  recognitions  from  the  cab  to  the  two 
friends  on  foot !  Of  course  I  have  forgotten  what  was  the  piece  which 
we  all  saw  on  that  Easter  evening.  But  those  children  will  never  forget ; 
::o,  though  they  live  to  be  a  hundred  years  old,  and  though  their  atten- 
tion was  distracted  from  the  piece  by  constant  observation  of  Philip  and 
bis  companion  in  the  public  boxes  opposite. 

Mr.  Firmin's  work  and  pay  were  both  light,  and  he  accepted  both 
very  cheerfully.  He  saved  money  out  of  his  little  stipend.  It  was 
surprising  how  economically  he  could  live  with  his  little  landlady's  aid 
anj  counsel.  He  would  come  to  us,  recounting  his  feats  of  parsimony 
with  a  childish  delight :  he  loved  to  contemplate  his  sovereigns,  as  week 
ly  week  the  little  pile  accumulated.  He  kept  a  noble  eye  upon  sales, 
and  purchased  now  and  again  articles  of  furniture.  In  this  way  he 
brought  home  a  piano  to  his  lodgings,  on  which  he  could  no  more  play 
than  he  could  on  the  tight-rope ;  but  he  was  given  to  understand  that  it 
was  a  very  fine  instrument ;  and  my  wife  played  on  it  one  day  when  we 
went  to  visit  him,  and  he  sat  listening,  with  his  great  hands  on  his  knees, 
in  ecstasies.  He  was  thinking  how  one  day,  please  Heaven,  he  should 
see  other  hands  touching  the  keys — and  player  and  instrument  disap- 
peared in  a  mist  before  his  happy  eyes.  His  purchases  were  not  always 
lucky.  For  example,  he  was  sadly  taken  in  at  an  auction  about  a  little' 
pearl  ornament.  Some  artful  Hebrews  at  the  sale  conspired  and  ran  him 
op,  as  the  phrase  is,  to  a  price  more  than  equal  to  the  value  of  the 
trinket.  "  But  you  know  who  it  was  for,  ma'am,"  one  of  Philip's  apolo- 
gists said.  "  If  she  would  like  to  wear  his  ten  fingers  he  would  cut  'em 
off  and  send  'em  to  her.  But  he  keeps  'em  to  write  her  letters  and  verses 
—and  most  beautiful  they  are,  too." 

M  And  the  dear  fellow,  who  was  bred  up  in  splendour  and  luxury, 
Mrs.  Mugford,  as  you,  ma'am,  know  too  well — he  won't  drink  no  wine 
•".ow.  A  little  whiskey  and  a  glass  of  beer  is  all  he  takes.  And  his 
clothes— ho  who  used  to  be  so  grand — you  see  how  he  is  now,  ma'am. 
Always  the  gentleman,  and,  indeed,  a  finer  or  grander  looking  gentleman 
never  entered  a  room  ;  but  he  is  saving—you  know  for  what,  ma'am." 

And.  indeed,  Mrs.  Mugford  did  know ;  and  so  did  Mrs.  Pendennis  and 
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Mrs.  Brandon.  And  these  three  women  worked  themselves  into  a  perfect 
fever,  interesting  themselves  for  Mr.  Firmin.  And  Mugford,  in  his  rough, 
funny  way,  used  to  say,  "  Mr.  P.,  a  certain  Mr.  Heff  has  come  and  put 
our  noses  out  of  joint.  He  has,  as  sure  as  my  name  is  Hem.  And  I 
am  getting  quite  jealous  of  our  sub-editor,  and  that  is  the  long  and  short 
of  it.  But  it's  good  to  see  him  haw-haw  Bickerton  if  ever  they  meet  in 
the  office,  that  it  is !  Bickerton  won't  bully  him  any  more,  I  promise 
you  ! " 

The  conclaves  and  conspiracies  of  these  women  were  endless  in 
Philip's  behalf.  One  day  I  let  the  Little  Sister  out  of  my  house,  with  a 
handkerchief  to  her  eyes,  and  in  a  great  state  of  flurry  and  excitement, 
which  perhaps  communicates  itself  to  the  gentleman  who  passes  her  at 
his  own  door.  The  gentleman's  wife  is  on  her  part  not  a  little  moved  and 
excited.  "  What  do  you  think  Mrs.  Brandon  says  ?  Philip  is  learning 
shorthand.  He  says  he  does  not  think  he  is  clever  enough  to  be  a  writer 
of  any  mark ; — but  he  can  be  a  reporter,  and  with  this  and  his  place  at 
Mr.  Mugford's,  he  thinks  he  can  earn  enough  to—  Oh,  he  is  a  fine 
fellow  1"  I  suppose  feminine  emotion  stopped  the  completion  of  this 
speech.  But  when  Mr.  Philip  slouched  in  to  dinner  that  day,  his  hostess 
did  homage  before  him  :  she  loved  him  ;  she  treated  him  with  a  tender 
respect  and  sympathy  which  her  like  are  ever  wont  to  bestow  upon  brave 
and  honest  men  in  misfortune. 

Why  should  not  Mr.  Philip  Firmin,  barristcr-at-law,  bethink  him  that 
lie  belonged  to  a  profession  which  has  helped  very  many  men  to  compe- 
tence, and  not  a  few  to  wealth  and  honours  ?  A  barrister  might  surely 
hope  for  as  good  earnings  as  could  be  made  by  a  newspaper  reporter.  We 
all  know  instances  of  men  who,  having  commenced  their  careers  as  writers 
for  the  press,  had  carried  on  the  legal  profession  simultaneously,  and 
attained  the  greatest  honours  of  the  bar  and  the  bench.  "  Can  I  sit  in  a 
Pump-court  garret  waiting  for  altornies?"  asked  poor  Phil;  "I  shall 
break  my  heart  before  they  come.  My  brains  are  not  worth  much  :  I 
should  addle  them  altogether  in  poring  over  law  books.  I  am  not  at  all  a 
clever  fellow,  you  see;  and  I  haven't  the  ambition  and  obstinate  will  to 
succeed  which  carry  on  many  a  man  with  no  greater  capacity  than  my 
own.  I  may  have  as  good  brains  as  Bickerton,  for  example ;  but  I  am 
not  so  humptious  as  he  is.  By  claiming  the  first  place  wherever  he  goes, 
he  gets  it  very  often.  My  dear  friends,  don't  you  see  how  modest  I  am  ? 
There  never  was  a  man  less  likely  to  get  on  than  myself — you  must  own 
that ;  and  I  tell  you  that  Charlotte  and  I  must  look  forward  to  a  life  of 
poverty,  of  cheeseparings,  and  second-floor  lodgings  at  Pentonville  or 
Islington.  That's  about  my  mark.  I  would  let  her  off,  only  I  know  she 
would  not  take  me  at  my  word — the  dear  little  thing.  She  has  set  her 
heart  upon  a  hulking  pauper  :  that's  the  truth.  And  I  tell  you  what  I 
am  going  to  do.  I  am  going  seriously  to  learn  the  profession  of  poverty, 
and  make  myself  master  of  it.  What's  the  price  of  cowheel  and  tripe  ? 
You  don't  know.    I  do ;  and  the  right  place  to  buy  'em.    I  am  as  good  a 
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judge  of  sprats  as  any  man  in  London.  My  tap  in  life  is  to  be  small  beer 
henceforth,  and  I  am  growing  quite  to  like  it,  and  think  it  is  brisk  and 
pleasant,  and  wholesome."  There  was  not  a  little  truth  in  Philip  9 
account  of  himself,  and  his  capacities  and  incapacities.  Doubtless,  he  was 
not  born  to  make  a  great  name  for  himself  in  the  world.  But  do  we  like 
those  only  who  are  famous  ?  As  well  say  we  will  only  give  our  regard 
to  men  who  have  ten  thousand  a  year,  or  are  more  than  six  feet  high. 

While  of  his  three  female  friends  and  advisers,  my  wife  admired 
Thilip's  humility,  Mrs.  Brandon  and  Mrs.  Mugford  were  rather  dis- 
appointed at  his  want  of  spirit,  and»  to  think  that  he  aimed  so  low. 
I  shall  not  say  which  side  Firmin's  biographer  took  in  this  matter.  Was 
it  my  business  to  applaud  or  rebuke  him  for  being  humble-minded,  or 
▼as  I  called  upon  to  advise  at  all  ?  My  amiable  reader,  acknowledge 
that  you  and  I  in  life  pretty  much  go  our  own  way.  We  eat  the  dishe? 
we  like  because  we  like  them,  not  because  our  neighbour  relishes  them. 
We  rise  early,  or  sit  up  late ;  we  work,  idle,  smoke,  or  what  not,  because 
we  choose  so  to  do,  not  because  the  doctor  orders.  Philip,  then,  was  like 
you  and  me,  who  will  have  our  own  way  when  we  can.  Will  we  not  ? 
If  you  won't,  you  do  not  deserve  it.  Instead  of  hungering  after  a  stalled 
ox,  he  was  accustoming  himself  to  be  content  with  a  dinner  of  herbs. 
Instead  of  braving  the  tempest,  he  chose  to  take  in  sail,  creep  along  shore, 
and  wait  for  calmer  weather. 

So,  on  Tuesday  of  every  week  let  us  say,  it  was  this  modest  sub- 
editor's duty  to  begin  snipping  and  pasting  paragraphs  for  the  ensuing 
Saturday's  issue.  He  cut  down  the  parliamentary  speeches,  giving  due 
favouritism  to  the  orators  of  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette  party,  and  meagre 
outlines  of  their  opponents'  discourses.  If  the  leading  public  men  on  the 
side  of  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette  gave  entertainments,  you  may  be  sure  they 
were  duly  chronicled  in  the  fashionable  intelligence ;  if  one  of  their 
party  wrote  a  book  it  was  pretty  sure  to  get  praise  from  the  critic.  I  am 
speaking  of  simple  old  days,  you  understand.  Of  course  there  is  no 
puffing,  or  jobbing,  or  false  praise,  or  unfair  censure  now.  Every  critic 
knows  what  he  is  writing  about,  and  writes  with  no  aim  but  to  tell  truth. 

Thus  Philip,  the  dandy  of  two  years  back,  was  content  to  wear  the 
shabbiest  old  coat ;  Philip,  the  Philippus  of  one-and-twenty,  who  rode 
showy  horses,  and  rejoiced  to  display  his  horse  and  person  in  the  Park, 
now  humbly  took  his  place  in  an  omnibus,  and  only  on  occasions  indulged 
in  a  cab.  From  the  roof  of  the  larger  vehicle  he  would  salute  his  friends 
with  perfect  affability,  and  stare  down  on  his  aunt  as  she  passed  in  her 
barouche.  He  never  could  be  quite  made  to  acknowledge  that  she  pur- 
posely would  not  see  him ;  or  he  would  attribute  her  blindness  to  the 
quarrel  which  they  had  had,  not  to  his  poverty  and  present  position.  As 
for  his  cousin  Kingwood,  "  That  fellow  would  commit  any  baseness," 
Philip  acknowledged ;  "  and  it  is  I  who  have  cut  Aim,"  our  friend  averred. 

A  real  danger  was  lest  our  friend  should  in  his  poverty  become  more 
haughty  and  insolent  than  he  had  been  in  his  days  of  better  fortune,  and  that 
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he  should  make  companions  of  men  who  were  not  his  equals.  Whether  was 
it  better  for  him  to  be  slighted  in  a  fashionable  club,  or  to  swagger  at  the 
head  of  the  company  in  a  tavern  parlour  ?  This  was  the  danger  we  might 
fear  for  Firmin.  It  was  impossible  not  to  confess  that  he  was  choosing  to 
take  a  lower  place  in  the  world  than  that  to  which  he  had  been  born. 

"  Do  you  mean  that  Philip  is  lowervd,  because  he  is  poor  ?  "  asked  an 
angry  lady,  to  whom  this  remark  was  made  by  her  husband — man  aud 
wife  being  both  very  good  friends  to  Mr.  Firmin. 

41  My  dear,"  replies  the  worldling  of  a  husband,  "  suppose  Philip 
were  to  take  a  fancy  to  buy  a  donkey  and  sell  cabbages  ?  lie  would  be 
doing  no  harm;  but  there  is  no  doubt  he  would  lower  himself  in  the 
world's  estimation." 

"  Lower  himself  !  "  says  the  lady,  with  a  loss  of  her  head.  "No  man 
lowers  himself  by  pursuing  an  honest  calling.    No  man  1 

"  Very  good.  There  is  Grundsell,  the  greengrocer,  out  of  Tuthill 
Street,  who  waits  at  our  dinners.  Instead  of  asking  him  to  wait,  we 
should  beg  him  to  sit  down  at  table ;  or  perhaps  we  should  wait,  aud 
stand  with  a  napkin  behind  Grundsell." 

41  Nonsense ! " 

44  Grundscll's  calling  is  strictly  honest,  unless  he  abuses  his  oppor- 
tunities, and  smuggles  away  " 

"  smuggles  away  stuff  and  nonsense  !  " 

44  Very  good  ;  Grundsell  is  not  a  fitting  companion,  then,  for  us,  or  the 
nine  little  Grundsells  for  our  children.  Then  why  should  Philip  gire 
up  the  friends  of  his  youth,  and  forsake  a  club  for  a  tavern  parlour  ?  You 
can't  say  our  little  friend,  Mrs.  Brandon,  good  as  she  is,  is  a  fitting  com- 
panion for  him  ?  " 

44  If  he  had  a  good  little  wife,  he  would  have  a  companion  of  his 
own  degree ;  and  he  would  be  twice  as  happy ;  and  he  would  be  out  of 
all  danger  and  temptation — and  the  best  thing  he  can  do  is  to  marry 
directly  I "  cries  the  lady.  44  And,  my  dear,  I  think  I  shall  write  to 
Charlotte  and  ask  her  to  come  and  stay  with  us." 

There  was  no  withstanding  this  argument.  As  long  as  Charlotte  was 
with  us  we  were  sure  Philip  would  be  out  of  harm's  way,  and  seek  for  no 
other  company.  There  was  a  snug  little  bedroom  close  by  the  quarters 
inhabited  by  our  own  children.  My  wife  pleased  herself  by  adorning 
this  chamber,  and  uncle  Mac  happening  to  come  to  London  on  business 
about  this  time,  the  young  lady  came  over  to  us  under  his  convoy,  and  I 
should  like  to  describe  the  meeting  between  her  and  Mr.  Philip  in  our 
parlour.  No  doubt  it  was  very  edifying.  But  my  wife  and  I  were  not 
present,  vous  conqevez"  We  only  heard  one  shout  of  surprise  aud  delight 
from  Philip  as  he  went  into  the  room  where  the  young  lady  was  waiting. 
We  had  but  said,  "Go  into  the  parlour,  Philip.  You  will  find  your  old 
friend,  Major  Mac,  there.    He  has  come  to  London  on  business,  and  has 

news  of  "    There  was  no  need  to  speak,  for  here  Philip  straightway 

bounced  into  the  room. 
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And  then  came  the  shout.  And  then  out  came  Major  Mac,  with  such 
a  droll  twinkle  in  his  eyes !  What  artifices  and  hypocrisies  had  we  not 
to  practise  previously,  so  as  to  keep  our  secret  from  our  children,  who 
assuredly  would  have  discovered  it  I  I  must  tell  you  that  the  pater- 
f'lmiiiaa  had  guarded  against  the  innocent  prattle  and  inquiries  of  the 
children  regarding  the  preparation  of  the  little  bedroom,  by  informing 
them  that  it  was  intended  for  Miss  Grigsby,  the  governess,  with  whose 
advent  they  had  long  been  threatened.  And  one  of  our  girls,  when  tho 
unconscious  Philip  arrived,  said,  "  Philip,  if  you  go  into  the  parlour,  you 
will  find  Miss  Grigsby,  the  governess,  there."  And  then  Philip  entered  into 
that  parlour,  and  then  arose  that  shout,  and  then  out  came  uncle  Mac, 
and  then  &c.  &c.  And  we  called  Charlotte  Miss  Grigsby  all  dinner-time; 
and  we  called  her  Miss  Grigsby  next  day ;  and  the  more  we  called  her 
Miss  Grigsby  the  more  we  all  laughed.  And  the  baby,  who  could  not 
speak  plain  yet,  called  her  Miss  Gibby,  and  laughed  loudest  of  all; 
and  it  was  such  fun.  But  I  think  Philip  and  Charlotte  had  the  best  of 
the  fun,  my  dears,  though  they  may  not  have  laughed  quite  so  loud  as 
we  did. 

Aa  for  Mrs.  Brandon,  who,  you  may  be  sure,  speedily  came  to  pay  us 
a  visit,  Charlotte  blushed,  and  looked  quite  beautiful  when  she  went  up 
and  kissed  the  Little  Sister.  "  He  have  told  you  about  me,  then  ! "  she 
said,  in  her  soft  little  voice,  smoothing  the  young  lady's  brown  hair. 
"  Should  I  have  known  him  at  all  but  for  you,  and  did  you  not  save  his 
life  for  me  when  he  was  ill  ?  "  asked  Miss  Baynes.  "  And  mayn't  I  love 
everybody  who  loves  him  ?  "  she  asked.  And  we  left  these  women  alone 
for  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  during  which  they  became  the  most  intimate 
friends  in  the  world.  And  all  our  household,  great  and  small,  including 
the  nurse  (a  woman  of  a  most  jealous,  domineering,  and  uncomfortablo 
fidelity),  thought  well  of  our  gentle  young  guest,  and  welcomed  Miss 
Grigsby. 

Charlotte,  you  see,  is  not  so  exceedingly  handsome  as  to  cause  other 
women  to  perjure  themselves  by  protesting  that  she  is  no  great  things 
after  all.  At  the  period  with  which  we  are  concerned,  she  certainly  had  a 
lovely  complexion,  which  her  black  dress  set  off,  perhaps.  And  when 
Philip  used  to  come  into  the  room,  she  had  always  a  fine  garland  of  roses 
ready  to  offer  him,  and  growing  upon  her  checks,  the  moment  he  appeared. 
Her  manners  are  so  entirely  unaffected  and  simple  that  they  can't  be 
otherwise  than  good :  for  is  she  not  grateful,  truthful,  unconscious  of  self, 
easily  pleased,  and  interested  in  others  ?  Is  she  very  witty  ?  I  never 
said  so— though  that  she  appreciated  some  men's  wit  (whose  names  need 
not  be  mentioned)  I  cannot  doubt.  "  I  say,"  cries  Philip,  on  that 
memorable  first  night  of  her  arrival,  and  when  she  and  other  ladies  had 
gone  to  bed,  "by  George  1  isn't  she  glorious,  I  say  1  What  can  I  have 
done  to  win  such  a  pure  little  heart  as  that?  Non  sum  dignus.  It  is  too 
much  happiness— too  much,  by  George  1 "  And  his  voice  breaks 
behind  his  pipe,  and  he  squeezes  two  fists  into  eyes  that  are  brimful  of 
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joy  and  thanks.  Where  Fortune  bestows  such  a  bounty  as  this,  I  think  we 
need  not  pity  a  man  for  what  she  withdraws.  As  Philip  walks  away  at 
midnight  (walks  away  ?  is  turned  out  of  doors;  or  surely  he  would  have 
gone  on  talking  till  dawn),  with  the  rain  beating  in  his  face,  and  fifty  or  a 
hundred  pounds  for  all  his  fortune  in  his  pocket,  I  think  there  goes  one  of 
the  happiest  of  men — the  happiest  and  richest.  For  is  he  not  possessor 
of  a  treasure  which  he  could  not  buy,  or  would  not  sell,  for  all  the  wealth 
of  the  world? 

My  wife  may  say  what  Rhe  will,  but  she  assuredly  is  answerable  for 
the  invitation  to  Miss  Bayncs,  and  for  all  that  ensued  in  consequence. 
At  a  hint  that  she  would  be  a  welcome  guest  in  our  house,  in  London, 
where  all  her  heart  and  treasure  lay,  Charlotte  Barnes  gave  up  straightway 
her  dear  aunt,  at  Tours,  who  had  been  kind  to  her;  her  dear  uncle,  her 
dear  mamma,  and  all  her  dear  brothers — following  that  natural  law  which 
ordains  that  a  woman,  under  certain  circumstances,  shall  resign  homo, 
parents,  brothers,  sisters,  for  the  sake  of  that  one  individual  who  is  henceforth 
to  be  dearer  to  her  than  all.  Mrs.  Baynes,  the  widow,  growled  a  complaint 
at  her  daughter's  ingratitude,  but  did  not  refuse  her  consent.  She  may 
have  known  thit  little  Hely,  Charlotte's  volatile  admirer,  had  fluttered  off 
to  another  flower  by  this  time,  and  that  a  pursuit  of  that  butterfly  was  in 
vain :  or  she  may  have  heard  that  he  was  going  to  pass  the  spring — the 
butterfly  season — in  London,  and  hoped  that  he  perchance  might  agaia 
light  on  her  girl.  Howbeit,  she  was  glad  enough  that  her  daughter 
should  accept  an  invitation  to  our  house,  and  owned  that  as  yet  the  poor 
child's  share  of  this  life's  pleasures  had  been  but  small.  Charlottes 
modest  little  trunks  were  again  packed,  then,  and  the  poor  child  was  sent 
off,  I  won't  say  with  how  small  a  provision  of  pocket-money,  by  her 
mothor.  But  the  thrifty  woman  had  but  little,  and  of  it  was  determined 
to  give  as  little  as  she  could.  "  Heaven  will  provide  for  my  child,"  she 
would  piously  say ;  and  hence  interfered  very  lUtlc  with  those  agents 
whom  heaven  sent  to  befriend  her  children.  "  Her  mother  told  Charlotte 
that  she  would  send  her  some  money  next  Tuesday,"  the  Major  told  us ; 
"  but,  between  ourselves,  I  doubt  whether  she  will.  Between  ourselves, 
my  6ister-in-law  is  always  going  to  give  money  next  Tuesday  :  but  some- 
how Wednesday  comes,  and  the  money  has  not  arrived.  I  could  not  let 
the  little  maid  be  without  a  few  guineas,  and  have  provided  her  out  of  a 
half-pay  purse ;  but  mark  me,  that  pay-day  Tuesday  will  never  come." 
Shall  I  deny  or  confirm  the  worthy  Major's  statement  ?  Thus  far  I  will 
say,  that  Tuesday  most  certainly  came  ;  and  a  letter  from  her  mamma  to 
Charlotte,  which  said  that  one  of  her  brothel's  and  a  younger  sister  were 
going  to  stay  with  aunt  Mac ;  and  that  as  Char,  was  so  happy  with 
her  most  hospitable  and  kind  friends,  a  fond  widowed  mother,  who  bad 
given  up  all  pleasures  for  herself,  would  not  interfere  to  prevent  a  darling 
child's  happiness. 

It  has  been  said  tlrnt  three  women,  whose  names  have  been  given  up, 
were  conspiring  in  the  behalf  of  this  young  person  and  the  young  man  her 
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sweetheart.  Three  days  after  Charlotte's  arrival  at  our  house,  my  wife 
persists  in  thinking  that  a  drive  into  the  country  would  do  the  child  good, 
orders  a  brougham,  dresses  Charlotte  in  her  best,  and  trots  away  to  sco 
Mrs.  Mugford  at  Hampstead.  Mrs.  Brandon  is  at  Mrs.  Mugford's,  of 
course  quite  by  chance :  and  I  feel  sure  that  Charlotte's  friend  compli- 
ments Mrs.  Mugford  upon  her  garden,  upon  her  nursery,  upon  her 
luncheon,  upon  everything  that  is  hers.  "  Why,  dear  me,"  says  Mrs. 
Mugford  (as  the  ladies  discourse  upon  a  certain  subject),  "  what  does  it 
matter  ?  Me  and  Mugford  married  on  two  pound  a  week ;  and  on  two 
pound  a  week  my  dear  eldest  children  were  born.  It  was  a  hard  struggle  • 
sometimes,  but  we  were  all  the  happier  for  it ;  and  I'm  sure  if  a  man 
wont  risk  a  little  he  don't  deserve  much.  I  know  /  would  risk,  if  I  were 
a  man,  to  marry  such  a  pretty  young  dear.  And  I  should  take  a  young 
man  to  be  but  a  mean-spirited  fellow  who  waited  and  went  shilly-shallying 
when  he  had  but  to  say  the  word  and  be  happy.  I  thought  Mr.  F.  was  a 
brave,  courageous  gentleman,  I  did,  Mrs.  Brandon.  Do  you  want  me  for 
to  have  a  bad  opinion  of  him  ?  My  dear,  a  little  of  that  cream.  It's  very 
good.  We  'ad  a  dinner  yesterday,  and  a  cook  down  from  town,  on  pur- 
pose." This  speech,  with  appropriate  imitations  of  voice  and  gesture,  Was 
repeated  to  the  present  biographer  by  the  present  biographer's  wife,  and 
he  now  began  to  see  in  what  webs  and  meshes  of  conspiracy  these  artful 
women  had  enveloped  the  subject  of  the  present  biography. 

Like  Mrs.  Brandon,  and  the  other  matron,  Charlotte's  friend,  Mrs. 
Mugford  became  interested  in  the  gentle  young  creature,  and  kissed  her 
kindly,  and  made  her  a  present  on  going  away.  It  was  a  brooch  in  the 
shape  of  a  thistle,  if  I  remember  aright,  set  with  amethysts  and  a  lovely 
Scottish  stone  called  a  carumgorum.  "  She  ain't  no  style  about  her :  and 
I  confess,  from  a  general's  daughter,  brought  up  on  the  Continent,  I  should 
have  expected  better.  But  we'll  show  her  a  little  of  the  world  and  the 
opera,  Brandon,  and  she'll  do  very  well,  of  that  I  make  no  doubt."  And 
Mrs.  Mugford  took  Miss  Baynes  to  the  opera,  and  pointed  out  the  other 
people  of  fashion  there  assembled.  And  delighted  Charlotte  was.  I  make 
no  doubt  there  was  a  young  gentleman  of  our  acquaintance  at  the  back  of 
the  box  who  was  very  happy  too.  And  this  year,  Philip's  kinsman's  wife, 
Ladt  Rihgwood,  had  a  box,  in  which  Philip  saw  her  and  her  daughters, 
and  little  Ringwood  Twysden  paying  assiduous  court  to  her  ladyship. 
They  met  in  the  crush-room  by  chance  again,  and  Lady  Ringwood  looked 
hard  at  Philip  and  the  blushing  young  lady  on  his  arm.  And  it  happened 
that  Mrs.  Mugford's  carriage — the  little  one-horse  trap  which  opens  and 
fchuts  so  conveniently — and  Lady  Ringwood's  tall,  emblazoned  chariot  of 
state,  stopped  the  way  together.  And  from  the  tall  emblazoned  chariot 
the  ladies  looked  not  unkindly  at  the  trap  which  contained  the  beloved  of 
Philip's  heart :  and  the  carriages  departed  each  on  its  way :  and  Ring- 
wood  Twysden,  seeing  his  cousin  advancing  towards  him,  turned  very 
pile,  and  dodged  at  a  double  quick  down  an  arcade.  But  he  need  not 
hare  been  afraid  of  Philip.    Mr.  Firmiu's  heart  was  all  softness  and  bene- 
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volence  at  that  time.  He  was  thinking  of  those  sweet,  sweet  eyes  that  had 
just  glanced  to  him  a  tender  good-night;  of  that  little  hand  which  a 
moment  since  had  hung  with  fond  pressure  on  his  arm.  Do  you  suppose 
in  such  a  frame  of  mind  he  had  leisure  to  think  of  r.  nauseous  little  reptile 
crawling  behind  him  ?  lie  was  so  happy  that  night,  that  Philip  was  King 
Philip  again.  And  he  went  to  the  Haunt,  and  sang  his  song  of  Garry- 
owen-na-gloria,  and  greeted  the  boys  assembled,  and  spent  at  least  three 
shillings  over  his  supper  and  drinks.  But  the  next  day  being  Sunday, 
Mr.  Firmin  was  at  "Westminster  Abbey,  listening  to  the  sweet  church 
chants,  by  the  side  of  the  very  same  young  person  whom  he  had  escorted 
to  the  opera  on  the  night  before.  They  sate  together  so  close  that  one 
must  have  heard  exactly  as  well  as  the  other.  I  daresay  it  is  edifying  to 
listen  to  anthems  a  deux.  And  how  complimentary  to  the  clergyman  to 
have  to  wish  that  the  sermon  was  longer  I  Through  the  vast  cathedral 
aisles  the  organ  notes  peal  gloriously.  Ruby  and  topaz  and  amethyst 
blaze  from  the  great  church  windows.  Under  the  tall  arcades  the 
young  people  went  together.  Hand  in  hand  they  passed,  and  thought 
no  ill. 

Do  gentle  readers  begin  to  tire  of  this  spectacle  of  billing  and  cooing  ? 
I  have  tried  to  describe  Mr.  Philip's  love  affairs  with  as  few  words  and  in 
as  modest  phrases  as  may  be — omitting  the  raptures,  the  passionate  vows, 
the  reams  of  correspondence,  and  the  usual  commonplaces  of  his  situation. 
And  yet,  my  dear  madam,  though  you  and  I  may  be  past  the  ago  of 
billing  and  cooing,  though  your  ringlets,  which  I  remember  a  lovely 
auburn,  are  now— well— are  now  a  rich  purple  and  green  black,  and  my 
brow  may  be  as  bald  as  a  cannon-ball; — I  say,  though  we  are  old,  we  are 
not  too  old  to  forget  We  may  not  care  about  the  pantomime  much  now, 
but  we  like  to  take  the  young  folks,  and  see  them  rejoicing.  From  the 
window  where  I  write,  I  can  l<ft>k  down  into  the  garden  of  a  certain 
square.  In  that  garden  I  can  at  this  moment  see  a  young  gentleman  and 
lady  of  my  acquaintance  pacing  up  and  down.  They  are  talking  some 
such  talk  as  Milton  imagines  our  first  parents  engaged  in ;  and  yonder 
garden  is  a  paradise  to  my  young  friends.  Did  they  choose  to  look  out- 
side the  railings  of  the  square,  or  at  any  other  objects  than  each  other's 
noses,  they  might  see — the  tax-gatherer  we  will  say — with  his  book, 
knocking  at  one  door,  the  doctor's  brougham  at  a  second,  a  hatchment 
over  the  windows  of  a  third  mansion,  the  baker's  boy  discoursing  with  the 
housemaid  over  the  railings  of  a  fourth.  But  what  to  them  are  these 
phenomena  of  life  ?  Arm  in  arm  my  young  folks  go  pacing  up  and 
down  their  Eden,  and  discoursing  about  that  happy  time  which  I  suppose 
is  now  drawing  near,  about  that  charming  little  snuggery  for  which  the 
furniture  is  ordered,  and  to  which,  miss,  your  old  friend  and  very  humble 
servant  will  take  the  liberty  of  forwarding  his  best  regards  and  a  neat 
silver  teapot.  I  daresay,  with  these  young  people,  as  with  Mr.  Philip 
and  Miss  Charlotte,  all  occurrences  of  life  seem  to  have  reference  to 
that  event  which  forms  the  subject  of  their  perpetual  longing  and  con- 
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temptation.  There  is  the  doctor's  brougham  driving  away,  and  Imogene 
says  to  Alonzo,  "What  anguish  I  shall  have  if  you  are  ill  I"  Then 
there  is  the  carpenter  putting  up  the  hatchment.  "  Ah,  my  love,  if 
you  were  to  die,  I  think  they  might  put  up  a  hatchment  for  both  of  us," 
says  Alonzo,  with  a  killing  sigh.  Both  sympathize  with  Mary  and  the 
baker's  boy  whispering  over  the  railings.  Go  to,  gentle  baker's  boy,  we 
also  know  what  it  is  to  love  ! 

The  whole  soul  and  strength  of  Charlotte  and  Philip  being  bent  upon 
marriage,  I  take  leave  to  put  in  a  document  which  Philip  received  at  this 
time ;  and  can  imagine  that  it  occasioned  no  little  sensation  : — 

"  Astor  ITouse,  Xew  York. 

"  And  so  you  are  returned  to  the  great  city — to  the  fumum,  the  stre- 
pitum,  and  I  Bincerely  hope  the  opes  of  our  Home  1  Your  own  letters  arc 
but  brief ;  but  I  have  an  occasional  correspondent  (there  are  few,  alas  ! 
who  remember  the  exile!)  who  keeps  me  au  courant  of  my  Philip's 
history,  and  tells  me  that  you  are  industrious,  that  you  are  cheerful,  that 
you  prosper.  Cheerfulness  is  the  companion  of  Industry,  Prosperity 
their  offspring.  That  that  prosperity  may  attain  the  fullest  growth,  is  an 
absent  father's  fondest  prayer  !  Perhaps  ere  long  I  shall  be  able  to 
announce  to  you  that  I  too  am  prospering.  I  am  engaged  in  pursuing  a 
scientific  discovery  here  (it  is  medical,  and  connected  with  my  own 
profession),  of  which  the  results  ought  to  lead  to  Fortune,  unless  the  jade 
has  for  ever  deserted  George  Brand  Firmin  1  So  you  have  embarked  in 
the  drudgery  of  the  press,  and  have  become  a  member  of  the  fourth  estate. 
It  has  been  despised,  and  press-man  and  poverty  were  for  a  long  time 
supposed  to  be  synonymous.  But  the  power,  the  wealth  of  the  press 
are  daily  developing,  and  they  will  increase  yet  further.  I  confess  I 
should  have  liked  to  hear  that  my  Philip  was  pursuing  his  profession  of 
the  bar,  at  which  honour,  splendid  competence,  nay,  aristocratic  rank, 
arc  the  prizes  of  the  bold,  the  industrious,  and  the  deserving.  Why  should 
you  not? — should  I  not  still  hope  that  you  may  gain  legal  eminence  and 
position  ?  A  father  who  has  had  much  to  suffer,  who  is  descending  the 
vale  of  years  alone  and  in  a  distant  land,  would  be  soothed  in  his  exile 
if  he  thought  his  son  would  one  day  be  able  to  repair  the  Hhuttereq' 
fortunes  of  his  race.  But  it  is  not  yet,  I  fondly  think,  too  late.  You 
may  yet  qualify  for  the  bar,  and  one  of  its  prizes  may  fall  to  you.  I 
confess  it  was  not  without  a  pang  of  grief  I  heard  from  our  kind  littlo 
friend  Mrs.  B.,  you  were  studying  shorthand  in  order  to  become  a 
newspaper  reporter.  And  has  Fortune,  then,  been  so  relentless  to  me, 
that  my  son  is  to  be  compelled  to  follow  such  a  calling  ?  I  shall  try 
and  be  resigned.    I  had  hoped  higher  tilings  for  you — for  me." 

"  My  dear  boy,  with  regard  to  your  romantic  attachment  for 
Miss  Baynes,  which  our  good  little  Brandon  narrates  to  me,  in  her 
peculiar  orthography,  but  with  much  touching  simplicity, — I  make  it  a 
rule  not  to  say  a  word  of  comment,  of  warning,  or  remonstrance.  As 
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sure  as  you  arc  your  father's  son,  you  will  take  your  own  line  in  any 
matter  of  attachment  to  a  woman,  and  all  the  fathers  in  the  world  won't 
stop  you.  In  Philip  of  four-and-twenty  I  recognize  his  father  thirty  years 
ago.  My  father  scolded,  entreated,  quarrelled  with  me,  never  forgave  me. 
I  will  learn  to  be  more  generous  towards  my  son.  I  may  grieve,  but  I 
bear  you  no  malice.  If  ever  I  achieve  wealth  again,  you  shall  not  be 
deprived  of  it.  I  suffered  so  myself  from  a  harsh  father,  that  I  will  never 
be  one  to  my  son  ! 

a  As  you  have  put  on  the  livery  of  the  Muses,  and  regularly  entered 
yourself  of  the  Fraternity  of  the  Press,  what  say  you  to  a  little  addition  to 
your  income  by  letters  addressed  to  my  friend,  the  editor  of  the  new 
journal,  called  here  the  Gazette  of  the  Upper  Ten  Thousand.    It  is  the 
fashionable  journal  published  here;  and  your  qualifications  are  precisely 
those  which  would  make  your  services  valuable  as  a  contributor.  Doctor 
Geraldine,  the  editor,  is  not,  I  believe,  a  relative  of  the  Leinster  family, 
but  a  self-made  man,  who  arrived  in  this  country  some  years  since,  poor, 
and  an  exile  from  his  native  country.    He  advocates  Repeal  politics  in 
Ireland  ;  but  with  these  of  course  you  need  have  nothing  to  do.    And  he 
is  much  too  liberal  to  expect  these  from  his  contributors.    I  have  been  of 
service  professionally  to  Mrs.  Geraldine  and  himself.    My  friend  of  the 
Emerald  introduced  me  to  the  doctor.    Terrible  enemies  in  print,  in 
private  they  are  perfectly  good  friends,  and  the  little  passages  of  arms 
between  the  two  journalists  serve  rather  to  amuse  than  to  irritate.    *  The 
grocer's  boy  from  Ormond  Quay  '  (Geraldine  once,  it  appears,  engaged  in 
that  useful  but  humble  calling),  and  the  '  miscreant  from  Cork  * — the 
editor  of  the  Emerald  comes  from  that  city — assail  each  other  in  public, 
but  drink  whisk cy-and-water  galore  in  private.  If  you  write  for  Geraldine, 
of  course  you  will  say  nothing  disrespectful  about  grocers'  boys.  Hit 
dollars  are  good  silver,  of  that  you  may  be  sure.     Dr.  G.  knows 
a  part  of  your  history :  he  knows  that  you  are  now  fairly  engaged  in 
literary  pursuits ;  that  you  are  a  man  of  education,  a  gentleman,  a  man 
of  the  world,  a  man  of  courage.     I  have  answered  for  your  pos- 
sessing all  these  qualities,     (The  doctor,  in  his  droll,  humorous  way, 
said  that  if  you  were  a  chip  of  the  old  block  you  would  be  just  what  he 
called  '  the  grit.')    Political  treatises  are  not  so  much  wanted  as  personal 
news  regarding  the  notabilities  of  London,  and  these,  I  assured  him,  you 
were  the  very  man  to  be  able  to  furnish.    You,  who  know  everybody; 
who  have  lived  with  the  great  world — the  world  of  lawyers,  the  world  of 
artists,  the  world  of  the  university — have  already  had  an  experience 
which  few  gentlemen  of  the  press  can  boast  of,  and  may  turn  that  experience 
to  profit.    Suppose  you  'were  to  trust  a  little  to  your  imagination  in  com- 
posing these  letters  ?  there  can  be  no  harm  in  being  poetical.  Suppose 
an  intelligent  correspondent  writes  that  he  has  met  the  D-keof  TV-ll-ngt-n, 
had  a  private  interview  with  the  Pr-m-r,  and  so  forth,  who  is  to  say  him 
nay  ?    And  this  is  the  kind  of  talk  our  gobemouches  of  New  York  delight 
in.   My  worthy  friend,  Doctor  Geraldine,  for  example — between  ourselves 
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his  name  is  Finnigan,  but  his  private  history  is  strictly  entre  nous — when 
he  first  came  to  New  York  astonished  the  people  by  the  copiousness  of  his 
anecdotes  regarding  the  English  aristocracy,  of  whom  he  knows  as  much 
as  he  does  of  the  Court  of  Pekin.  He  was  smart,  ready,  sarcastic,  amusing; 
he  found  readers :  from  one  success  he  advanced  to  another,  and  the 
Gizettc  of  the  Upper  Ten  Thousand  is  likely  to  make  this  worthy  mans 
fortune.  You  really  may  be  serviceable  to  him,  and  may  justly  earn  the 
liberal  remuneration  which  he  offers  for  a  weekly  letter.  Anecdotes  of  men 
and  women  of  fashion — the  more  gay  and  lively  the  more  welcome — the 
cvicquid  ajunt  homines ,  in  a  word, — should  be  the  farrago  libclli.  Who  are 
the  reigning  beauties  of  London  ?  and  Beauty,  you  know,  has  a  rank  and 
fashion  of  its  own.  Has  any  one  lately  won  or  lost  on  the  turf  or  at  play? 
What  are  the  clubs  talking  about?  Are  there  any  duels?  What  is  the 
last  scandal  ?  Does  the  good  old  duke  keep  his  health  ?  Is  that  affair 
oTer  between  the  Duchess  of  This  and  Captain  That  ? 

"  Such  is  the  information  which  our  badauds  here  like  to  have,  and  for 

which  my  friend  the  doctor  will  pay  at  the  rate  of   dollars  per 

ktter.  Your  name  need  not  appear  at  all.  The  remuneration  is  certain. 
Off  a  prendre  ou  a  laisserf  as  our  lively  neighbours  say.  Write  in  the 
first  place  in  confidence  to  me ;  and  in  whom  can  you  confide  more  safely 
than  in  your  father  ? 

"  You  will,  of  course,  pay  your  respects  to  your  relative  the  new  lord  of 
Ringwood.  For  a  young  man  whose  family  is  so  powerful  as  yours,  there 
can  surely  be  no  derogation  in  entertaining  some  feudal  respect,  and  who 
knows  whether  and  how  soon  Sir  John  Ringwood  may  be  able  to  help  his 
cousin  ?  By  the  way,  Sir  John  is  a  Whig,  and  your  paper  is  a  Conserva- 
tive. But  you  are,  above  all,  homme  du  monde.  In  such  a  subordinate 
place  as  you  occupy  with  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette,  a  man's  private  politics 
do  not  surely  count  at  all.  If  Sir  John  Ringwood,  your  kinsman,  sees 
any  way  of  helping  you,  so  much  the  better,  and  of  course  your  politics 
will  be  those  of  your  family.  I  have  no  knowledge  of  him.  He  was  a 
very  quiet  man  at  college,  where,  I  regret  to  say,  your  father's  friends 
were  not  of  the  quiet  sort  at  all.  I  trust  I  have  repented.  I  have  sown 
n:y  wild  oats.  And  ah  !  how  pleased  I  shall  be  to  hear  that  my  Philip 
has  bent  his  proud  head  a  little,  and  is  ready  to  submit  more  than  he  used 
of  old  to  the  customs  of  the  world.  Call  upon  Sir  John,  then.  As  a 
Whig  gentleman  of  large  estate,  I  need  not  tell  you  that  he  will  expect 
Tttpect  from  you.  He  is  your  kinsman  ;  the  representative  of  your 
grandfathers  gallant  and  noble  race.  He  bears  the  name  your  mother 
We.  To  her  my  Philip  was  always  gentle,  and  for  her  sake  you  will 
comply  with  the  wishes  of 

"  Your  affectionate  father, 

«  G.  B.  F." 

M I  have  not  said  a  word  of  compliment  to  mademoiselle.  I  wish  her 
so  well  that  I  own  I  wish  she  were  about  to  marry  a  richer  suitor  than 
my  dear  son.    Will  fortune  ever  permil  me  to  embrace  my  daughter- in- 
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law,  and  take  your  children  on  my  knee  ?  You  will  speak  kindly  to  them 
of  their  grandfather,  will  you  not  ?  Poor  General  Baynes,  I  have  heard, 
used  violent  and  unseemly  language  regarding  me,  which  I  most  heartily 
pardon.  I  am  grateful  when  I  think  that  I  never  did  General  B.  an 
injury :  grateful  and  proud  to  accept  benefits  from  my  own  son.  These  I 
treasure  up  in  my  heart ;  and  still  hope  I  shall  be  able  to  repay  with 
something  more  substantial  than  my  fondest  prayers.  Give  my  best 
wishes,  then,  to  Miss  Charlotte,  and  try  and  teach  her  to  think  kindly  of 
her  Philip's  father." 

Miss  Charlotte  Baynes,  who  kept  the  name  of  Miss  Grigsby,  the 
governess,  amongst  all  the  roguish  children  of  a  facetious  father,  was  with 
us  one  month,  and  her  mamma  expressed  great  cheerfulness  at  her  absence, 
and  at  the  thought  that  she  had  found  such  good  friends.  After  two  months, 
her  uncle,  Major  MacWhirter,  returned  from  visiting  his  relations  in  the 
North,  and  offered  to  take  his  niece  back  to  France  again.  lie  made  this 
proposition  with  fhe  jolliest  air  in  the  world,  and  as  if  his  niece  would 
jump  for  joy  to  go  back  to  her  mother.  But  to  the  major's  astonish- 
ment, Miss  Baynes  turned  quite  pale,  ran  to  her  hostess,  flung  herself 
into  that  lady's  arms,  and  then  there  began  an  osculatory  performance 
which  perfectly  astonished  the  good  major.  Charlotte's  friend,  holding 
Miss  Baynes  tight  in  her  embrace,  looked  fiercely  at  the  major  over 
the  girl's  shoulder,  and  defied  him  to  take  her  away  from  that  sanc- 
tuary. 

"  Oh,  you  dear,  good  dear  friend  1 "  Charlotte  gurgled  out,  and  sobbed 
I  know  not  what  more  expressions  of  fondness  and  gratitude. 

But  the  truth  is,  that  two  sisters,  or  mother  and  daughter,  could  not  love 
each  other  more  heartily  than  these  two  personages.  Mother  and  daughter 
forsooth  I  You  should  have  seen  Charlotte's  piteous  look  when  sometimes 
the  conviction  would  come  on  her  that  she  ought  at  length  to  go  home  to 
mamma ;  such  a  look  as  I  can  fancy  Clytemnestra  casting  on  Agamemnon, 
when,  in  obedience  to  a  painful  sense  of  duty,  he  was  about  to — to  use  the 
sacrificial  knife.  No,  we  all  loved  her.  The  children  would  howl  at  the 
idea  of  parting  with  their  Miss  Grigsby.  Charlotte,  in  return,  helped 
them  to  very  pretty  lessons  in  music  and  French — served  hot,  as  it  were 
from  her  own  recent  studies  at  Tours — and  a  good  daily  governess  operated 
on  the  rest  of  their  education  to  everybody's  satisfaction. 

And  so  months  rolled  on  and  our  young  favourite  still  remained  with 
us.  Mamma  fed  the  little  maid's  purse  with  occasional  remittances ;  and 
begged  her  hostess  to  supply  her  with  all  necessary  articles  from  the 
milliner.  Afterwards,  it  is  true,  Mrs.  General  Baynes  •  *  But  why 
enter  upon  these  painful  family  disputes  in  a  chapter  which  has  been 
devoted  to  sentiment  ? 

As  soon  as  Mr.  Firmin  received  the  letter  above  faithfully  copied  (with 
the  exception  of  the  pecuniary  offer,  which  I  do  not  consider  myself  at 
liberty  to  divulge),  he  hurried  down  from  Thornhaugh  Street  to  West- 
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minster.    He  dashed  by  Buttons,  the  page ;  he  took  no  notice  of  my 
wondering  wife  at  the  drawing-room  door;  he  rushed  to  the  second  floor, 
bursting  open  the  school-room  door,  where  Charlotte  was  teaching  our 
dear  third  daughter  to  play  In  my  Cottage  near  a  Wood. 
"  Charlotte!  Charlotte!  "  he  cried  out. 

«*  La,  Philip !  don't  you  see  Miss  Grigsby  is  giving  us  lessons  ?  "  said 
the  children. 

But  he  would  not  listen  to  those  wags,  and  still  beckoned  Charlotte  to 
him.  That  young  woman  rose  up  and  followed  him  out  of  the  door,  as, 
indeed,  she  would  have  followed  him  out  of  the  window ;  and  there,  on 
the  stairs,  they  read  Doctor  Firmin's  letter,  with  their  heads  quite  close 
together,  you  understand. 

"  Two  hundred  a  year  more,"  said  Philip,  his  heart  throbbing  so  that 
he  could  hardly  speak ;  "  and  your  fifty — and  two  hundred  the  Gazette — 
and  " 

"Oh,  Philip !"  was  all  Charlotte  could  say,  and  then  There  was  a 

pretty  group  for  the  children  to  see,  and  for  Mr.  Walker  to  draw  ! 
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CHAPTER  XXXII. 


Ways  and  Means. 

F  course  any  man  of  the  world,  who  is 
possessed  of  decent  prudence,  will  per- 
ceive that  the  idea  of  marrying  on  four 
hundred  and  fifty  pounds  a  year  so 
secured  as  was  Master  Philip's  income, 
was  preposterous  and  absurd.  In  the 
first  place,  you  can't  live  on  four  hundred 
and  fifty  pounds  a  year,  that  is  a  cer- 
tainty. Peoplo  do  live  on  less,  I  be- 
lieve. But  a  life  without  a  brougham, 
without  a  decent  house,  without  claret  for  dinner,  and  a  footmun  to  wait, 
can  hardly  be  called  existence.  Philip's  income  might  fail  any  day. 
He  might  not  please  the  American  paper.  lie  might  quarrel  with  the 
Pall  Mall  Gazette.  And  then  what  would  remain  to  him  ?  Only  poor 
little  Charlotte's  fifty  pounds  a  year !  So  Philip's  most  intimate  male 
friend — a  man  of  the  world,  and  with  a  good  deal  of  experience — argued. 
Of  course  I  was  not  surprised  that  Philip  did  not  choose  to  take  iny  advice ; 
though  I  did  not  expect  he  would  become  so  violently  angry,  call  names 
almost,  and  use  most  rude  expressions,  when,  at  his  express  desiret  this  ad- 
vice was  tendered  to  him.  If  he  did  not  want  it,  why  did  he  ask  for  it  ?  The 
advice  might  be  unwelcome  to  him,  but  why  did  he  choose  to  tell  me  at 
my  own  table,  over  my  own  claret,  that  it  was  the  advice  of  a  sneak  and 
a  worldling?  My  good  fellow,  that  claret,  though  it  is  a  second  growth, 
and  I  can  afford  no  better,  costs  seventy-two  shillings  a  dozen.  How 
much  is  six  times  three  hundred  and  sixty-five7  A  bottle  a  day  is  the 
least  you  can  calculate  (the  fellow  would  come  to  my  house  and  drink 
two  bottles  to  himself,  with  the  utmost  nonchalance).  A  bottle  per  diem 
of  that  light  claret — of  that  second -prrowth  stuff — costs  one  hundred  and 
four  guineas  a  year,  do  you  understand  ?  or,  to  speak  plainly  with  you, 
one  hundred  and  nine  pounds  four  shillings  1 

M  Well,"  says  Philip,  "  aprcs  ?  We'll  do  without.  Meantime  I  will 
take  what  I  can  get !  "  and  he  tosses  off  about  a  pint  as  he  speaks  (these 
viousseline  glasses  arc  not  only  enormous,  but  they  break  by  dozens.)  He 
tosses  off  a  pint  of  my  Larose,  and  gives  a  great  roar  of  laughter,  as  if  he 
had  said  a  good  thing  1 

Philip  Firmin  is  coarse  and  offensive  at  times,  and  Bickerton  in  hold- 
ing this  opinion  is  not  altogether  wrong. 

"  I'll  drink  claret  when  I  come  to  yon,  old  boy,"  he  says,  grinning ; 
"  and  at  home  I  will  have  whisk ey-and- water." 
u  But  suppose  Charlotte  is  ordered  claret?  n 
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"  Well,  she  can  have  it,"  says  this  liberal  lover;  "  a  bottle  will  last  her 
a  week." 

"Don't  you  see,"  I  shriek  out,  "that  even  a  bottle  a  week  costs 
something  like— six  by  fifty-two — eighteen  pounds  a  year?  "  (I  own  it 
is  really  only  fifteen  twelve;  but,  in  the  hurry  of  argument,  a  man  may 
stretch  a  figure  or  so.)  "  Eighteen  pounds  for  Charlotte's  claret ;  as 
much,  at  least,  you  great  boozy  toper,  for  your  whiskey  and  beer.  Why, 
you  actually  want  a  tenth  part  of  your  income  for  the  liquor  you  consume ! 
And  then  clothes;  and  then  lodging;  and  then  coals;  and  then  doctor's 
bills  ;  and  then  pocket-money ;  and  then  sea-side  for  the  little  dears. 
J ust  have  the  kindness  to  add  all  these  things  up,  and  you  will  find  that  you 
have  about  two-and-ninepence  left  to  pay  the  grocer  and  the  butcher." 

"  What  you  call  prudence,"  says  Philip,  thumping  the  table,  and,  of 
course,  breaking  a  glass,  "I  call  cowardice — I  call  blasphemy  !  Do  you 
mean,  as  a  Christian  man,  to  tell  me  that  two  young  people,  and  a  family 
if  it  should  please  Heaven  to  send  them  one,  cannot  subsist  upon  five 
hundred  pounds  a  year?  Look  round,  sir,  at  the  myriads  of  God's 
creatures  who  live,  love,  are  happy  and  poor,  and  be  ashamed  of  the 
wicked  doubt  which  you  utter !  "  And  he  starts  up,  and  strides  up  and 
down  the  dining-room,  curling  his  flaming  moustache,  and  rings  the  bell 
fiercely,  and  says,  "  Johnson,  I've  broke  a  glass.    Get  me  another." 

In  the  drawing-room,  my  wife  asks  what  we  two  were  fighting  about  ? 
And,  as  Charlotte  is  upstairs,  telling  the  children  stories  as  they  are  put 
to  bed,  or  writing  to  her  dear  mamma,  or  what  not,  our  friend  bursts  out 
with  more  rude  and  violent  expressions  than  he  had  used  in  the 
dining-room  over  my  glasses  which  he  was  smashing,  tells  my  own 
wife  that  I  am  an  atheist,  or  at  best  a  miserable  sceptic  and  Sadducee : 
that  I  doubt  of  the  goodness  of  heaven,  and  am  not  thankful  for  my 
daily  bread.     And,  with  one  of  her  kindling  looks  directed  towards 
the  young  man,  of  course  my  wife   sides  with  him.     Miss  Char, 
presently  came  down  from  the  young  folks,  and  went  to  the  piano,  and 
played  us  Beethoven's  Dream  of  Saint  Jerome,  which  always  soothes  me, 
and  charms  me,  so  that  I  fancy  it  is  a  poem  of  Tennyson  in  music.  And 
our  children,  as  they  sink  off  to  sleep  over-head,  like  to  hear  soft  music, 
which  soothes  them  into  slumber,  Miss  Baynes  says.     And  Miss  Charlotto 
looks  very  pretty  at  her  piano :  and  Philip  lies  gazing  at  her,  with  his 
great  feet  and  hands  tumbled  over  one  of  our  arm-chairs.  And  the  music, 
with  its  solemn  cheer,  makes  us  all  very  happy  and  kind-hearted,  and 
ennobles  us  somehow  as  we  listen.    And  my  wife  wears  her  benedictory 
look  whenever  she  turns  towards  these  young  people.     She  has  worked 
herself  up  to  the  opinion  that  yonder  couple  ought  to  marry.    She  can 
give  chapter  and  verse  for  her  belief.    To  doubt  about  the  matter  at  all  is 
wicked  according  to  her  notions.    And  there  are  certain  points  upon 
which,  I  humbly  own,  that  I  don't  dare  to  argue  with  her. 

When  the  women  of  the  house  have  settled  a  matter,  is  there  much 
use  in  man's  resistance  ?  If  my  harem  orders  that  I  shall  wear  a  yellow  coat 


Digitized  by  Google 


274 


THE  ADVENTURES  OF  PHILIP 


and  pink  trousers,  I  know  that,  before  three  months  are  over,  I  shall  be 
walking  about  in  rose-tendre  and  canary-coloured  garments.  It  is  the 
perseverance  which  conquers,  the  daily  return  to  the  object  desired.  Take 
my  advice,  my  dear  sir,  when  you  see  your  womankind  resolute  about  a 
matter,  give  up  at  once,  and  have  a  quiet  life.  Perhaps  to  one  of  these 
evening  entertainments,  where  Miss  Baynes  played  the  piano,  as  s&e 
did  very  pleasantly,  and  Mr.  Philip's  great  clumsy  fist  turned  the 
leaves,  little  Mrs.  Brandon  would  come  tripping  in,  and  as  she  surveyed 
the  young  couple,  her  remark  would  be,  w  Did  you  ever  see  a 
better  suited  couple  ? "  When  I  came  home  from  chambers,  and 
passed  the  dining-room  door,  my  eldest  daughter  with  a  knowing 
face  would  bar  the  way  and  say,  "  You  mustn't  go  in  there,  papa ! 
Miss  Grigsby  is  there,  and  Master  Philip  is  not  to  be  disturbed  at  hi* 
lessons!"  Mrs.  Mugford  had  begun  to  arrange  marriages  between  her 
young  people  and  ours  from  the  very  first  day  she  saw  us ;  and  Mrs.  M/* 
ch.  filly  Toddles,  rising  two  years,  and  our  three-year  old  colt  Billyboy, 
were  rehearsing  in  the  nursery  the  endless  little  comedy  which  the 
grown-up  young  persons  were  performing  in  the  drawing-room. 

With  the  greatest  frankness  Mrs.  Mugford  gave  her  opinion  that 
Philip,  with  four  or  five  hundred  a  year,  would  be  no  better  than  a  sneak 
if  he  delayed  to  marry.  How  much  had  she  and  Mugford  when  tky 
married,  she  would  like  to  know?  "Emily  Street,  Pentonville,  was 
where  we  had  apartments,"  she  remarked;  "we  were  pinched  some- 
times ;  but  we  owed  nothing :  and  our  housekeeping  books  I  can  show 
you."  I  believe  Mrs.  M.  actually  brought  these  dingy  relics  of  her 
honeymoon  for  my  wife's  inspection.  I  tell  you,  my  house  was  peopled 
with  these  friends  of  matrimony.  Flies  were  for  ever  in  requisition,  and 
our  boys  were  very  sulky  at  having  to  sit  for  an  hour  at  Shoolhred's. 
while  certain  ladies  lingered  there  over  blankets,  tablcclotlis,  and  what 
not.  Once  I  found  my  wife  and  Charlotte  flitting  about  Wardour  Street, 
the  former  lady  much  interested  in  a  great  Dutch  cabinet,  with  a  glass 
cupboard  and  corpulent  drawers.  And  that  cabinet  was,  ere  long,  carted 
off  to  Mrs.  Brandon's,  Thornhaugh  Street ;  and  in  that  glass  cupboard 
there  was  presently  to  be  seen  a  neat  set  of  china  for  tea  and  breakfast. 
The  end  was  approaching.  That  event,  with  which  the  third  volume  of  the 
old  novels  used  to  close,  was  at  hand.  I  am  afraid  our  young  people  can  t 
drive  off  from  St.  George's  in  a  chaise  and  four,  and  that  no  noble  relathre 
will  lend  them  his  castle  for  the  honeymoon.  Well:  some  people  cannot 
drive  to  happiness,  even  with  four  horses;  and  other  folks  can  reach  tbe 
goal  on  foot.  My  venerable  Muse  stoops  down,  unlooses  her  cothurnvi 
with  some  difficulty,  and  prepares  to  fling  that  old  shoe  ailer  the  pair. 

Tell,  venerable  Muse  1  what  were  the  marriage  gifts  which  friendsliip 
provided  for  Philip  and  Charlotte  ?  Philip's  cousin,  Ringwood  Twysdea, 
came  simpering  up  to  me  at  Bays's  Club  one  afternoon,  and  said  :  "  I  hear 
my  precious  cousin  is  going  to  marry.  I  think  I  shall  send  him  a  broom 
to  sweep  a  crossin'."    I  was  nearly  going  to  say,  "Thi?  was  a  piece  of 
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cenerosity  to  be  expected  from  your  father's  son  ; "  but  the  fact  is,  that  I 
did  not  think  of  this  withering  repartee  until  I  was  crossing  St.  James's 
Park  on  my  way  home,  when  Twysden  of  course  was  out  of  ear-shot. 
A  great  number  of  my  best  witticisms  have  been  a  little  late  in  making 
their  appearance  in  the  world.  If  we  could  but  hear  the  unspoken  jokes, 
how  we  should  all  laugh ;  if  we  could  but  speak  them,  how  witty  we  should 
be !  When  you  have  left  the  room,  you  have  no  notion  what  clever  things 
I  was  going  to  say  when  you  balked  mo  by  going  away.  Wei),  then,  the 
fciet  is,  the  Twysden's  family  gave  Philip  nothing  on  his  marriage,  being 
the  exact  sum  of  regard  which  they  professed  to  have  for  him. 

Mrs.  Major  MacWhirter  gave  the  bride  an  Indian  brooch,  represent- 
ing the  Taj  Mahal  at  Agra,  which  General  Baynes  had  given  to  his  sister- 
in-law  in  old  days.  At  a  later  period,  it  is  true,  Mrs.  Mac  asked  Charlotte 
for  the  brooch  back  again  ;  but  this  was  when  many  family  quarrels  had 
raged  between  the  relatives — quarrels  which  to  describe  at  length  would 
be  to  tax  too  much  the  writer  and  the  readers  of  this  history. 

Mrs.  Mogeord  presented  an  elegant  plated  coffee-pot,  six  drawing- 
room  almanacs  (spoils  of  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette),  and  fourteen  richly  cut  , 
jelly -glasses,  most  useful  for  negus  if  the  young  couple  gave  evening 
parties,  which  dinners  they  would  not  be  able  to  afford. 

Mas.  Brandon  made  an  offering  of  two  tablecloths  and  twelve  dinner 
napkins,  moot  beautifully  worked,  and  I  don't  know  how  much  house  linen. 

The  Lady  of  the  Present  Writer — Twelve  teaspoons  in  bullion, 
and  a  pair  of  sugar-tongs.  Mrs.  Baynes,  Philip's  mother-in-law,  sent  him 
also  a  pair  of  sugar-tongs,  of  a  light  manufacture,  easily  broken.  He  keeps 
a  tong  to  the  present  day,  and  speaks  very  satirically  regarding  that  relic 

Philip's  Inn  op  Court — A  bill  for  commons  and  Inn  taxes,  with  the 
Treasurer's  compliments. 

And  these,  I  think,  formed  the  items  of  poor  little  Charlotte's  meagre 
trousseau.  Before  Cinderella  went  to  the  ball  she  was  almost  as  rich  as 
our  little  maid.  Charlotte's  mother  sent  a  grim  consent  to  the  child's 
marriage,  but  declined  herself  to  attend  it.  She  was  ailing  and  poor.  Her 
year's  widowhood  was  just  over.  She  had  her  other  children  to  look  after. 
My  impression  is  that  Mrs.  Baynes  thought  that  she  could  be  out  of 
Philip's  power  so  long  as  she  remained  abroad,  and  that  the  generals 
Winers  would  be  secure  from  him.  So  she  delegated  her  authority  to 
Philip's  friends  in  London,  and  sent  her  daughter  a  moderate  wish  for  her 
happiness,  which  may  or  may  not  have  profited  the  young  people. 

"  Well,  my  dear  ?  You  are  rich  compared  to  what  I  was,  when  I 
married,"  little  Mrs.  Brandon  said  to  her  young  friend.  "  You  will  have 
a  good  husband.  That  is  more  than  I  had.  You  will  have  good  friends ; 
sod  I  was  almost  alone  for  a  time,  until  it  pleased  God  to  befriend  me." 
It  was  not  without  a  feeling  of  awe  that  we  saw  these  young  people  com- 
mence that  voyage  of  life  on  which  henceforth  they  were  to  journoy 
together;  and  I  am  sure  that  of  the  small  company  who  accompanied 
them  to  the  silent  little  chapel  where  they  were  joined  in  marriage  there 
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was  not  one  who  did  not  follow  them  with  tender  good  wishes  and  heartfelt 
prayers.  They  had  a  little  purse  provided  for  a  month's  holiday.  They 
had  health,  hope,  good  spirits,  good  friends.  I  have  never  learned  that 
life's  trials  were  over  alter  marriage ;  only  lucky  is  he  who  has  a  loving 
companion  to  share  them.  As  for  the  lady  with  whom  Charlotte  had 
stayed  before  her  marringe,  she  was  in  a  state  of  the  most  lachrymose 
sentimentality.  She  sate  on  the  bed  in  the  chamber  which  the  little  maid 
had  vacated.  Her  tears  flowed  copiously.  She  knew  not  why,  she  could 
not  tell  how  the  girl  had  wound  herself  round  her  maternal  heart.  And 
I  think  if  heaven  had  decreed  this  young  creature  should  be  poor,  it  had 
sent  her  many  blessings  and  treasures  in  compensation. 

Every  respectable  man  and  woman  in  London  will,  of  course,  pity 
these  young  people,  and  reprobate  the  mad  risk  which  they  were  running, 
and  yet,  by  the  influence  and  example  of  a  sentimental  wife  probably,  so 
madly  sentimental  have  I  become,  that  I  own  sometimes  I  almost  lancy 
these  misguided  wretches  are  to  be  envied. 

A  melancholy  little  chapel  it  is  where  they  were  married,  and  stands 
s  hard  by  our  house.  We  did  not  decorate  the  church  with  flowers,  or 
adorn  the  beadles  with  white  ribbons.  We  had,  I  must  confess,  a  dreary 
little  breakfast,  not  in  the  least  enlivened  by  Mugford's  jokes,  who  would 
make  a  speech  dc  circonstance,  which  was  not,  I  am  thankful  to  say, 
reported  in  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette.  "  We  shan't  charge  you  for  advertising 
the  marriage  there,  my  dear,"  Mrs.  Mugford  said.  "  And  I've  already  took 
it  myself  to  Mr.  Burjoycc."  Mrs.  Mugford  had  insisted  upon  pinning  a 
large  white  favour  upon  John,  who  drove  her  from  Hampstead:  but  that 
was  the  only  ornament  present  at  the  nuptial  ceremony,  much  to  the  dis- 
appointment of  the  good  lady.  There  was  a  very  pretty  cake,  with  two 
doves  in  sugar,  on  the  top,  which  the  Little  Sister  made  and  sent,  and  no 
other  hymeneal  emblem.  Our  little  girls  as  bridesmaids  appeared,  to  be 
sure,  in  new  bonnets  and  dresses,  but  everybody  else  looked  so  quiet  and 
demure,  that  when  we  went  into  the  church,  three  or  four  street  urchins 
knocking  about  the  gate,  said,  "  Look  at  'em.  They're  going  to  be  'nng." 
And  so  the  words  are  spoken,  and  the  indissoluble  knot  is  tied.  Amen. 
For  better,  for  worse,  for  good  days  or  evil,  love  each  other,  cling  to  each 
other,  dear  friends.  Fulfil  your  course,  and  accomplish  your  life's  toil. 
In  sorrow,  soothe  each  other;  in  illness,  watch  and  tend.  Cheer,  fond 
wife,  the  husband's  struggle;  lighten  his  gloomy  hours  with  your  tender 
smiles,  and  gladden  his  home  with  your  love.  Husband,  father,  whatso- 
ever your  lot,  be  your  heart  pure,  your  life  honest.  For  the  sake  of  those 
who  bear  your  name,  let  no  bad  action  sully  it.  As  you  look  at  those 
innocent  faces,  which  ever  tenderly  greet  you,  be  yours,  too,  innocent,  and 
your  conscience  without  reproach.  As  the  young  people  kneel  before  the 
altar-railing,  some  such  thoughts  as  these  pass  through  a  friend's  mind 
who  witnesses  the  ceremony  of  their  marriage.  Is  not  aU  we  hear  in  that 
place  meant  to  apply  to  ourselves,  and  to  be  carried  away  for  everyday 
cogitation  ? 
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After  the  ceremony  we  sign  the  book,  and  walk  back  demurely  to 
breakfast.  And  Mrs.  Mugford  does  not  conceal  her  disappointment  at  the 
small  preparations  made  for  the  reception  of  the  marriage  party.  "  I  call  it 
shabby,  Brandon ;  and  I  speak  my  mind.  No  favours.  Only  your  cake. 
No  speeches  to  speak  of.  No  lobster-salad  :  and  wine  on  the  side-board. 
1  thought  your  Queen  Square  friends  knew  how  to  do  the  thing  better  ! 
When  one  of  my  gurls  is  married,  I  promise  you  we  shan't  let  her  go  out 
of  the  back-door ;  and  at  least  we  shall  have  the  best  four  greys  that 
Newman's  can  furnish.  It's  my  belief  your  young  friend  is  getting  too 
fond  of  money,  Brandon,  and  so  I  have  told  Mugford."  But  these,  you 
see,  were  only  questions  of  taste.  Good  Mrs.  Mugford's  led  her  to  a  green 
satin  dress  and  a  pink  turban,  when  other  ladies  were  in  gray  or  quiet 
colours.  The  intimacy  between  our  two  families  dwindled  immediately 
after  Philip's  marriage ;  Mrs.  M.,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  setting  us  down  as 
fchaLby-genteel  people,  and  she  couldn't  bear  screwing — never  could  1 

"Well :  the  speeches  were  spoken.  The  bride  was  kissed,  and  departed 
with  her  bridegroom :  they  had  not  even  a  valet  and  lady's-maid  to  bear 
them  company.  The  route  of  the  happy  pair  was  to  be  Canterbury,  Folke- 
stone, Boulogne,  Amiens,  Paris,  and  Italy  perhaps,  if  their  little  stock  of 
pocket-money  would  serve  them  so  far.  But  the  very  instant  when  half 
was  spent,  it  was  agreed  that  these  young  people  should  turn  their  faces 
homeward  again;  and  meanwhile  the  printer  and  Mugford  himself  agreed 
that  they  would  do  Mr.  Sub-editor's  duty.  How  much  had  they  in  the 
little  purse  for  their  pleasure-journey?  That  is  no  business  of  ours, 
surely ;  but  with  youth,  health,  happiness,  love,  amongst  their  possessions, 
I  don't  think  our  young  friends  had  need  to  be  discontented.  Away  then 
they  drive  in  their  cab  to  the  railway  station.  Farewell,  and  heaven 
bless  you,  Charlotte  and  Philip  1  I  h;ive  said  how  I  found  my  wife  crying 
in  her  favourite's  vacant  bed-room.  The  marriage  table  did  coldly  furnish 
forth  a  funeral  kind  of  dinner.  The  cold  chicken  choked  us  all,  and  the 
jelly  was  but  a  sickly  compound  to  my  taste,  though  it  was  the  Little  Sister's 
most  artful  manufacture.  I  own  for  one  I  was  quite  miserable.  I  found 
no  comfort  at  clubs,  nor  coutd  the  last  new  novel  fix  my  attention.  I 
saw  Philip's  eyes,  and  heard  the  warble  of  Charlotte's  sweet  voice. 
I  walked  off  from  Baya's,  and  through  Old  Parr  Street,  where  Philip  had 
lived,  and  his  parents  entertained  me  as  a  boy;  and  then  tramped  to 
Thornhaugh  Street,  rather  ashamed  of  myself.  The  maid  said  mistress  was 
in  Mr.  Philip's  rooms,  the  two  pair, — and  what  was  that  I  heard  on  the  piano 
as  I  entered  the  apartment  ?  Mrs.  Brandon  sat  there  hemming  some 
chintz  window  curtains,  or  bed  curtains,  or  what  not :  by  her  side  sate 
my  own  eldest  girl  stitching  away  very  resolutely ;  and  at  the  piano — 
the  piano  which  Philip  had  bought — there  sate  my  own  wife  picking  out 
thai*  Dream  of  Saint  Jerome  of  Beethoven,  which  Charlotte  used  to  play  so 
delicately.  We  had  tea  out  of  Philip's  tea-things,  and  a  nice  hit  cake, 
which  consoled  some  of  us.  But  I  have  known  few  evenings  more  melan- 
choly than  that.    It  feels  like  the  first  night  at  school  after  the  holidays, 
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when  we  all  used  to  try  and  appear  cheerful,  you  know.  But  ah  !  how 
dismal  the  gaiety  was;  and  how  dreary  that  lying  awake  in  the  night,  and 
thinking  of  the  happy  days  just  over  ! 

The  way  in  which  we  looked  forward  for  letters  from  our  bride  and 
bridegroom  was  quite  a  curiosity.  At  length  a  letter  arrived  from  these 
personages  :  and  as  it  contains  no  secret,  I  take  the  liberty  to  print  it  in 
extenso. 

"Amiens,  Friday.  Paris,  Saturday. 
"Dearest  Friends— (For  the  dearest  friends  you  are  to  us,  and  will 
continue  to  be  as  long  as  we  live) — We  perform  our  promise  of  writing  to 
you  to  say  that  we  are  well,  and  safe,  and  happy  !  Philip  says  I  mustn't 
use  dashes,  but  I  can't  help  it.  He  says,  he  supposes  I  am  dashing  off  a 
letter.  You  know  his  joking  way.  Oh,  what  a  blessing  it  is  to  see  him 
so  happy.  And  if  he  is  happy  I  am.  I  tremble  to  think  hate  happy.  He 
sits  opposite  me,  smoking  his  cigar,  looking  so  noble  !  /  like  it,  and  I 
went  to  our  room  and  brought  him  this  one.  He  says,  « Char,  if  I  were  to 
say  bring  me  your  head,  you  would  order  a  waiter  to  cut  it  off.'  Pray, 
did  I  not  promise  three  days  ago  to  love,  honour,  and  obey  him,  and  am  I 
going  to  break  my  promise  already  ?  I  hope  not.  I  pray  not.  All  my 
life  I  hope  I  shall  be  trying  to  keep  that  promise  of  mine.  We  liked 
Canterbury  almost  as  much  as  dear  Westminster.  We  had  an  open  car- 
riage and  took  a  glorious  drive  to  Folkestone,  and  in  the  crossing  Philip 
was  ill,  and  I  wasn't.  And  he  looked  very  droll ;  and  he  was  in  a  dreadful 
bad  humour;  and  that  was  my  first  appearance  as  nurse.  I  think  I 
should  like  him  to  be  a  little  ill  sometimes,  so  that  I  may  sit  up  and  take 
care  of  him.  We  went  through  the  cords  at  the  custom-house  at 
Boulogne ;  and  I  remembered  how,  two  years  ago,  I  passed  through  those 
very  cords  with  my  poor  papa,  and  he  stood  outside,  and  saw  us  !  We 
went  to  the  Hotel  des  Bains.  We  walked  about  the  town.  We  went  to 
the  Tintelleries,  where  we  used  to  live,  and  to  your  house  in  the  Haute 
Ville,  where  I  remember  everything  as  if  it  was  yesterday.  Don't  you 
remember,  as  we  were  walking  one  day,  you  said,  *  Charlotte,  there  is  the 
steamer  coming ;  there  is  the  smoke  of  his  funnel ; '  and  I  said,  '  What 
steamer  ?  *  and  you  said,  *  The  Philip,  to  be  sure.'  And  he  came  up, 
smoking  his  pipe  I  We  passed  over  and  over  the  old  ground  where  we  used 
to  walk.  We  went  to  the  pier,  and  gave  money  to  the  poor  little  hunch- 
back who  plays  the  guitar,  and  he  said,  1  Merci,  madame.'  How  droll  it 
Founded  !  And  that  good  kind  Marie  at  the  Hotel  des  Bains  remembered 
us,  and  called  us  1  mes  enfans.1  And  if  you  were  not  the  most  good-natured 
woman  in  the  world,  I  think  I  should  be  asliamed  to  write  such  nonsense. 

"Think  of  Mrs.  Brandon  having  knitted  me  a  purse,  which  she  gave 
me  as  we  went  away  from  dear,  dear  Queen  Square;  and  when  I 
opened  it,  there  were  five  sovereigns  in  it !  When  we  found  what  the 
purse  contained,  Philip  used  one  of  his  great  jurons  (as  he  always  does 
when  he  is  most  tender-hearted),  and  he  said  that  woman  was  an  angel, 
and  that  we  would  keep  those  five  sovereigns,  and  never  change  them. 
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Ah !  I  am  thankful  my  husband  has  such  friends !  I  will  love  all  who 
love  him — you  most  of  all.  For  were  not  you  the  means  of  bringing  this 
noble  heart  to  me  ?  I  fancy  I  have  known  bigger  people,  since  I  have 
known  you,  and  some  of  your  friends.  Their  talk  is  simpler,  their 
thoughts  are  greater  than— those  with  whom  I  used  to  live.  P.  says, 
heaven  has  given  Mrs.  Brandon  such  a  great  heart,  that  she  must  have  a 
good  intellect.  If  loving  my  Philip  be  wisdom,  I  know  some  one  who 
will  be  very  wise  I 

"  If  I  was  not  in  a  very  great  hurry  to  see  mamma,  Philip  said  we 
might  stop  a  day  at  Amiens.  And  we  went  to  the  Cathedral,  and  to 
whom,  do  you  think,  it  is  dedicated  ?  to  my  saint :  to  Saint  Firmin  ! 
and  oh  !  I  prayed  to  heaven  to  give  me  strength  to  devote  my  life  to  my 
saint's  service,  to  love  him  always,  as  a  pure,  true  wife  :  in  sickness  to 
guard  him,  in  sorrow  to  soothe  him.  I  will  try  and  learn  and  study,  not 
to  make  my  intellect  equal  to  his — very  few  women  can  hope  for  that — 
but  that  I  may  better  comprehend  him,  and  give  him  a  companion  more 
worthy  of  him.  I  wonder  whether  there  are  many  men  in  the  world  as 
clever  as  our  husbands  ?  Though  Philip  is  so  modest.  He  says  he  is  not 
clever  at  all.  Yet  I  know  he  is,  and  grander  somehow  than  other  men. 
I  said  nothing,  but  I  used  to  listen  at  Queen  Square ;  and  some  who  came 
who  thought  best  of  themselves,  seemed  to  me  pert,  and  worldly,  and 
small ;  and  some  were  like  princes  somehow.  My  Philip  is  one  of  the 
princes.  Ah,  dear  friend  !  may  I  not  give  thanks  where  thanks  are  duo, 
that  I  am  chosen  to  be  the  wife  of  a  true  gentleman  ?  Kind,  and  brave, 
and  loyal  Philip  !  Honest  and  generous, — above  deceit  or  selfish  scheme. 
Oh  !  I  hope  it  is  not  wrong  to  be  so  happy ! 

u  We  wrote  to  mamma  and  dear  Madame  Smolensk  to  say  we  were 
coming.  Mamma  finds  Madame  de  Valentinois'  boarding-house  even 
dearer  than  dear  Madame  Smolensk's.  I  don't  mean  a  pun  !  She  says 
she  has  found  out  that  Madame  de  Valentinois'  real  name  is  Cornichon ; 
that  she  was  a  person  of  tho  worst  character,  and  that  cheating  at  ecarte 
was  practised  at  her  house.  She  took  up  her  own  two  francs  and  another 
two-franc  piece  from  the  card-table,  saying  that  Colonel  Boulotte  was 
cheating,  and  by  rights  the  money  was  hers.  She  is  going  to  leave 
Madame  de  Valentinois  at  the  end -of  her  month,  or  as  soon  as  our  chil- 
dren, who  have  the  measles,  can  move.  She  desired  that  on  no  account 
I  would  come  to  see  her  at  Madame  V.'s;  and  she  brought  Philip  12/.  10*. 
in  five-franc  pieces,  which  she  laid  down  on  the  table  before  him,  and 
said  it  was  my  first  quarter's  payment.  It  is  not  due  yet,  I  know.  4  But 
do  you  think  I  will  be  beholden,'  says  she,  *  to  a  man  like  you ! '  And 
P.  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  put  the  rouleau  of  silver  pieces  into  a 
drawer.  He  did  not  say  a  word,  but,  of  course,  I  saw  he  was  ill-pleased. 
s  What  shall  we  do  with  your  fortune,  Char  ?  '  he  said,  when  mamma  went 
away.  And  a  part  we  spent  at  the  opera  and  at  Very's  restaurant,  where 
we  took  our  dear  kind  Madame  Smolensk.  Ah,  how  good  that  woman 
was  to  me  1    Ah,  how  I  suffered  in  that  house  when  mamma  wanted  to 
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part  me  from  Philip  !  We  walked  by  and  saw  the  windows  of  the  room 
where  that  horrible,  horrible  tragedy  was  performed,  and  Philip  shock 
his  fist  at  the  green  jalousies.  1  Good  heavens  I '  he  said :  4  how,  my 
darling,  how  I  was  made  to  suffer  there  1 1  I  bear  no  malice.  I  will  do 
no  injury.  But  I  never  can  forgive  :  never !  I  can  forgive  mamma,  who 
made  my  husband  so  unhappy ;  but  can  I  love  her  again  ?  Indeed  and 
indeed  I  have  tried.  Often  and  often  in  my  dreams  that  horrid  tragfdv  ii 
acted  over  again  ;  and  they  are  taking  hitn  from  me,  and  I  feel  as  if  I 
should  die.  When  I  was  with  you  I  used  often  to  be  afraid  to  go  to  sleep 
for  fear  of  that  dreadful  dream,  and  I  kept  one  of  his  letters  under  my 
pillow  so  that  I  might  hold  it  in  the  night.  And  now  !  No  one  can  part 
us  ! — oh,  no  one  ! — until  the  end  comes  1 

"  Pie  took  me  about  to  all  his  old  bachelor  haunts ;  to  the  Hufcl 
Poussin,  where  he  used  to  live,  which  is  very  dingy  but  comfortabk 
And  he  introduced  me  to  the  landlady,  in  a  Madras  handkerchief,  and  to 
the  landlord  (in  earrings  and  with  no  coat  on),  and  to  the  little  boy  wh) 
frottes  the  floors.  And  he  said,  1  Tiens1  and  '  merci,  madame  V  as  we 
gave  him  a  five-franc  piece  out  of  my  fortune.  And  then  we  went  to  the 
cafe*  opposite  the  Bourse,  where  Philip  used  to  write  his  letters;  andthtt 
we  went  to  the  Palais  Royal,  where  Madame  do  Smolensk  was  in  waiting 
for  us.  And  then  we  went  to  the  play.  And  then  we  went  to  Tortoais 
to  take  ices.  And  then  we  walked  a  part  of  the  way  home  with  Madam* 
Smolensk  under  a  hundred  million  blazing  stars ;  and  then  we  walk?! 
down  the  Champs  Elysces'  avenues,  by  which  Philip  used  to  come  to  me, 
and  beside  the  plashing  fountains  shining  under  the  silver  moon.  Ana, 
oh,  Laura !  I  wonder  under  the  silver  moon  was  anybody  so  happy  as 
your  loving  and  grateful  C.  F." 

"  P.S."  [In  the  handwriting  of  Philip  Firmin,  Esq.] — "  Mr  dear 
Friends. — I'm  so  jolly  that  it  seems  like  a  dream.  I  have  been  watching 
Charlotte  scribble,  scribble  for  an  hour  past ;  and  wondered  and  thou^t 
is  it  actually  true  ?  and  gone  and  convinced  myself  of  the  truth  by 
looking  at  the  paper  and  the  dashes  which  she  will  put  under  the  words. 
My  dear  friends,  what  have  I  done  in  life  that  I  am  to  be  made  a  present 
of  a  little  angel  ?  Once  there  was  so  much  wrong  in  me,  and  my  lioart 
was  so  black  and  revengeful,  that  I  knew  not  what  might  happen  to  me. 
She  came  and  rescued  me.  The  love  of  this  creature  purities  me — and— 
and  I  think  that  is  all.  I  think  I  only  want  to  say  that  I  am  the  happii*t 
man  in  Europe.  That  Saint  Firmin  at  Amiens  !  Didn't  it  seem  like  a 
good  omen?  By  St.  George  !  I  never  heard  of  St.  F.  until  I  lighted  on 
him  in  the  cathedral.  When  shall  we  write  next?  Where  shall  we 
tell  you  to  direct?  We  don't  know,  where  we  are  going.  We  don't 
want  letters.  But  we  are  not  the  less  grateful  to  dear,  kind  friends; 
and  our  names  are  P.  and  C.  F" 
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De  gvstibus, — there  is  no  accounting  for  tastes.    Mr.  Kingsley  praises 
the  east  wind,  and  my  friend  Sir  Galahad  waxes  eloquent  upon  the  fog. 
"My  good  sir,"  he  said  to  me  the  other  day,  "you  do  not  appreciate  this 
weather.    Your  sympathies  are  circumscribed.    To  a  well-constituted 
mind,  a  London  fog  is  radiant  with  romance ;  radiant  as  that  golden  mist 
in  Murillo's  pictures,  out  of  which  the  angels  are  made — those  divine 
little  rogues !     It  is  only  at  such  times  that  our  streets  cease  to  be 
commonplace.    Nothing  relieves  their  intense  monotony  except  the  fog. 
But,  while  it  lasts,  the  square  windows,  and  the  green  blinds,  and  the 
plaster  of  Paris,  are  transfigured, — they  grow  sombre,  mystical,  and 
fantastic.    The  street-lamp  at  the  corner  glows  like  a  star,  and  emits 
an  angry  and  Mars-like  light.    It  is  a  street-lamp  no  longer — 'tis  the 
Pharos  that  lights  the  Mare  Tenebrosum.    The  approach  of  an  omnibus 
Bounds  like  the  roar  of  an  avalanche.    Even  the  gay  and  jaunty  Hansom 
— ordinarily  so  matter-of-fact  and  practical — forgets  its  sceptical  audacity 
and  cheerful  insouciance,  and  begins  to  believe  in  the  Invisible.  The 
bop  who  distribute  the  Star  and  the  Sun  are  supernatural  intelligences, 
who  hawk  the  newspapers  of  another  world.    The  people  you  meet  in  the 
deserted  thoroughfares  look  distant  and  uncorporeal — even  when  they 
run  into  your  ribs.    Society  returns  to  its  original  elements.   The  police- 
magistrate  is  as  helpless  as  the  pickpocket  in  his  dock.    If  you  have  a 
turn  that  way,  you  may  murder  your  fellow-creatures  in  the  Strand, 
with  perfect  impunity,  and  without  any  risk  of  detection.    And  the  fog, 
Hke  death,  levels  all  distinctions.    Though  your  coat  is  threadbare,  your 
dearest  friend  won't  cut  you.    You  may  wear  a  green  hat,  and  brass 
nags  in  your  nose,  without  being  mobbed.    1  Divinest  liberty 1  has,  of 
course,  its  perils.    Should  you  miss  your  way  in  the  park,  you  are  a  lost 
man.  Rescue  is  hopeless.    You  will  not  meet  a  single  living  creature, 
except  the  bewildered  crows,  who  brush  your  face  with  their  wings  as 
they  sweep  past,  and  the  tame  ducks  by  the  water-side,  jubilant  amid  the 
mi*  as  the  bird  of  Jove.    And  yet,  in  spite  of  all  this,  in  spite  of  the 
*kstic  freedom  and  poetic  mystery  which  it  introduces  into  your  cramped 
tod  colourless  life,  you  say  that  you  do  not  love  the  fog !  " 

Sir  Galahad's  eloquence  did  not  move  me.  Such  an  argument, 
"^eed,  to  a  man  with  a  constitutional  liability  to  bronchitis,  was  heart- 
hs* mockery  or  a  bad  jest.  Heine  was  a  Greek  idolator,  yet  even 
Heine  admits  that  when  Olympus  is  misty,  the  gods  "  catch  the  divinest 
catarrhs,  and  coughs  that  last  them  for  ever;"  and  an  Olympian  mist  does 
vol  v.— no.  27.  14 
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not  try  human  or  divine  lungs  like  a  London  fog.    So  that  I  answered 

him  somewhat  curtly,  and  in  words  which  had  once  before  been  employed 

to  silence  a  speculative  philosopher : — 

"  Piythcc  have  done, 
And  do  not  piny  in  wench-like  words  with  that 

Which  is  so  serious." 

Even  while  he  spoke,  however,  my  mind  was  "  made  up."  Mahomet 
went  to  the  mountain,  and  it  is  possible  to  quit  the  fog.  Thick  darkness 
broods  upon  the  metropolis,  but  (it  is  a  fact,  though  it  sounds  novel  and 
paradoxical)  there  is  a  whole  planet  outside  the  metropolis,  And  for  a 
week  past  I  had  been  irritated  by  observing  in  the  weather  report  of  the 
morning  paper  such  sentences  as  these :  "  N.E.  Line.  St.  Mungo's  Head. 
Fine,"  or  "  Hard  frost  at  St.  Mungo.  Wind  S.S.W. ; "  and  five  miles  to 
the  north  of  St.  Mungo  stretches  a  noble  beach  of  pebbly  sand,  pure 
as  the  driven  snow,  and  brilliant  as  the  fairy  landscape  in  the  new  panto- 
mime. Moreover,  I  had  been  dreaming  over  Mrs.  Blackburn's  Birds. 
Do  you  know  her  book?  Well,  if  you  do  not,  get  Mudie  to  send  it  to  you, 
or,  better  still,  buy  a  copy  for  your  children,  and  yourself, — who,  despite 
the  fifty  summers,  and  the  silvered  hairs,  are  yet,  I  know,  a  very  child  at 
heart.  Scarcely  ever  before  have  our  feathered  relatives  (for  we  are  all 
somehow  connected,  of  course — birds  and  beasts)  found  such  an  inter- 
preter. If  the  ingratitude  of  princes  is  not  to  become  proverbial,  the 
Queen  of  the  Birds — the  bright-eyed,  purple-vested,  golden  eagle— ought 
forthwith  to  decorate  her  portrait-painter  in  ordinary.  The  Cross  of 
Hareld  of  the  Iceberg,  or  the  Order  of  the  Peacock's-tail,  or  the  Collar 
of  the  Hoopoe,  or  the  Garter  of  the  Bird  of  Paradise,  would  be  a  graceful 
feather  in  Mrs.  Blackburn's  cap,  and  an  appropriate  and  well-merited 
compliment.  Such  delightful  birds,  especially  those  of  them  who  haunt 
the  shore,  and  who  are  not  very  far  advanced  in  life — herons,  guillemots, 
sandpipers,  and  solan  geese !  The  heron,  with  that  mysterious,  wakeful 
eye,— round,  liquid,  passionless, — the  eye  of  a  great  poet,  like  Shakspeare, 
who  is  supremely  impartial,  and  belongs  to  no  faction  in  particular.  And 
even  Silvey's  charming  carte-de-viaite  of  little  Erne  is  not  more  charming 
than  the  miniatures  in  this  volume — the  young  of  the  bluetit,  and  the 
whinchat,  and  the  willow  warbler,  and  the  sandpiper,  and  the  black 
guillemot — unfledged  little  brats,  with  open  mouths,  and  inquiring  eyes, 
and  hungry,  comical-looking  faces,  and  lined  with  the  very  softest  and 
silkiest  down, — such  as  Queen  Mab  stuffs  her  pillow-slips  with.  There  are 
two  groups  especially  which  you  will  never  tire  of  looking  at, — a  flock  cf 
gannets  fishing  for  herrings  in  the  blue  sea  off  Aiba  Craip,  and  a  company 
of  herons  on  Lochiel.  This  last,  indeed,  is  the  gem  of  the  cabinet.  It  is 
the  early  morning — there  is  a  fold  of  mist  along  the  barren  shoulder 
of  the  mountain  on  the  other  shore  of  the  lake,  and  round  his  feet  a  few 
stunted  alder  bushes — deep,  still,  shadows  rest  upon  the  motionless  water, for 
no  "  breeze  of  morning  "  has  yet  begun  to  move, — and  then,  in  the  fore- 
ground—the very  genius  loci — the  long-legged,  long-necked  heron.  These 
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queer,  grotesque,  uncanny-looking  rogues  are  met  on  an  errand  that  can 
not  bear  the  scrutiny  of  noon,  and  they  will  melt  into  thin  air  before  the 
ran  has  scattered  the  mists  on  Ben  Nevis.  It  was  this  picture,  I  believe, 
that  settled  me.  I  knew  such  another  spot  by  heart, — a  shelly,  sea-beaten 
bight,  where  the  winter  heaven  is  impalpable  and  serene  as  Claude's,  and 
the  sparkling  ripple  ceases  to  sparkle  among 

"  The  twinn'd  stones 
Upon  the  numbcr'd  beach." 

So  I  unpacked  my  guncase,  bought  five  dozen  of  Eley's  death-dealing 
cartridges  (green — No.  2),  found  a  place  .  in  my  portmanteau  for  Mr.  St. 
John  and  Colonel  Hawker,  and  took  a  return-ticket  from  Euston  Square  to 
St.  Mungo, — there  and  back,  5/.  5s. 

I  like  reading  in  the  first-class  carriage  of  an  express  train.  You  are 
comfortably  seated :  your  feet,  during  this  frost  at  least,  are  kept  pleas- 
•ntly  warm  by  the  hot  water  (a  blessed  invention)  ;  and  then  the  rapid 
motion  quickens  the  flow  of  ideas.  The  flying  fields  mix  with  your 
dreams.  When  you  tire  of  your  book,  you  gaze  indolently  upon  the  trees, 
and  hills,  and  farm-houses,  and  rivers  which  you  are  passing  (or  which  are 
passing  you),  and  weave  them  into  your  study  of  imagination.  I  am 
certain  that  rapid  travelling  is  a  great  aid  to  mental  activity.  It  rouses, 
excites,  quickens,  and  stimulates  the  soul.  The  rustic  who  stays  at 
home  stagnates  into  muddy  obscurity ;  the  rustic  who  takes  the  train  to 
the  metropolis  expands  into  a  hero  or  a  statesman.  If  the  earth  went 
twice  as  fast  as  it  does  we  should  all  be  wits  and  poets.  If  we  could  only 
feel  the  wind  sweeping  our  feces  as  it  swept  through  space,  and  saw  it 
hurrying  past  the  planets,  our  intellectual  faculties  would  be  amazingly 
sharpened.  The  people  in  the  tail  of  a  comet  must  be  sharp  as 
needles. 

I  had  been  thinking  more  than  once  about  the  fight  we  had  over  the 
body  of  Beatrice— Dante's  Beatrice — the  last  time  you,  and  I,  and  Sir 
Galahad  met.  Galahad  had  declared,  in  his  vague,  chivalrous  way,  that 
Beatrice  Portinari  was  one  of  the  articles  of  his  creed.  All  historical  and 
critical  calumnies  against  the  fair  Florentine  he  drove  at  with  lance  in 
rest.  She  was  to  him — the  knight  without  fear  and  without  reproach, 
"  the  meekest  man  and  the  gentlest  that  ever  eat  in  hall  among  ladies  " — a 
*>ft-eyed  angel  who  lived  in  a  garden  of  vines  and  lilies  in  Vallambrosa, 
and  who,  when  the  first  bloom  of  her  rosy  girlhood  died,  folded  her  hands 
in  quietness  upon  her  breast,  and  went  meekly  to  heaven.  To  assert  that 
she  jilted  the  poet,  and  married  another,  and  bore  children  to  him,  after  the 
manner  of  women,  was  an  insult  to  the  imagination  that  could  not  lightly 
be  forgiven.  You  maintained,  on  the  contrary,  like  an  inveterate  pagan 
as  you  are,  that  the  Beatrice  of  the  Commedia  was  neither  more  nor  less 
than  the  Holy  Catholic  and  Apostolic  Church.  To  which  I  replied  (though 
I  could  not  indeed  altogether  agree  with  Sir  Galahad),  that  it  showed  a 
profound  ignorance  of  human  nature  to  suppose  that  Dante,  who  painted 
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the  delicious  portrait  of  the  grave,  girliah  Beatrice  in  the  Vita  Nuova,  could 
have  even  associated  the  name  of  Beatrice — a  name  so  tenderly  and  affec- 
tionately dwelt  upon — with  a  theological  institution,  however  illustrious. 
It  was  because  he  experienced  a  fanciful  solace  in  associating  the  poem  of 
his  life  with  the  passion  of  his  life,  that  her  glorified  spirit  conducted  him 
along  his  pilgrimage.  And  though  "  her  bed  be  made  in  the  heaven  high, 
down  at  the  foot  of  our  good  Lord's  knee,"  and  she  is  purified  from  all 
taint  of  mortal  weariness,  yet  the  devout  and  courageous  instinct  of  the 
true  believer  assures  him  that  this  is  the  very  Beatrice, — she,  and  none 
other, — whom  Dante,  in  that  far-off  world  below  the  stars,  loved  with  a 
love  passing  the  love  of  women. 

Well,  here  is  the  Vita  Nuova  translated  into  the  mother-tongue  of 
Shakspeare ;  and,  as  the  train  flashes  through  the  Midland  counties,  wc 
shall  consider  leisurely,  after  the  manner  of  our  nation,  how  far  it  sustains, 
or  fails  to  sustain,  the  argument  I  had  urged.  But,  first,  let  us  render 
our  thanks,  in  due  form,  to  the  two  gentlemen  whose  admirable  transla- 
tions, published  the  other  day,  will  make  Dante  better  known  to  the 
English  reader  than  ho  has  ever  been  hitherto, — Mr.  Theodore  Martin, 
and  Mr.  Dante  Gabriel  Rossetti. 

Both  translations  are  excellent,  yet  I  confess  that  I  incline  to  award 
the  palm  to  Mr.  Rossetti.  I  think  that  he  has  kept  more  of  the  original 
metal  than  Mr.  Martin  has  succeeded  in  doing.  The  Vita  Nuova  is  a 
piece  of  mediaeval  poetry  and  feeling.  Now,  the  old  forms  of  poetic 
construction  are  not  preserved  by  sticking  in  at  random  a  few  words  spelt 
and  pronounced  as  Chaucer  and  Spenser  spelt  and  pronounced  them. 
Mr.  Martin,  however,  is  rather  inclined  to  do  this;  and  as  the  rest  is 
essentially  modern  in  sentiment  and  expression,  the  old  words,— like 
Queen  Elizabeth's  ruffles  on  a  modern  beauty, — look  awkward,  and  out 
of  place  and  keeping.  In  Mr.  Rossetti's,  also,  there  is  more  literalness  of 
thought  as  well  as  more  literalness  of  language.  Poetic  language  is  always 
to  some  extent  materialistic  ;  and  the  materialism  of  Dante's  language 
(being  united  with  profound  awe  and  passionate  devotion)  is  more 
marked  than  any  other  poet's.  I  have  not  the  original  beside  me,  but  I 
do  not  mind  betting  a  brace  of  half-crowns  with  you  that  Mr.  Rossetti, 
when  he  says, — 

"  Counting  this  weary  and  most  evil  place 
Unworthy  of  a  thing  so  full  of  grace," 

is  nearer  the  sense  and  the  phraseology  of  Dante  than  is  Mr.  Martin, 
when  he  says, — 

"Deeming  this  life  of  care  and  sorrowing 
Unworthy  of  so  fair  and  pure  a  thing." 

It  is  only  the  critic  who  reads  carefully,  and  weighs  attentively  what  he 
reads,  who  will  detect  what  is  not  a  verbal  difference  merely ;  but  such 
an  one  will  be  disposed  to  say  that  the  sustained  and  weighty  music  of 
Rossetti's  lines,  his  gravity  and  singleness  of  purpose,  are  more  in  unison 
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with  Dante's  absorbed  and  reflective  passion,  than  the  dash,  and  idiomatic 
elegance,  and  voluble  ease  of  Mr.  Martin.  He  has  followed  out — here 
pen  in  hand,  as  hitherto  pencil  in  hand — the  intricacies  of  Dante's 
language  and  Dante's  thoughts,  with  a  quiet  and  persistent  conscientious- 
ness,—a  conscientiousness  exactly  like  that  of  an  old  monk,  working  with 
2fM  and  silver  and  blue  and  crimson  dyes  on  the  initial  letters  of  the 


The  Vita  Nuova  is  a  singular  commentary  on  Dante's  mind.  The 
picture  of  that  grave  and  absorbed  passion  is  one  of  the  most  curious  ever 
funted.  The  passion  is  at  white  heat,  ever  so  many  degrees  above  the 
culinary  temperature  of  passion.  When  the  thought  of  Beatrice  comes 
mto  his  mind  he  grows  pale  as  death.  "  When  love  did  battle  with  me 
in  this  wise,"  he  says,  "  I  would  rise  up  all  colourless,  if  so  I  might  see 
i  y  lady."  He  sees  Beatrice,  and  Beatrice  alone.  He  is  quite  heedless  of 
:he  ordinary  proprieties, — the  opinion  of  the  world  is  less  than  nothing 

him.  He  can  say  with  Imogen,  "  I  am  senseless  of  your  wrath ;  a 
Much  more  rare  subdues  all  pangs,  all  fears."  This  simpleness,  quaint 
&  a  mannerism,  and  yet  relieved  from  all  "  rusticity  "  by  the  intense  and 
concentrated  fire  which  shines  through  it,  appears  most  strikingly  when 
he  explains  his  poems,  and  lays  bare  their  structure.  Most  artists  take 
pains  to  conceal  their  machinery,  but  Dante  is  curiously  solicitous  to  tell 
us  all  about  his  art.  Men  dying  in  delirium  sometimes  manifest  this 
pathetic  anxiety  to  explain.  Ophelia's  commentary  on  her  "coronet 
fiowcrs  "  is  one  well-known  example  of  it.  "  There's  rosemary,  that's  for 
remembrance ;  pray  you,  love,  remember;  and  there  is  pansies,  that's 
for  thoughts.  There's  a  daisy  ;  I  would  give  you  some  violets ;  but  they 
withered  all  when  my  father  died."  In  this  idle  forgetfulness  and  tender 
confusion  there  is  real  madness.  Dante's  is  not  absolute  unsoundness  of 
mind ;  there  is  only  a  profound  strain,  an  unnatural  tension ;  but,  when 
»  tried,  the  silver  chord  does  sometimes  crack.  Yet  his  manner,  though 
cften  nervously  and  restlessly  eager,  is  strangely  calm  too.  A  strange 
otaness— like  a  dead  man  recalling  the  life  from  which  he  has  parted, 
f  r  the  voice  of  one  whom  the  strong  surge  of  calamity  has  quite  overborne, 
;>nd  in  whom  all  hope  is  dead.  Such  calmness  is  excessively  suspicious. 
Men  who  love  and  who  are  loved  are  excited,  anxious,  jealous;  it  is  only 
rta  dead  and  the  hopeless  who  can  maintain  this  pitiful  complacency. 
There  is  the  wound — a  curious  cut  is  it  not  ?  It  goes  straight  through 
t  ie  Teu«  of  the  heart,  you  sec."  When  a  man  can  talk  in  this  way  about 
{1-ber  his  body  or  his  soul,  it  must  be  pretty  nearly  over  with  him  here. 
^°  medicine  will  ever  quite  heal  him  again  in  this  world.    In  the  next 

may  fare  better,  perhaps.    Let  us  hope  so. 

And  the  confession  is  as  remarkable  for  the  fearlessness  and  openness 
M  fcr  the  simplicity  of  its  detail.  There  is  no  reserve.  The  author  has 
^thing  to  conceal.  He  tells  us  quite  artlessly  how  on  one  occasion  "  there 
tome  upon  me  a  great  desire  to  say  something  in  rhyme  ; "  and  how,  on 
mother,  after  a  bitter  fit  of  weeping,  "  I  went  suddenly  asleep  like  a 
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beaten,  sobbing  child."  This  frankness — this  innocent  garrulousness — 
does  not  startle  us.  Its  egotism  does  not  offend  us,  as  it  would  have  done 
had  Dante  been  a  selfish  or  a  vain  man.  But  we  see  that  he  manifests 
this  perfect  unreserve  because  he  has  forgotten  himself.  It  is  because  he 
is  wrapped  in  Beatrice  that  he  can  speak  plainly  about  his  own  thoughts 
and  feelings.  Were  he  not  preoccupied,  he  would  shrink  into  his  cell. 
But  his  eyes  arc  constantly  fixed  upon  that  face  "  which  bred  in  those 
who  looked  on  it  a  soothing  quiet  beyond  any  speech,"  and  so  he  is  forced 
to  account  to  his  friends  for  the  effect  it  produces  on  him ;  as  in  the 
touching  scene  "  on  that  day  which  fulfilled  the  year  since  my  lady  liad 
been  made  of  the  citizens  of  eternal  life,"  when  sketching  on  a  tablet  the 
face  of  the  angel  Beatrice — "  this  youngest  of  the  angels  "—certain  of  his 
friends,  unnoticed  by  him,  entered  the  room  where  he  sat  drawing.  "Also 
I  learned  afterwards  that  they  had  been  there  awhile  before  I  perceived 
them.  Perceiving  whom,  I  arose  for  salutation,  and  said,  *  Another  was 
with  me.* " 

With  these  elaborate  explanations  there  is  united  in  the  Vita  Nuova 
a  curious  and  finical  nicety  for  which  the  reader  is  hardly  prepared.  Are 
the  two  quite  consistent — this  exaggerated  regard  for  the  trifles  of  expres- 
sion, and  that  profound  and  vehement  passion  ?  Jle  sits  at  table  with  the 
Master,  and  grieves,  like  Martha,  about  the  folds  of  the  napkin.  The 
criticism  is  hardly  fair.  For  even  these  slight  observances  are  "  clothed 
upon "  with  love.  They  are  indicative  of  the  deep  and  rooted  regard, 
which  enlists  them  in  its  service,  and  to  which  they  point.  Dante  may 
discuss  the  derivation  of  a  word,  or  the  appropriateness  of  a  phrase;  but 
whatever  his  occupation  is,  he  never, — never  for  one  moment, — forgets 
Beatrice. 

Such  is  the  character  of  the  book  itself ;  and  then  as  to  the  question, 
Is  the  Beatrice  of  the  Vita  Nuova  the  Beatrice  of  the  Commedia? — it 
must,  I  think,  be  answered,  that  Beatrice  Portinari  is  the  Beatrice  of  the 
Commedia  as  well  as  of  the  Vita  Nuova. 

The  heroine  of  The  New  Lift,  in  the  first  place,  though  perfectly 
human,  is  somewh.it  colourless  and  formless, — nearly  as  much  so  as  the 
heroine  (if  I  may  use  the  word  in  such  connection)  of  the  Paradise. 
The  Vita  Nuova  is  not  a  love-poem,  in  the  ordinary  sense  of  the  term, — 
after  the  fashion  of  Anacreon,  or  Catullus,  or  Thomas  Moore.  There  is 
little  of  the  traditional  phraseology  of  amatory  verse :  no  red  lips,  or  bine 
eyes,  or  brown  hair,  or  peach-like  bloom.  Dante  seldom  gets  beyond  the 
dulce  loquenteniy  dulce  ridentcm  of  Horace's  Lalage.  It  is  "  her  most  sweet 
speech,  and  hor  marvellous  smile,"  which  hold  him  captive.  We  see 
little  of  her  besides;  a  few  hints,  relating  to  qualities  scarcely  more 
sensuous,  are  all  that  we  are  favoured  with. 

M  My  lady  carries  love  within  her  eyts , 
All  that  she  looks  on  is  made  pleasantcr." 

"  She  hath  that  paleness  of  the  pearl,  that's  fit 
In  a  fair  woman." 
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let  the  Vita  Nuova  is  clearly  not  a  passionate  hymn  to  the  soul  only. 
Beatrice  is  a  creature  of  flesh  and  blood.  She  is  quite  as -visible  to  us  as 
if  "every  lovely  organ  of  her  life"  had  been  described  at  length,  and  in 
minute  detail.  This  abstract,  yet  vivid,  presentment  is  to  be  attributed, 
I  think,  to  the  intense  strength  of  the  passion.  Dante  has  no  leisure  to 
dwell  upon  the  mere  accidents  of  the  form.  He  takes  it  for  granted  that 
we  know  all  about  Beatrice's  face.  Her  image  fills  his  heart :  it  is  the 
frame  in  which  the  picture  is  set.  And  while  we  read,  though  he  does 
not  discourse  about  the  colour  in  her  eye,  or  the  dimple  in  her  chin,  we 
come  at  length  to  feel  that  Beatrice  is  not  far  off,  and  that  we  shall  know 
her  when  we  meet.  The  conception  in  the  mind  of  the  writer,  which 
obscurely  colours  and  affects  every  word  that  he  writes,  is  communicated 
to  the  mind  of  the  reader  by  means  of  a  creative  sympathy,  the  produc- 
tion of  which  in  another's  mind  depends  upon  a  faculty  which  belongs 
only  to  supreme  genius  acted  upon  by  supreme  passion.  So,  in  like 
manner,  of  the  absence  of  colour.  "  Places  which  pale  passion  loves," 
says  the  poet.  The  white  lip,  even  when  it  does  not  quiver,  denotes 
the  intensest  love  and  the  deadliest  hate, — the  love  and  hate  which  drive 
the  blood  out  of  the  cheek,  and  into  the  heart.  The  images  which  an 
imagination  so  excited  gives  birth  to  are  never  vulgarly  florid ;  for  that 
fervid  fire  consumes  artificial  and  meretricious  colours,  and  sometimes 
withers  the  natural. 

The  passion  in  itself,  too,  is  very  different  from  the  Anacreontic 
There  is  always  a  great  fear  in  Dante's  love.    Beatrice's  place  is  among 
the  angels :  "  My  lady  is  desired  in  the  high  heaven."    Death  stoops 
over  the  beloved.    His  kiss  is  upon  her  brow:  his  breath  chills  her 
cheek.  The  old  Anacreontic- Horatian  vein,  indeed,  did  not  exclude  death. 
Death  held  the  wine-cup  in  his  hand:  Death  lurked  among  the  roses. 
But  it  was  an  essentially  Pagan  death, — a  death  introduced  only  to 
communicate  a  keener  zest  and  relish  to  life.    Pluck  the  rose  ere  it  fades : 
let  us  eat  and  drink,  for  to-morrow  we  die.    In  Dante's  religious  and 
tender  awe,  there  is  nothing  of  this.    It  seems  to  him  unfit  and  incredible 
that  this  saint-like  child  should  tarry  long  in  u  this  weary  and  most  evil 
place;"  and  so,  with  nervous  apprehension,  he  awaits  the  inevitable 
summons.    He  dreams  that  she  is  dead:  he  can  never  divest  himself  of 
the  overwhelming  conviction  that  he  is  to  be  left  alone  in  the  world— 
without  her.    In  the  earliest  dream  which  he  records,  when  he  beheld  a 
Lord,  of  an  aspect  terrible  to  the  beholder,  w  yet  who  seemed  within 
himself  to  wear  an  air  of  exceeding  joyfulness,"  waken  Beatrice  from  her 
sleep,  and  force  her  to  eat  of  the  burning  heart, — "  and  she  ate  as  one 
fearing," — we  are  aware  of  this  sensitive  dread.    "  Then,  having  waited 
again  a  space,  all  his  joy  was  turned  into  most  bitter  weeping:  and,  as  he 
wept,  he  gathered  the  lady  into  his  arms,  and  it  seemed  to  me  that  he 
went  with  her  up  towards  heaven ;  whereby  such  a  great  anguish  came 
upon  me,  that  my  light  slumber  could  not  endure  through  it,  but  was 
suddenly  broken."    Every  incident,  in  a  narrative  where  there  is  hardly 
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any  incident,  relates  to  death.  Her  girlish  playmates  are  removed.  u  It 
pleased  the  Master  of  the  angels  to  call  into  his  glory  a  damsel,  young, 
and  of  a  gentle  presence,  who  had  been  very  lovely  in  the  city  I  speak 
of; "  on  which  Dante,  remembering  that  he  had  seen  this  damsel  with 
Beatrice,  composes  that  lovely  sonnet,  in  which  he  says  of  Death,— 

"  Out  of  this  world  thou  hast  driven  courtesy 
And  virtue,  dearly  prized  in  womanhood; 
And  out  of  youth's  gay  mood 
The  lovely  lightness  is  quite  gone  through  thee." 

Then  her  father  dies.  "  Not  many  days  after  this  (it  being  the  will  of 
the  Most  High  God,  who  also  from  himself  put  not  away  Death),  the 
father  of  wonderful  Beatrice,  going  out  of  this  life,  passed  certainly  into 
glory."  His  death  is  followed  by  that  strange  vision  (in  which  the 
sorrowful  and  bewildering  conviction, — "  Certainly  it  must  sometime 
come  to  pass  that  the  very  gentle  Beatrice  will  die," — is  so  wonderfully 
given  shape  and  expression  to),  when  he  beholds  Beatrice  in  death,  with 
a  white  veil  across  her  face,  and  of  so  humble  an  aspect,  that  it  was  33 
though  she  had  said,  "  I  have  attained  to  look  on  the  beginning  of  peace," 
and  from  which  he  wakens  with  her  name  upon  his  lips, — 

"  But  utterM  in  a  voice  so  sob-broken, 
So  feeble  with  the  agony  of  tears, 
That  I  alone  might  hear  it  in  my  heart" 

And,  lastly,  comes  the  news  that  his  lady  herself  is  dead,  when  he  stops 
abruptly  in  the  middle  of  the  sonnet  he  is  writing,  and  breaks  into  the 
pathetic  lamentation, — "  Quomodo  sedet  sola  civitas  plena  populo  ;  facia 
est  quasi  vidua  domina  gentium!" 

So  that  Beatrice's  death,  though  it  causes  keenest  agony  to  the  poet, 
though  his  pen  falters,  and  his  heart  almost  ceases  to  beat,  does  not  come 
like  an  unlooked-for  event.  It  is  only  the  accomplishment  of  what  he 
has  long  foreknown.  It  was  fit  that  the  Lord  should  take  Beatrice  into 
his  heaven. 

"Beatrice  is  gone  up  into  high  heaven, 
The  kingdom  where  the  angels  are  at  peace." 

There  she  has  been  long  desired,  and  even  there  she  spreads,  as  he  well 
knows, — 

"  A  light  of  love  which  makes  the  angels  glad." 

We  can  detect,  I  think,  a  change  of  phraseology  in  the  Vita  Nuova  after 
her  death.  "  This  most  excellent  Beatrice"  becomes  tt  sainted  Beatrice/' 
and  "  holy  Beatrice."  But  death  hardly  alters  the  character  of  the  rela- 
tion which  subsists  between  them.  It  was  peculiar  and  mystical  herm- 
it has  only  ripened,  now  that  she  has  removed  farther  off,  into  a  more 
sacred  and  lofty  affiance.  There  is  no  separation, — no  hopeless  vale,  vale, 
in  ceternum  vale  ! — no  simple  farewell,  even.    She  lives  as  truly  for  him  in 
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the  heaven  as  she  had  done  on  the  earth.    He  calls  on  her,  and  she 

comforts  him, — 

"  On  Beatrice,  I  ask,  1  Canst  thou  be  dead  ?  ' 
And,  calling  on  her,  I  am  comforted." 

Her  influence  over  him  is  as  real  now  as  it  was  before.  His  eyes  still 
behold  her :  his  heart  still  beats  in  unison  with  hers : — 

w  A  new  perception  born  of  grieving  lore 
Guidcth  it  upward  the  untrodden  ways." 

And  then  he  beholds  a  very  wonderful  vision,  which  determines  him  that 
he  shall  say  nothing  further  of  this  most  blessed  one,  until  such  time  as 
he  can  discourse  more  worthily  concerning  her.  "  And  to  this  end  I 
labour  all  I  can,  as  she  well  knoweth.  Wherefore,  if  it  be  His  pleasure, 
through  whom  is  the  life  of  all  things,  that  my  life  continue  with  me  a  few 
years,  it  is  my  hope  that  I  shall  yet  write  concerning  her  what  hath  not 
before  been  written  of  any  woman.  After  the  which,  may  it  seem  good 
onto  Him,  who  is  the  Master  of  Grace,  that  my  spirit  should  go  hence  to 
behold  the  glory  of  its  lady — to  wit,  of  that  blessed  Beatrice,  who  now 
gazeth  continually  on  his  countenance,  qui  est  per  omnia  soecula  benedictus. 
Laus  Deo." 

So  we  pass  from  the  last  page  of  the  Vita  Nuova  to  the  first  of  the 
Paradiso,  without  interruption  or  any  feeling  of  strangeness.  In  the  last 
page  of  the  one,  Beatrice,  an  angel-visitant  to  the  earth,  is  "  habited  in 
that  crimson  raiment  she  had  worn  when  I  first  beheld  her ;  also  she 
appeared  to  me  of  the  same  tender  age  as  then ;"  in  the  first  page  of  the 
other,  in  the  vesture  of  immortality,  among  the  glories  of  Paradise,  she 
greets  her  mortal  guest.  And  yet  we  are  expected  to  believe  that  the 
Beatrice  of  the  Commedia  is  not  that  Beatrice,  but  another  ! 

So  the  train  flashed  on, — past  cities,  and  churches,  and  farm-houses, 
and  quiet  lanes,  and  then  across  the  estuary  of  a  mighty  river  hushed  by 
the  tide  and  the  frost,  and  so  on  in  the  darkness  to  the  Northern  capital. 
At  the  last  station  but  one,  my  old  friend,  the  MacCloskie,  entered  the 
carriage  with  a  huge  bundle  of  papers,  tied  with  red  tape,  under  his  arm. 
He  was  delighted  to  see  me,  but  atra  cura  sat  above  his  eyebrows. 

"This  is  a  teind  business,"  he  said,  with  a  sigh,  squinting  at  the 
handle  of  papers  (which  he  had  placed  as  far  from  him  as  the  circum- 
stances admitted),  as  Christian  squinted  at  the  bundle  on  his  back,  or 
Sinbad  at  the  hairy  old  chap  whose  knees  were  knuckled  into  his  ribs. 
"  The  minister  of  Cladachclough  wants  an  augmentation  of  stipend,  that 
is,  an  addition  to  his  income.  A  very  natural  feeling  you  suppose  ;  but 
unluckily,  certain  unprincipled  heritors  start  up  and  exclaim,  Bless  the 
fellow,  what  does  he  mean  ?  Where  does  he  expect  to  go  ?  We  haven't 
got  a  halfpenny  to  give  him.  To  which  my  client  replies  (he's  a  pro- 
digiously learned  old  dog,  and  drinks  like  the  fish  in  his  own  lochs). 
That  though  the  infeudation  of  teinds  to  laymen  was  forbidden  by 
Innocent  HI.  under  the  heavy  penalty  of  the  want  of  Christian  burial,  and 
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the  yet  heavier  one  of  eternal  damnation,  yet  that  by  the  Act  1567,  cap.  10, 
commonly  known  as  the  Assumption  of  Thirds,  the  lords  of  erection,  or 
titulars  of  the  teinds,  were  required  to  surrender  such  a  proportion  as  the 
Commissioners  of  Plat  might  determine ;  that  the  lands  of  Towie,  not 
being  held  cum  decimis  inclusis,  were  liable  part  passu;  that  if  the  thirlage 
of  the  lands  of  Macorkindale  imported  an  aatriction  of  the  tithes  to  the 
Laird  of  Drumwhalloch,  that  could  only  be  because  the  servitude  had 
been  created  prior  to  the  Act  of  Charles,  which  was  not  the  case,  and 
was  at  least  no  business  of  the  minister,  nor  of  the  titular,  who  might 
allocate  any  teinds  that  he  chose,  seeing  that  there  was  no  locality,  and 
that  though  the  leases  had  expired,  the  tenants  continued  to  hold  on 
tacit  relocation.'  By  Jove,  isn't  it  awful  ?  I  have  wakened  every  night 
for  the  past  week  in  a  cold  perspiration,  dreaming  of  the  Purgatorio—i 
strait-jacket,  and  a  shaved  head.  However,  it  will  be  over  to-morrow. 
Will  you  come  and  hear  us  at  it  ?  Eleven,  sharp."  And  as  I  got  into  a 
cab  at  the  station,  I  promised  to  attend. 

Having  a  spare  hour  next  morning  before  the  train  started,  I  kept  my 
engagement.  The  court  was  sitting,  and  I  took  my  place  on  a  side  bench 
to  watch  the  proceedings.  "  That's  the  President,  you  know,"  said  my 
friend,  coming  to  where  I  sat,  "  looking  as  fresh  as  a  lark, — he  don't  seem 
a  year  older  since  you  left  us  ;  and  that  is  the  Vice  on  his  right  The 
two  cleverest  men  in  England  at  this  moment,  I  take  it." 

True  enough,  MacCloskie  raw,— able  men  both.  The  President,  serene, 
luminous,  equitable,  never  swayed  by  passion,  never  bent  by  prejudice; 
an  orderly  and  abstemious  intellect,  disinclined,  though  not  unfitted,  to 
deal  with  principles  and  abstract  propositions,  and  clinging  to  fact  with 
characteristic  tenacity.  Orderly — for  the  manner  in  which  he  marshals 
the  leading  facts  of  a  case,  groups  them  into  relation,  and  keeps  them  in 
subordination  to  the  end  to  which  he  is  cautiously  working,  is  often  quite 
admirable  ;  so  that  when  the  end  does  come,  it  seems  to  you,  without 
further  demonstration,  that  no  other  is  possible,  and  that  any  argument 
would  be  superfluous  :  abstemious — never  throwing  away  a  word,  or  a 
scrap  of  logic,  or  a  grain  of  sense;  always  equal  to  the  argument,  never 
below  it,  and  (an  infirmity  almost  as  common  with  men  of  great  powers) 
never  above  it;  never  expending  force  when  it  is  not  demanded,  and  never 
feeble,  even  when  combating  a  truism,  or  extinguishing  a  bore.  This 
abstemiousness  is  not  timid  carefulness  or  an  artificial  restraint;  it  is 
the  natural  fruit  of  a  supreme  sense  of  order.  When  he  has  arranged, 
analyzed,  and  sifted,  with  untiring  patience,  all  the  facts  of  the  case,  it  is 
wonderful,  in  many  instances,  how  little  remains  to  be  done.  The  "  logic 
offset "  is  "  inexorable  "  when  we  can  get  at  it ;  but  it  needs  an  intellect 
like  the  President's  to  disengage  the  fact  from  what  is  accidental  or  super- 
fluous,— to  sweep  away  the  rubbish,  and  make  the  true  reading  visible. 
This  is  a  very  fine  and  a  very  peculiar  faculty.  For  an  indolent  and 
speculative  mind  dislikes  facts,  slurs  them  over,  commonly  mistakes  their 
application  and  value,  and  then  retreats  from  the  chaos  which  it  cannot 
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ihape  into  order,  on  metaphyseal  subtleties  or  a  general  principle. 
The  judge  who  retires  majestically  upon  "the  principles  of  eternal 
jn&nce/'  and  leaves  the  Judicature  Act  to  take  care  of  itself,  possesses,  as 
a  rule,  reasoning  faculties  that  are  either  slothful,  feeble,  or  helplessly 
maccurate.  • 

The  Vice-President  was  a  great  advocate :  his  speech  in  a  cause  celebret 
o:  which  nil  the  world  has  heard,  is  one  of  the  finest  of  modern  times, — 
symmetrical  in  arrangement,  and  executed  with  a  consummate  knowledge 
of  strategy  and  effect.  When  he  was  apposed  to  you,  however  good  your 
cause  might  be,  you  felt  that  you  were  doomed.  You  became  a  criminal 
in  your  own  estimation.  No  innocence  could  resist  the  weight  of  that 
immaculate  indignation ;  it  could  as  well  resist  the  Ten  Commandments. 
He  was  neither  witty  nor  sarcastic ;  but  the  haughty  scorn  of  his  virtue, 
:he  intense  bitterness  of  his  integrity,  crushed  its  victim  to  pieces.  His 
presence  was  imposing,  and  he  knew  how  to  use  it  to  perfection.  He 
folded  his  black  stuff-gown  about  him  with  the  offended  dignity  of  a 
Chatham.  The  contemptuous  curl  of  his  nether  lip  was  deadly.  His 
manner  was  singularly  still  and  impassive,  until  the  victim  was  fairly  in 
his  toils,  when  he  came  down  upon  him  like  a  thunder-clap.  As  a  judge, 
he  is  powerful,  intrepid  ;  a  profound  civilian,  a  great  logician.  If  it  be 
possible  to  rescue  our  jurisprudence  from  the  meanness  and  empiricism  of 
modern  practice,  the  Vice-President  is  the  man  to  do  it. 

The  MacCloskie  made  an  impressive  appeal.  His  client's  parish  was 
extensive  and  important ;  Mr.  Malthus's  arguments  had  had  no  effect 
upon  the  nursing  mothers  of  the  flock,  and  the  population  had  increased 
outrageously ;  the  necessaries  of  life  were  not  to  be  purchased  for  love  or 
money ;  the  heritors  were  as  rich  as  Croesus,  and  the  minister  as  poor  as 
Job.  It  was  a  cheerful  picture,  but  his  adversary  disposed  very  sum- 
marily of  the  MacCloskie*s  statistics.  The  parish  was  a  large  one,  no 
doubt,  but  it  consisted  entirely  of  fresh-water  lochs,  and  sand-banks 
covered  by  the  sea  at  high  water ;  snuff,  tobacco,  and  whisky,  on  which 
life  was  exclusively  maintained  in  the  district,  could  be  had  for  an  old 
wng ;  nobody  lived  within  ten  miles  of  the  church,  except  seals,  otters, 
and  rock-cod.  What  augmentation  the  minister  succeeded  in  getting  I 
did  not  stay  to  learn :  the  argument  on  Drumwhalloch's  thirlnge  was  not 
concluded  when  I  departed ;  it  is  possible  that  they  are  talking  on  at  this 
rery  minute. 

The  frosty  twilight  had  closed  in  around  us  when  we  arrived  at  the 
St.  Mungo  Arms  (the  good  old  Saint's  were  forcibly  amputated  by  the 
Wendifih  heathen  of  the  district,  but  mine  host's  sign  contains  no  occult 
antiquarian  reference,  I  believe),  after  a  sharp  trot  of  an  hour  and  a  lialf, 
fce  nearest  coach  or  railway  station  being  eighteen  miles  distant.  After 
the  inclement  stars,  the  gleam  of  red  light  from  the  open  door  of  the  little 
roadside  inn  looked  snug  and  inviting,  and  MacTavish's  rubicund  face 
added  its  glow  to  our  welcome.  The  kettle,  like  St.  Ursula  at  the  stake, 
14  "  singing  w  on  its  knob ;  the  warm  tea  is  fragrant  and  aromatic  ;  Bess, 
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our  attendant,  is  a  neat-handed  nothern  Hebe,  with  a  complexion  like  a 
Christmas  rose ;  and  the  cloth  upon  the  table,  and  the  bed-linen  in  the 
next  room,  are  white  as  snow,  or  the  wild  swan,  who  is  trumpeting  at 
this  moment,  across  the  bay  out  yonder. 

And  now  I  had  meant  to  sit  down,  and  tell  you  a  little  abont  tbe 
birds,  and  the  people,  and  the  histories  of  this  old-fashioned  district: 
about  the  great  Imber-loon,  who  never  lands  except  during  the  we*k 
before  Christmas,  "  wheuce  the  fourth  Sunday  in  Advent  is  called  by 
the  people  Imber  Sunday ;  "  and  his  petulant  and  coquettish  cousin, 
the  red -throated  bordiwing;  and  the  outlandish  ducks,  driven  in  by 
stress  of  weather,  who  are  whistling  through  the  moonlight ;  and  tbe 
adventurous  fisher-boys — tried  old  friends — blue-eyed  and  fair-haired, 
like  Njal  or  Balder  ;  and  then,  perhaps,  a  single  sentence  upon  the  Dark 
Ladye's  Well,  where  Muriel,  long  ago,  wept  those  salt  tears  which  still 
burn  the  hand  on  which  they  fell.  But  the  pine  log  sparkles  so  bravely, 
and  one  grows  lazy  and  luxurious  as  one  grows  old,  and  the  blessed 
Latakia  is  seductive,  and  the  easy  chair  was  made  for  use,  and  not  for 
ornament,  and  we  have  the  last  pages  of  our  romance  to  finish  ere  wt 
tumble  in  between  the  virgin  sheets  for  the  night — the  last  pages  of  the 
wondrous  Villettc. 

A  wondrous  book  indeed, — these  closing  chapters  especially  beinjr 
marvellously  written.  They  glow  with  fervid  eloquence, — they  are  touched 
with  intense  passion.  Such  rapture  is  seldom  translated  into  words.  Tbe 
victor  moves  along  to  a  solemu  music, — the  music  to  which  doomed  men 
die  bravely, — and  the  lines  flash  with  sunlight,  and  ring  like  a  minuter 
bell.  It  is  Psyche,  the  soul,  who  speaks,  and  she  raises  our  minds  to  the 
contemplation  of  a  pain  which  is  diviner  than  the  most  rapturous  bliss. 
On  a  sudden  the  dull  and  weary  life  has  grown  radiant ;  the  intensest 
hope  of  the  woman's  soul  is  satisfied  ;  the  swell  of  a  triumphant  emotion, 
in  which  mingle  the  blessedness  of  release  from  pain  and  the  blessedness 
of  unhoped-for  victory,  carries  her  along.  Thus  supported,  misery  cannot 
hurt  her ;  the  great  anguish  which  is  in  store  does  not  whelm  her  in  its 
waves ;  she  is  able,  martyr-like,  to  exclaim,  through  her  agony,  "  0 
Death,  where  is  thy  sting  ?  O  Grave,  where  is  thy  victory  ?  Death  is 
redeemed  by  his  love.    I  have  conquered,  because  I  have  loved." 

Hark  !  again  that  shrill  trumpeting.  The  battered  war-horse  pricks 
his  ears.  I  declare,  as  I  stand  tje»de  the  magic  casement,  opening,  as  in 
Keats's  glorious  hymn — 

"  Opening  on  the  foam 
Of  perilous  seas  in  faery  lands  forlorn—" 

and  gaze  across  that  Northern  Sea,  out  of  which  came  Thor,  and  Gunnar, 
and  Kegnar  Hairybreeks,  and  the  old  Icelandic  heroes, — gloomy  and 
mystical,  yet  lustrously  moonlighted, — I  can  discern  the  flock,  just  beyond 
the  dark  outline  of  the  pier.  The  hooper,  the  great  wild  swan,  who  comes 
direct  from  Valhalla,  who  has  supped  with  Odin  and  the  gods  I  To  your 
boats,  O  sons  of  the  Danes  1 — we  will  go  down,  as  in  old  days,  and  do 
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battle  with  the  heathen.  Eheu !  Eheu !  The  spirit  ia  willing,  but  the 
flesh  is  weak,  and  that  smart  twinge  in  the  small  of  the  back  admonishes 
us  in  season  that  the  thermometer  is  ten  degrees  below  zero,  and  that  we 
hare  passed  the  grand  climacteric.  'Tis  sorry  truth.  I  do  not  believe 
that  the  rarest  duck  in  creation  would  now  tempt  me  to  wet  my  boots; 
and  yet  the  time  has  been  (our  shaggy  and  lamented  friend  Jim — Jim 
was  the  prince  of  retrievers  and  water-dogs — having  shortly  before  been 
laid  with  his  fathers)  when  I  have  swum  fifty  yards,  in  the  dead  of  winter, 
for  a  brace  of  common  teal.  "  But,"  as  Ulysses  said,  with  a  bravo 
sigh,  "  we  are  not  now  that  strength  which  in  old  days  moved  heaven 
and  earth."  Life  has  lost  its  colour.  The  world  is  dimmer  than  it 
used  to  be.  "  Swallows  have  built  in  Cleopatra's  sails  their  nests." 
And  so,  instead  of  "catching  our  death"  of  rheumatism  in  a  wild- 
goose  chase  in  the  moonlight,  we  will  wrap  ourselves  in  the  snowy 
sheets,  and  dream  of  the  birds  of  Paradise, — Juno's  peacocks,  haughty 
and  pensive  like  their  mistress,  the  violet-eyed,  deep-bosomed  doves  of 
Aphrodite,  or  that  most  royal  bird,  who,  on  the  snowiest  crest  of  peaked 
Olympus, — 

"  Prunes  the  immortal  wing,  and  cloys  his  beak 
As  when  the  god  is  pleased." 

•  •  •  •  * 

The  Morning  After. — My  anticipations  have  been  more  than  realized. 
The  frost  is  sharp  as  a  diamond;  and,  indeed,  as  I  look  abroad/the  grass, 
and  the  alder  branches,  and  the  reeds  upon  the  river  bank,  seem  coated 
with  diamonds, — the  filigree  work  of  the  frost  being  as  brilliant  and 
sparkling  as  Lady  Geraldine's  necklace.    The  round  red  face  of  the  sun 
(round  and  red  like  mine  host's,)  is  half-way  out  of  the  sea  :  the  sea 
itself  is  smooth  as  a  mirror  ;  and  one  by  one,  the  brown-sailed  boats  are 
quitting  the  pier-head  for  their  famous  fishing-ground  to  the  *  nor'ard.* 
The  accounts*  of  sport  are  all  that  could  be  desired.    The  brick  thickets 
along  the  slopes  of  the  sea-lapped  glens  are  alive  with  woodcock,  who 
We  been  frozen  out  of  the  inland  covers  :  at  every  spring  on  the  hill-side, 
one  is  certain  to  Hush  half-a-score  of  snipe ;  and  flocks  of  scoters,  and 
long-tailed  ducks,  and  eiders,  are  fishing  busily  in  the  river  mouth. 
Yes,  believe  me,  there  is  a  world  beyond  the  fog,  and  it  ia  a  world,  as 
I  think,  worth  seeing.    I  have  no  patience  with  the  people  who  shiver 
through  the  whole  winter  :  and  a  scene  like  this  ought  surely  to  silence 
the  grumblers. 
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BY  ONE  OF  TILE  FIRM. 
CHAPTER  XXTL 

Wasteful  and  Impetuous  Sale. 

There  is  no  position  in  life  in  which  a  man  receives  so  much  dirin- 
guished  attention  as  when  lie  is  a  bankrupt — a  bankrupt,  tliat  is,  of 
celebrity.  It  seems  as  though  he  had  then  realized  the  legitimate  end? 
of  trade,  and  was  brought  forth  in  order  that  those  men  might  do  him 
honour  with  whom  he  had  been  good  enough  to  have  dealings  on  a  large 
scale.  Robinson  was  at  first  cowed  when  he  was  called  upon  to  see  men 
who  were  now  becoming  aware  that  they  would  not  receive  more  than 
25.  9(7.  in  the  pound  out  of  all  the  hundreds  that  were  owed  to  then. 
But  this  feeling  very  soon  wore  off,  and  he  found  himself  laughing 
and  talking  with  Giles  the  stationer,  and  Burrows  the  printer,  and 
Sloman  the  official  assignee,  as  though  a  bankruptcy  were  an  excellent 
joke;  and  as  though  he,  as  one  of  the  bankrupts,  had  by  far  the  best 
of  it.  These  men  were  about  to  lose,  or  rather  had  lost,  large  su.ns 
of  money ;  but,  nevertheless,  they  took  it  all  as  a  matter  of  course,  awl 
were  perfectly  good-humoured.  No  word  of  reproach  fell  from  their 
lips,  and  when  they  asked  George  Robinson  to  give  them  the  advantage 
of  his  recognized  talents  in  drawing  up  the  bills  for  the  sale,  they  put  it 
to  him  quite  as  a  favour ;  and  Sloman,  the  assignee,  went  so  far  as  tr 
suggest  that  he  should  be  remunerated  for  his  work. 

"  If  I  can  only  be  of  any  service  to  you,"  said  Robinson,  modestly. 

"  Of  the  greatest  service,"  said  Mr.  Giles.  "  A  tremendous  sacrifice, 
you  know — enormous  liabilities — unreserved  sale — regardless  of  cost ;  and 
all  that  sort  of  thing." 

"  Lord  bless  you  ! "  said  Mr.  Burrows.  "  Do  you  think  he  doesn't 
understand  how  to  do  all  that  better  than  you  can  tell  him?  You'll  draw 
out  the  headings  of  the  posters ;  won't  you,  Mr.  Robinson  ?  " 

"And  put  the  numbers  and  figures  into  the  catalogue,"  suggested 
Mr.  Sloman.  "  The  best  way  is  to  put  'em  down  at  about  cost  price. 
"We  find  we  can  generally  do  'em  at  that,  if  we  can  only  get  the  people  to 
come  sharp  enough."  And  then,  as  the  evening  had  fallen  upon  them 
at  their  labours,  they  adjourned  to  the  "  Four  Swans  "  opposite,  and 
Robinson  was  treated  to  his  supper  at  the  expense  of  his  victims. 

On  the  next  day  the  house  was  closed.  This  was  done  in  order  that 
the  goods  might  be  catalogued  and  prepared  for  the  final  sale.    The  fhop 
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would  then  be  again  opened  for  a  week,  and  after  that  there  would  be 
an  end  of  Brown,  Jones,  and  Robinson.  In  spite  of  the  good-humour 
which  was  shown  by  those  from  whom  ill-humour  on  such  an  occasion 
might  have  been  expected,  there  was  a  melancholy  about  this  which  was 
^expressible.  It  has  been  said  that  there  is  nothing  so  exciting  in  trade 
ss  a  grand  final  sacrificial  sale.  But  it  is  like  the  last  act  of  a  tragedy. 
It  is  very  good  while  it  lasts,  but  what  is  to  come  after  it  ?  Robinson, 
as  he  descended  into  the  darkened  shop,  and  walked  about  amidst  the 
lumber  that  was  being  dragged  forth  from  the  shelves  and  drawers,  felt 
that  he  was  like  Marios  on  the  ruins  of  Carthage.  Here  had  been  the 
aoene  of  his  glory  !  And  then  he  remembered  with  what  ecstasy  he  had 
walked  down  the  shop,  when  the  crowd  without  were  anxiously  inquiring 
the  fate  of  Johnson  of  Manchester.  That  had  been  a  great  triumph ;  but 
to  what  had  such  triumphs  led  him  ? 

The  men  and  women  had  gone  away  to  their  breakfast,  and  he  was 
standing  there  alone,  leaning  against  one  of  the  counters;  he  heard  a 
slight  noise  behind  him,  and,  turning  round,  saw  Mr.  Brown,  who  had 
crept  down  from  his  own  room  without  assistance.  It  was  the  first  time 
since  his  illness  that  he  had  left  the  floor  on  which  he  lived,  and  it  had 
been  intended  that  he  should  never  go  into  the  shop  again.  "  Oh, 
Mr.  Brown,  is  this  prudent  ?  "  said  he,  going  up  to  him  that  he  might 
give  him  the  assistance  of  his  arm. 

"  I  wished  to  see  it  all  once  more,  George." 

u  There  it  is,  then.    There  isn't  much  to  see." 

41  But  a  deal  to  feel ;  isn't  tJnere,  George  ? — a  deal  to  feel  1  It  did 
look  very  pretty  that  day  we  opened  it, — very  pretty.  The  colours  seem 
to  have  got  dirty  now." 

"Bright  colours  will  become  dull  and  dirty,  Mr.  Brown.  It's  the 
way  of  the  world.  The  brighter  they  are  in  their  brightness,  the  more 
doll  will  they  look  when  the  tinsel  and  gloss  are  gone." 

"  But  we  should  have  painted  it  again  this  spring,  if  we'd  stopped 
here." 

"  There  are  things,  Mr.  Brown,  which  one  cannot  paint  again." 

"  Iron  and  wood  you  can,  or  anything  of  the  like  of  that." 

"  Yes,  Mr.  Brown ;  you  may  repaint  iron  and  wood ;  but  who  can 
restore  the  faded  colours  to  broken  hopes  and  a  bankrupt  ambition? 
You  see  these  arches  here  which  with  so  light  a  span  bear  the  burden  of 
the  house  above  them :  so  was  the  span  of  my  heart  on  that  opening  day. 
No  weight  of  labour  then  seemed  to  be  too  much  for  me.  The  arches 
remain  and  will  remain  ;  but  as  for  the  human  heart  " 

"  Don't,  George,— don't.  It  will  kill  me  if  I  see  you  down  in  the 
mouth." 

"These  will  be  repainted,"  continued  Robinson,  "and  other  breasts 
will  glow  beneath  them  with  hopes  as  high  as  those  wc  felt  when  you  and 
the  others  stood  here  to  welcome  the  public.  But  what  artist  can  ever 
repaint  our  aspirations  ?    The  soiled  columns  of  these  windows  will  be 
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regilded,  and  all  here  will  be  bright  and  young  again;  but  for  man,  when 
he  loses  his  glory,  there  is  no  regilding.  Come,  Mr.  Brown,  we  will  go 
upstairs.  They  will  be  here  soon,  and  this  is  no  place  now  for  you." 
Then  he  took  him  by  the  hand  and  led  him  tenderly  upstairs. 

There  is  something  inexpressibly  melancholy  in  the  idea  of  bank- 
ruptcy in  trade ; — unless,  indeed,  when  it  may  have  been  produced  by 
absolute  fraud,  and  in  such  a  form  as  to  allow  of  the  bankrupts  going 
forth  with  their  pockets  full.  But  in  an  ordinary  way,  I  know  nothing 
more  sad  than  the  fate  of  men  who  have  embarked  all  in  a  trade  venture 
and  have  failed.  It  may  be,  and  probably  is,  the  fact,  that  in  almost  ill 
such  cases  the  failure  is  the  fault  of  the  bankrupts ;  but  the  fault  is  so 
generally  hidden  from  their  own  eyes,  that  they  cannot  see  the  justice  of 
their  punishment ;  and  is  often  so  occult  in  its  causes  that  that  justice 
cannot  be  discerned  by  any  without  deep  scrutiny.  They  who  have 
struggled  and  lost  all  feel  only  that  they  have  worked  hard,  and  worked 
in  vain ;  that  they  have  thrown  away  their  money  and  their  energy ;  and 
that  there  is  an  end,  now  and  for  ever,  to  those  sweet  hopes  of  indepen- 
dence with  which  they  embarked  their  small  boats  upon  the  wide  ocean 
of  commerce.  The  fate  of  such  men  is  very  sad.  Of  course  we  hear  of 
bankrupts  who  come  forth  again  with  renewed  glories,  and  who  shine  aD 
the  brighter  in  consequence  of  their  temporary  obscurity.  These  are 
the  men  who  can  manage  to  have  themselves  repainted  and  regilded; 
but  their  number  is  not  great.  One  hears  of  such  because  they  are  in 
their  way  memorable,  and  one  does  not  hear  of  the  poor  wretches  who 
sink  down  out  of  the  world — back  behind  counters,  and  to  menial  work 
in  warehouses.  01  ordinary  bankrupts  one  hears  nothing.  They  are 
generally  men  who,  having  saved  a  little  with  long  patience,  embark  it  aQ 
and  lose  it  with  rapid  impotence.  They  come  forward  once  in  their  lives 
with  their  little  ventures,  and  then  retire  never  more  to  be  seen  or  noticed. 
Of  all  the  shops  that  are  opened  year  after  year  in  London,  not  above  a 
half  remain  in  existence  for  a  period  of  twelve  months  ;  and  not  a  half  ever 
afford  a  livelihood  to  those  who  open  them.  Is  not  that  a  matter  which 
ought  to  fill  one  with  melancholy  ?  On  the  establishment  of  every  new 
shop  there  are  the  same  high  hopes, — those  very  hopes  with  which  Brown, 
Jones,  and  Kobinson  commenced  their  career.  It  is  not  that  all  expect 
to  shine  forth  upon  the  world  as  merchant  princes,  but  all  do  expect  to 
live  upon  the  fruit  of  their  labour  and  to  put  by  that  which  will  make 
their  old  age  respectable.  Alas  !  alas  !  Of  those  who  thus  hope  how 
much  the  larger  proportion  are  doomed  to  disappointment.  The  little 
lots  of  goods  that  are  bought  and  brought  together  with  so  much  pride 
turn  themselves  into  dust  and  rubbish.  The  gloss  and  gilding  wean 
away,  as  they  wear  away  also  from  the  heart  of  the  adventurer,  and  then 
the  small  aspirant  sinks  back  into  the  mass  of  nothings  from  whom  he 
had  thought  to  rise.  When  one  thinks  of  it,  it  is  very  sad  ;  but  the 
sadness  is  not  confined  to  commerce.  It  is  the  same  at  the  bar,  with  the 
army,  and  in  the  Church.    We  see  only  the  few  who  rise  above  the 
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iraves,  and  know  nothing  of  the  many  who  are  drowned  beneath  the 
waters. 

Perhaps  something  of  all  this  was  in  the  heart  of  our  friend  Robinson 
as  he  placed  himself  at  his  desk  in  his  little  room.  Now,  for  this  next 
>iay  or  two  he  would  still  be  somebody  in  the  career  of  Magenta  House. 
His  services  were  wanted ;  and  therefore,  though  he  was  ruined,  men 
snjiled  on  him.  But  how  would  it  be  with  him  when  that  sale  should  be 
ever,  and  when  he  would  be  called  upon  to  leave  the  premises  and  walk 
lorth  into  the  street?  He  was  aware  now,  though  he  had  never  so 
tLought  of  himself  before,  that  in  the  short  days  of  his  prosperity  he  had 
t-(ken  much  upon  himself,  as  the  member  of  a  prosperous  firm.  It  had 
cvver  then  occurred  to  him  that  he  had  given  himself  airs  because  he  was 
Robinson,  of  the  house  in  Bishopsgate  Street;  but  now  he  bethought 
Limself  that  he  had  perhaps  done  so.  How  would  men  treat  him  when 
be  should  no  longer  be  the  same  Robinson  ?  How  had  he  condescended 
to  Poppins  !  how  had  he  domineered  at  the  "  Goose  and  Gridiron  !  "  how 
Lid  he  patronized  those  who  served  him  in  the  shop  !  Men  remember 
these  things  of  themselves  quite  as  quickly  as  others  remember  them. 
Kobinson  thought  of  all  this  now,  and  almost  wished  that  those  visits  to 
Blackfriars  Bridge  had  not  been  in  vain. 

But  nevertheless  it  behoved  him  to  work.  He  had  promised  that  he 
would  use  his  own  peculiar  skill  for  the  benefit  of  the  creditors,  and 
therefore,  shaking  himself  as  it  were  out  of  his  despondency,  he  buckled 
himself  to  his  desk.  "  It  is  a  grand  opportunity,"  he  said,  as  he  thought 
of  the  task  before  him,  "  but  my  work  will  be  no  Jouger  for  myself  and 
partners. 

"  The  lofty  rhyme  I  still  must  make, 

Though  other  hands  shall  touch  the  money. 
So  do  the  bees  for  others'  sake 

Fill  their  waxen  combs  with  honey." 

Then,  when  he  had  thus  solaced  himself  with  verse,  he  sat  down  to  his 
work. 

There  was  a  mine  of  wealth  before  him  from  which  to  choose.  A 
tradesman  in  preparing  the  ordinary  advertisements  of  his  business  is 
f'Miged  to  remember  the  morrow.  He  must  not  risk  everything  on  one 
cast  of  the  die.    He  must  be  in  some  degree  modest  and  circumspect,  lest 

shut  himself  out  from  all  possibility  of  rising  to  a  higher  note  on  any 
future  opportunity.  But  in  preparing  for  a  final  sacrifice  the  artist  may 
give  the  reins  to  his  imagination,  and  plunge  at  once  into  all  the  luxuries 
<  f  the  superlative.  But  to  this  pleasure  there  was  one  drawback.  The 
taing  hud  been  done  so  often  that  superlatives  had  lost  their  value,  and  it 
tad  come  to  pass  that  the  strongest  language  sounded  impotently  in  the 
railed  cars  of  the  public.  What  idea  can,  in  its  own  nature,  be  more 
Arrowing  to  the  soul  than  that  of  a  TREMENDOUS  SACRIFICE  ? 
>  at  what  effect  would  arise  now-a-days  from  advertising  a  sale  under  such 
a  beading  ?    Every  little  milliner  about  Tottenham  Court  Road  has  her 
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"  Troracndous  Sacrifice!"  when  she  desires  to  rid  ber  shelves  of  ends of 
ribbons  and  bits  of  soiled  flowers.  No ;  some  other  language  than  this 
must  be  devised.  A  phraseology  not  only  startling  bat  new  moat  be 
invented  in  preparing  the  final  sale  of  the  house  of  Brown,  Jones,  aid 
Robinson; 

He  threw  himself  back  in  bis  chair,  and  sat  for  awhile  silent,  with  his 
finger  fixed  upon  his  brow*  The  first  words  wero  everything,  and  wtaf 
should  be  the  first  words  ?  At  last,  in  a  moment,,  they  oame  to  him,  and 
he  wrote  ar  fallows : — 

"RUIN!    RUIN!!  RUIN!!! 

"  WASTEFUL  AND  IMPETUOUS  SALE  I 

"  At  Magenta  House,  81,  Bishopsgate  Street,  on  March  the  5th.  *sd 
"  three  following  days,  the  Stock  in  Trade  of  the  bankrupts,  Brown,  Jons, 
"  and  Robinson,  valued  at  209,657/.  15*.  3d.,  will  be  thrown  broadcast 
"before  the  public  at  the  frightful,  reduction  of  73  per  Cent,  on  the  cost 
"  price. 

*'  To  acquire  the  impetus  and  force  necessary  for  the  realization  of  m 
"  vast  a  property,  all  goods  ore  quoted  for  TRUE,  HONEST,  BONA-FIDE 
"  SALE  at  One-Quarter  the  Cost  Price. 

"  This  is  a  Solemn  Fact,  and  one  which  well  merits  the  earnest  attentica 
"  of  every  mother  of  a  family  in  England.  The  goods  are  of  the  first  claji 
"  And  as  no  attempt  in  trade  ha»  ever  hitherto  been  made  of  equal  marni- 
"  tude  to  that  of  the  bankrupts,  it  may  with  absolute  truth  be  said  that 
"  no  such  opportunity  as  this  has- ever  yet  been  afforded,  to  the  public  cf 
"  supplying  themselves  with  the  richest  articles  of  luxury  at  prices- whica 
"  are  all  but  nominal.  How  will  any  lady  hereafter  forgive  herself,  vrbc 
11  shall  fail  to  profit  by  such  an  opportunity  as  this?" 

Such  was  the  heading  of  his  bills,  and  he  read  and  re-read  the  words, 
not  without  a  glow  of  pleasure.  One  can  be  in  love  with  ruin  so  long  ar 
the  excitement  lasts.  "A  Solemn  Fact!"  he  repeated  to  himself;  *or 
shall  I  say  a  Glorious  Fact  ?  Glorious  would  do  well  for  the  public  view 
of  the  matter ;  but  as  it  touches  the  firm,  Solemn,  perhaps,  is  core 
appropriate.  Mother  of  a  Family  !  Shall  I  say,  also,  of  every  Father? 
I  should  like  to  inolude  all ;  but  then  the  fathers  never  come,  and  it 
would  sound  loaded."  Again  he  looked  at  the  bill,  again  road  it,  and 
tli en  proceeded  to  describe  with  great  accuracy,  on  a  fly-leaf,  the 
dimensions  of  the  paper  to  be  used,  the  size  of  the  different  typos,  and 
the  adaptation  of  various  colours.  "That  will  do,"  said  he;  "I  think 
that  will  do." 

But  this  which  he  had  now  done,  though,  perhaps,  the  most  importic. 
part  of  his  task,  was  by  no  means  the  most  laborious.  He  had  before 
him  various  catalogues  of  the  goods,  and  it  remained  for  him  to  affix  the 
prices,  to  describe  the  qualities,  and  to  put  down  the  amount  of  each 
on  hand.  This  was  no  light  task,  and  he  worked  hard  at  it  into  the 
middle  of  the  night.    But  long  before  that  time  came  he  had  thrust  svsv 
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from  him  the  inefficient  lists  with  which  he  had  been  supplied,  and  trusted 
himself  wholly  to  his  imagination.  So.  may  be  seen  the  inspired  school- 
master who  has  beneath  his  hands  the  wretched  verses  of  a  dull  pupil. 
For  awhile  he  attempts  to  reduce-  to  reason  and  prosody  the  futile  efforts 
of  the  scholar,  but  anon  he  lays  aside  in  disgust  the  distasteful  task, 
and  turning  his  eyes  upwards  to  the  Muso  who  has  ever  been  faithful, 
he  dashes  off  a  few  genial  lines  of  warm  poetry.  The  happy  juvenile) 
with  wondering  pen,  copies  the  work,  and  the  parent's  heart  rejoices  over 
the  prize  which  his  child  has  won.  So  was  it  now  with  Robinson.  What 
could  he  do  with  a  poor  gros3  of  hose,  numbered  7  to  10  ?  or  what  with 
a  score  or  two  of  middling  kids  ?  There  were  five  dozen  and  nine  left 
of  the  Katakairions.  Was  he  to  put  down  such  numbers  as  those  in  his 
sacrificial  catalogue  ?  For  awhile  he  kept  these  entries  before  him  as  a 
guide — as  a  guide  which  in  some  sosfc  he  might  follow  at  a  wide  distance. 
But  he  found  that  it  was  impossible  for  him  to  be  so  guided,  even  at  any 
distance,  and  at  last  he  thrust  the  poor  figures  from  him  altogether  and 
trampled  them  under  his  feetL  Tablecloths,  seven  dozen  and  a  half^ 
different  sizes."  That  was  the  last  item  he  read,  and  as  he  pushed  it 
away,  the  following  were  the  words  which  his  fertile  pen  produced  : — 

"  The  renowned  Flemish  Treble  Table  Damasks,  of  argentine  brightness  and  snow- 
like parity,  with  designs  of  absolute  grandeur  and  artistic  perfection  of  outline.  To 
dine  eight  persons,  worth  Ui  8c.  Qd.f  for  7s.  3t/i ;  to  dine  twelve,  worth  1/.  18*.  &/;, 
for  Mb.  ll±d.  ;  to  dine  sixteen,  worth  3/.  Lite.  6d.,  for  IBs.  9±d. ;  and  so  on,  at  the 
same  rate,  to  any  size  which  the  epicurean,  habits  of  this  convivial  nge  can  jwssibly 
nqaia." 

Space  will  not  permit  us  here  to  give  the  bill  entire,  but  after  this 

feshion  was  it  framed.    And  then  the  final  note  was  as  follows : — 

"N.B. — Many  tons  weight  of  Firsfr-Class  Table  Damasks  and  Sheetings,  soiled 
bat  not  otherwise  impaired  ;  also  of  liibbona,  Gloves,  Hose,  Shirts,  Crinolines, 
Paletots,  Mantles,  Shawls*  Prints*  Towels,  Blankets*  Quilts,  and  Flouncinge,  will 
be  sold  on  the  first  two  days  at  BUYERS'  OWN  PBJ££S." 

"  There/'  said  he,  as  be  closed  down  his  ink-bottle  at  three  o'clock  in 
the  morning,  "•  that,  I  suppose,  is  my  last  day's  work  in  the  house  of 
Brown,  Jones,  and  Robinson.  I  have  worked,  not  for  myself,  but  others, 
and  I  have  worked  honestly."  Then  he  went  home,  and  slept  as  though 
be  had  no  trouble  on  his  mind. 

On  the  following  morning  he  again  was  there,  and-  Messrs.  Giles, 
Burrows,  and  Sloman  attended  with  him.-  Mr.  Brown,  also,  and 
Mr.  Jones  were  present.  On  this  occasion  the  meeting  was  held  in 
Mr.  Brown's  sitting-room,  and  they  were  all  assembled  in  order  that 
fcobinson  might  read  over  the  sale  list  as  he  had  prepared  it.  Poor 
Mr.  Brown  sat  in  a  corner  of  his  old  sofa,  very  silent.  Now  and  again, 
as  some  long  number  or  specially  magniloquent  phrase  would  strike  his 
ear,  he  expressed  his  surprise  by  u  sort  of  gasp;  but  throughout  the 
whole  morning  he  did  not  speak  a  word  as  to  the  business  on  hand.  Jones 
for  the  first  few  minutes  attempted  to  criticize;  but  the  authority  of 
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Mr.  Sloman  and  the  burly  aspect  of  Mr.  Giles  the  paper-dealer,  were 
soon  too  much  for  his  courage,  and  he  also  collapsed  into  silence. 
But  the  three  gentlemen  who  were  most  concerned  did  not  show  all  that 
silent  acquiescence  which  George  Robinson's  painful  exertions  on  their 
behalf  so  richly  deserved. 

"  Impetuous  1 "  said  Mr.  Sloman.  "  What  does  *  impetuous 1  mean  ? 
I  never  heard  tell  before  of  an  impetuous  sacrifice.  Tremendous  is  the 
proper  word,  Mr.  Robinson." 

"  Tremendous  is  not  my  word,"  answered  Robinson ;  "  and  as  to  the 
meaning  of  impetuous  " 

"  It  sounds  well,  I  think,"  said  Mr.  Burrows;  and  then  they  went  on. 

"  Broadcast — broadcast  I "  said  Mr.  Giles.  "  That  means  sowing, 
don't  it  ?  " 

"  Exactly,"  said  Robinson.  "  Have  not  I  sown,  and  are  not  you 
to  reap  ?  If  you  will  allow  me  I  will  go  on."  He  did  go  on,  and  by 
degrees  got  through  the  whole  heading ;  but  there  was  hardly  a  word 
which  was  not  contested.  It  is  all  very  well  for  a  man  to  write,  when 
he  himself  is  the  sole  judge  of  what  shall  be  written ;  but  it  is  a  terrible 
thing  to  have  to  draw  up  any  document  for  the  approval  of  others. 
One's  choicest  words  are  torn  away,  one's  figures  of  speech  are  maltreated, 
one's  stops  are  misunderstood,  and  one's  very  syntax  is  put  to  confusion; 
and  then,  at  last,  whole  paragraphs  are  cashiered  as  unnecessary.  First 
comes  the  torture  and  then  the  execution.  "  Come,  Wilkins,  you  have 
the  pen  of  a  ready  writer :  prepare  for  us  this  document."  In  snch 
words  is  the  victim  addressed  by  his  colleagues.  Unhappy  Wilkins !  he 
little  dreams  of  the  misery  before  him,  as  he  proudly  applies  himself  to 
his  work. 

But  it  is  beautiful  to  hear  and  see,  when  two  scribes  have  been 
appointed,  how  at  first  they  praise  each  other's  words,  as  did  Trissotin 
and  Vadius  ;  how  gradually  each  objects  to  this  comma  or  to  that 
epithet ;  how  from  moment  to  moment  their  courage  will  arise, — till  at 
last  every  word  that  the  other  has  written  is  foul  nonsense  and  flat 
blasphemy; — till  Vadius  at  last  will  defy  his  friend  in  prose  and  verse, 
in  Greek  and  Latin. 

Robinson  on  this  occasion  had  no  rival,  but  not  the  less  were  his 
torments  very  great.  "  Argentine  brightness ! "  said  Mr.  Giles.  "  What's 
Argentine?*  I  don't  like  'argentine.'  You'd  better  put  that  out,  Mr. 
Robinson." 

"  It's  the  most  effective  word  in  the  whole  notice,"  said  Robinson,  and 
then  he  passed  on. 

"  Tons  weight  of  towelling !  "  said  Mr.  Sloman.  "  That's  coming  it 
a  little  too  strong,  Mr.  Robinson." 

This  was  the  end  of  the  catalogue.  "  Gentlemen,"  said  Robinson, 
rising  from  his  chair,  "  what  little  I  have  been  able  to  do  for  you  in  this 
matter  I  have  done  willingly.  There  is  the  notice  of  your  sale,  drawn 
out  in  such  language  as  seems  suitable  to  me.     If  it  answers  your 


Digitized  by  Google 


THE  STRUGGLES  OF  BROWN,  JOXES,  AND  ROBINSON.  301 

purpose,  I  pray  that  you  will  use  it.  If  you  can  frame  one  that  will  do 
«o  better,  I  beg  that  no  regard  for  my  feelings  may  stand  in  your  way. 
My  only  request  to  you  is  this, — that  if  my  words  be  used,  they  may  not 
be  changed  or  garbled."    Then,  bowing  to  them  all,  he  left  the  room. 

They  knew  the  genius  of  the  man,  and  the  notice  afterwards  appealed 
exactly  in  the  form  in  which  Robinson  had  framed  it. 


chapter.  xxiil 
Farewell. 

For  the  four  appointed  days  the  sale  was  continued,  and  it  was  wondrous 
to  see  with  what  animation  the  things  went  off.  It  seemed  as  though 
ladies  were  desirous  of  having  a  souvenir  from  Magenta  House,  and  that 
goods  could  be  sold  at  a  higher  price  under  the  name  of  a  sacrifice  than 
they  would  fetch  in  the  ordinary  way  of  trade.  "  If  only  we  could  have 
done  as  well,"  Robinson  said  to  his  partner  Jones,  wishing  that,  if  possible, 
there  might  be  good-humour  between  them  in  these  last  days. 

"  We  did  do  quite  as  well,  and  better,"  said  Jones,  "  only  the  money  was 
thrown  away  in  them  horrid  advertisements."  After  that,  George  Robinson 
made  no  further  efFort  to  maintain  friendly  relations  with  Mr.  Jones. 

"  George,"  said  Mr.  Brown,  "  I  hope  they'll  allow  me  something. 
They  ought;  oughtn't  they?  There  wouldn't  have  been  nothing,  only 
for  my  four  thousand  pounds."  Robinson  did  not  take  the  trouble  to 
explain  to  him  that  had  he  kept  his  four  thousand  pounds  out  of  the  way, 
the  creditors  would  not  now  have  any  lost  money  to  lament.  Robinson 
was  careful  to  raise  no  hopes  by  his  answer ;  but,  nevertheless,  he  resolved 
that  when  the  sale  was  over,  he  would  do  his  best. 

On  the  fifth  day,  when  the  shop  had  been  well  nigh  cleared  of  all  the 
goods,  the  premises  themselves  were  sold.  Brown,  Jones,  and  Robinson 
had  taken  them  on  a  term  of  years,  and  the  lease  with  all  the  improve- 
ments was  put  up  to  auction.  When  we  say  that  the  price  which  the 
property  fetched  exceeded  the  whole  sum  spent  for  external  and  internal 
decorations,  including  the  Magenta  paint  and  the  plate-glass,  we  ft-el 
that  the  highest  possible  testimony  is  given  to  the  taste  and  talent  displayed 
by  the  firm. 

It  was  immediately  after  this  that  application  was  made  to  the  creditors 
on  behalf  of  Mr.  Brown. 

"  Ue  brought  four  thousand  pounds  into  the  business,"  said  Robinson, 
M  and  now  he  hasn't  a  penny  of  his  own." 

"  And  we  have  none  of  us  got  a  penny,"  whined  out  Mr.  Jones,  who 
was  standing  by. 

"  Mr.  Jones  and  I  are  young, and  can  earn  our  bread,"  said  Robinson; 
"  but  that  old  man  must  go  into  the  workhouse,  if  you  do  not  feel  it 
possible  to  do  something  for  him." 
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"  And  so  must  my  poor  babies,"  said  Jones.  "  As  to  work,  I  ain't  fit 
for  it." 

But  he  was  soon  interrupted,  and  made  to  understand  that  he  might 
think  himself  lucky  if  he  were  not  made  to  disgorge  that  which  he 
already  possessed.  As  to  Mr.  Brown,  the  creditors  with  much  generosity 
agreed  that  an  annuity  of  20s.  a  week  should  be  purchased  for  him 
out  of  the  proceeds  of  the  sale.  "  I  ain't  long  for  this  world,  George," 
he  said,  when  he  was  told ;  "  and  they  ought  to  get  it  cheap.  Put  'em 
up  to  that,  George ;  do  now."  Twenty  shillings  a  week  was  not  much  for 
all  his  wants ;  but,  nevertheless,  he  might  be  more  comfortable  with  that 
than  he  had  been  for  many  a  year,  if  only  his  daughter  would  be  kind  to 
him.  Alas,  alas  I  was  it  within  the  nature  of  things  that  his  daughters 
should  be  kind  ? 

It  was  on  this  occasion,  when 
was  communicated  to  Mr.  Brown  by  Robinson,  that  that  conversation  took 
place  to  which  allusion  has  been  made  in  the  opening  chapter  of  these 
memoirs.  Of  course,  it  was  necessary  that  each  member  of  the  firm 
should  provide  in  some  way  for  his  future  necessities.  Mr.  Jones  had 
signified  his  intention  of  opening  a  small  hairdresser's  shop  in  Gray's  Inn 
Lane.  "  I  was  brought  up  to  it  once,"  he  said,  "  and  it  don't  require 
much  ready  money."  Both  Mr.  Brown  and  Robinson  knew  that  he  was 
in  possession  of  money,  but  it  was  not  now  worth  their  while  to  say  more 
about  this.  The  fox  had  made  good  his  prey,  and  who  could  say  where 
it  was  hidden. 

"  And  what  will  you  do,  George  ?  "  asked  Mr.  Brown. 

Then  it  was  that  Robiuson  communicated  to  them  the  fact  that  appli- 
cation had  been  made  to  him  by  the  editor  of  this  Magazine  for  a  written 
account  of  the  doing3  of  the  firm.  "  I  think  it  may  be  of  advantage  to 
commerce  in  general,"  the  Editor  had  said  with  his  customary  dignity  of 
expression  and  propriety  of  demeanour.  "  I  quite  agree  with  you," 
Robinson  had  replied,  "if  only  the  commercial  world  of  Great  Britain 
can  be  induced  to  read  the  lesson."  The  Editor  seemed  to  think  that  the 
commercial  world  of  Great  Britain  did  read  the  Cornhill  Magazine,  and 
an  arrangement  was  quickly  made  between  them.  Those  who  have 
perused  the  chapter  in  question  will  remember  how  Robinson  yielded 
when  the  senior  partner  pleaded  that  as  they  had  been  partners  so  long, 
they  should  still  be  partners  to  the  end  ;  and  how  he  had  yielded  again 
when  it  was  suggested  to  him  that  he  should  receive  some  assistance  in 
the  literary  portion  of  the  work.  That  assistance  has  been  given,  and 
George  Robinson  hopes  that  it  may  have  been  of  advantage. 

"  I  suppose  we  shall  see  each  other  sometimes,  George,"  Maryanne 
said  to  him,  when  she  came  down  to  his  little  room  to  bid  him  farewell. 

"  I  hope  we  shall,  Maryanne." 

"  I  don't  suppose  we  shall  ever  dance  together  again  at  the  Hall  of 
Harmony." 

"  No,  Maryanne,  never.    That  phase  of  life  is  for  me  over.  Neither 
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with  you  nor  with  any  other  fair  girl  shall  I  again  wanton  away  tho 
flying  hours.    Life  is  too  precious  for  that;  and  the  work  which  falls 
upon  a  man's  shouldeis  is  too  exacting.    The  Hall  of  Harmony  is  for 
children,  Maryanne ; — for  grown  children,  perhaps,  but  atill  for  children." 
"  You  used  to  like  it,  George." 

"  I  did;  and  could  again.  So  could  I  again  atop  with  longing  mouth 
at  the  window  of  that  pastrycook,  whose  tarts  in  early  life  attracted  all 
my  desires.  I  could  again  be  a  boy  in  everything,  did  I  not  recognize 
the  stern  necessity  which  calls  me  to  be  a  man.  I  could  dance  with  you 
still,  whirling  swiftly  round  the  room  to  the  sweet  sound  of  the  musk-, 
stretching  the  hours  of  delight  out  to  the  very  dawn,  were  it  not  for 
Adam's  doom.  In  the  sweat  of  my  brow  must  I  eat  my  bread.  There 
is  a  time  for  all  things,  Maryanne ;  but  with  me  the  time  for  such  pastimes 
as  those  is  gone." 

"  You'll  keep  company  with  some  other  young  woman  before  long, 
George,  and  then  you'll  be  less  gloomy." 

"  Never !  That  phase  of  life  is  also  over.  Why  should  I?  To  what 
purpose?" 

"  To  be  married,  of  course." 

"Yes;  and  become  a  woman's  slave,  like  poor  Poppins;  or  else  have 
my  heart  torn  again  with  racking  jealousy,  as  it  was  with  you.  No, 
Maryanne !  Let  those  plodding  creatures  link  themselves  with  women 
whoBc  bodies  require  comforting  but  whose  minds  never  soar.  The  world 
must  be  populated,  and  therefore  let  the  Briskets  marry." 

"  I  suppose  you've  heard  of  him,  George  ?  " 

"Not a  word." 

"La,  now  !  I  declare  you've  no  curiosity  to  inquire  about  any  one. 
If  I  was  dead  and  buried  to-morrow,  I  believe  you'd  never,  ask  a  word 
about  me." 

"  I  would  go  to  your  grave,  Maryanne,  and  sit  there  in  silence." 

"Would  you,  now?  I  hope  you  won't,  all  the  same.  But  about 
Brisket  You  remember  when  that  row  was,  and  you  were  so  nigh 
choking  him  ?  " 

"Do  I  remember?  Ay,  Maryanne;  when  shall  I  forget  it?  It  was 
the  last  hour  of  my  madness." 

"  I  never  admired  you  so  much  as  I  did  then,  George.  But  never 
mind.    That's  all  done. and  over  now — isn't  it?  " 

"All  done  and  over,"  said  Robinson,  mournfully  repeating  her 
words. 

"  Of  course  it  is.  But  about  Brisket.  Immediately  after  that,  the 
very  next  day,  he  went  out  to  Gogham, — where  he  was  always  going,  you 
know,  with  that  cart  of  his,  to  buy  aheep.    Sheep,  indeed  1 " 

"  And  wasn't  it  for  sheep?  " 

"No,  George.  Brisket  was  the  sheep,  and  there  was  there  a  little 
she- wolf  that  has  got  him  at  .last  into  her  claws.  Brisket  is  married, 
George." 
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"What!  another  Poppins?    Ha!  ha  I  ha!    We  shall  not  want  for 
children." 

"  lie  has  seen  his  way  at  last.   She  was  a  drover's  daughter ;  and  now 
he's  married  her  and  brought  her  home." 
"  A  drover's  daughter  1 " 

"  Well,  he  says  a  grazier's;  but  it's  all  the  same.  He  never  would 
have  done  for  me,  George ;  never.  And  I'll  tell  you  more ;  I  don't  think 
I  ever  saw  the  man  as  would.  I  should  have  taken  either  of  you, — I  was 
so  knocked  about  among  'em.  But  I  should  have  made  you  miserable, 
whichever  it  was.    It's  a  consolation  to  me  when  I  think  of  that." 

And  it  was  a  consolation  also  to  him.  He  had  loved  her, — had  loved 
her  very  dearly.  He  had  been  almost  mad  for  love  of  her.  But  yet  he 
had  always  known,  that  had  he  won  her  she  would  have  made  him 
miserable.  There  was  consolation  in  that  when  he  thought  of  his  loss. 
Then,  at  last,  he  wished  her  good-by.  "  And  now  farewell,  Maryanne. 
Be  gentle  with  that  old  man." 

"  George,"  she  said,  "  as  long  as  he  wants  me,  Til  stick  to  him.  He's 
never  been  a  good  father  to  me;  but  if  he  wants  me,  I'll  stick  to  him. 
As  to  being  gentle,  it's  not  in  me.  I  wasn't  brought  up  gentle,  and  you 
can't  teach  an  old  dog  new  tricks."  Those  were  the  last  words  she  spoke 
to  him,  and  they  had,  at  any  rate,  the  merit  of  truth. 

And  then,  before  he  walked  out  for  the  last  time  from  the  portals  of 
Magenta  House,  he  bade  adieu  to  his  old  partner  Mr.  Brown.  "God 
bless  you,  George !  "  said  the  old  man ;  "  God  bless  you  1 " 

"  Mr.  Brown,"  said  ho,  "  I  cannot  part  from  you  without  acknow- 
ledging that  the  loss  of  all  your  money  sits  very  heavy  on  my  heart." 

"  Never  think  of  it,  George." 

"  But  I  shall  think  of  it.  You  were  an  old  man,  Mr.  Brown,  and  the 
money  was  enough  for  you;  or,  if  you  did  go  into  trade  again,  the  old 
way  would  have  suited  you  best" 

"  Well,  George,  now  you  mention  it,  I  think  it  would." 

"  It  was  the  same  mistake,  Mr.  Brown,  that  we  have  so  often  heard 
of, — putting  old  wine  into  a  new  bottle.  The  bottle  is  broken  and  the 
wine  is  spilt.  For  myself,  I've  learned  a  lesson,  and  I  am  a  wiser  man; 
but  I'm  sorry  for  you,  Mr.  Brown." 

"  I  shall  never  say  a  word  to  blame  you,  George." 

"As  to  my  principles, — that  system  of  commerce  which  I  have 
advocated, — as  to  that,  I  am  still  without  a  doubt.  I  am  certain  of  the 
correctness  of  my  views.  Look  at  Barlywig  and  his  colossal  fortune,  and 
40,000/.  a  year  spent  in  advertising." 

"  But  then  you  should  have  your  40,000/.  a  year." 

"  By  no  means !  But  the  subject  is  a  long  one,  Mr.  Brown,  and 
cannot  now  be  discussed  with  advantage.  This,  however,  I  do  feel, — that 
I  should  not  have  embarked  your  little  all  in  such  an  enterprise.  It  was 
enough  for  you;  but  to  me,  with  my  views,  it  was  nothing, — less  than 
nothing.    I  will  begin  again  with  unimpeded  wings,  and  you  shall  hear  of 
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my  success.  But  for  your  sake,  Mr.  Brown,  I  regret  what  is  past."  Then 
he  pressed  the  old  man's  hand  and  went  forth  from  Magenta  House.  From 
that  day  to  this  present  one  he  lias  never  again  entered  the  door. 

"  And  so  Brisket  is  married.  Brisket  is  right.  Brisket  is  a  happy 
man,"  he  said  to  himself,  as  he  walked  slowly  down  the  passage  by 
St.  Botolph's  Church.  "  Brisket  is  certainly  right ;  I  will  go  and  see 
Brisket."  So  he  did;  and  continuing  his  way  along  the  back  of  the  Bank 
and  the  narrow  6treet  which  used  to  be  called  Lad  Lane, — I  wish  they 
would  not  alter  the  names  of  the  streets ;  was  it  not  enough  that  the  "  Swan 
with  Two  Necks  "  should  be  pulled  down,  foreshadowing,  perhaps,  in  its 
ruin  the  fate  of  another  bird  with  two  necks,  from  which  this  one  took 
its  emblematic  character  ? — and  so  making  his  way  out  into  AldersgaU 
Street.  He  had  never  before  visited  the  Lares  of  Brisket,  for  Brisket  had 
been  his  enemy.  But  Brisket  was  his  enemy  no  longer,  and  he  walked 
into  the  shop  with  a  light  foot  and  a  pleasant  smile.  There,  standing  at 
some  little  distance  behind  the  block,  looking  with  large,  wondering  eyes 
at  the  carcases  of  the  sheep  which  hung  around  her,  stood  a  wee  little 
woman,  very  pretty,  with  red  cheeks,  and  red  lips,  and  short,  thick, 
clustering  curls.  This  was  the  daughter  of  the  grazier  from  Gogham. 
"  The  shopman  will  be  back  in  a  minute,"  said  she.  "  I  ought  to  be  able 
to  do  it  myself,  but  Fm  rather  astray  about  the  things  yet  awhile."  Then 
George  Robinson  told  her  who  he  wa3. 

She  knew  his  name  well,  and  gave  him  her  little  plump  hand  in  token 
of  greeting.  "  Laws  a  mercy  1  are  you  George  Robinson  ?  I've  heard 
such  a  deal  about  you.  He's  inside,  just  tidying  himself  a  bit  for  dinner. 
Who  do  you  think  there  is  here,  Bill  ?  "  and  she  opened  the  door  leading 
to  the  back  premises.  "  Here's  George  Robinson,  that  you're  always  so 
full  of."  Then  he  followed  her  out  into  a  little  yard,  where  he  found 
Brisket  in  the  neighbourhood  of  a  pump,  smelling  strongly  of  yellow 
soap,  with  his  sleeves  tucked  up,  and  hard  at  work  with  a  rough  towel. 

"  Robinson,  my  boy,"  cried  he,  14  Fm  glad  to  see  you ;  and  so  is  Mrs.  B. 
Ain't  you,  Em'Iy  ?  "  Whereupon  Em'ly  said  that  she  was  delighted  to 
fee  Mr.  Robinson.  "  And  you're  just  in  time  for  as  tidy  a  bit  of  roast 
veal  as  you  won't  see  again  in  a  hurry, — fed  down  at  Gogham  by  Em'ly'* 
mother.    I  killed  it  myself,  with  my  own  hands.    Didn't  I,  Em'ly  ?  " 

Robinson  stopped  and  partook  of  the  viands  which  were  so  strongly 
recommended  to  him ;  and  then,  after  dinner,  he  and  Brisket  and  the 
bride  became  very  intimate  and  confidential  over  a  glass  of  hot  brandy - 
and-water. 

"  I  don't  do  this  kind  of  thing,  only  when  Tve  got  a  friend,"  said 
Brisket,  tapping  the  tumbler  with  his  spoon.  "  But  I  really  am  glad  to 
■ee  you.  Fve  took  a  fancy  to  you  now,  ever  since  you  went  so  nigh 
throttling  me.  By  Jove !  though,  I  began  to  think  it  was  all  up  with 
me, — only  for  Sarah  Jane." 

"  But  he  didn't ! "  said  Emily,  looking  first  at  her  great  husband  and 
then  at  Robinson's  slender  proportions. 
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" Didn't  he  though?    But  he  just  did.    And  what  do  you  think, 
Em'ly  ?    He  wanted  me  onee  to  sit  with  him  on  a  barrel  of  gunpowder." 
"  A  barrel  of  gunpowder !  " 

u  And  smoke  our  pipes  there}— quite  comfortable.  And  A  en  he 
wanted  me  to  go  and  fling  ourselves  into  the  river.  That  was  uncommon 
civil,  wasn't  it  ?    And  then  he  'well  nigh  choked  me." 

«  It  was  all  about  that  young  woman,"  said  Emily,  with  a  toss  of  Tier 
head.  "  And  from  all  I  can  hear  tell,  she  wasn't  worth  f  ghting  for.  As 
for  you,  Bill,  I  wonder  at  you;  bo  I  do." 

"  I  thought  I  saw  my  way,"  said  Brisket. 

"  It's  well  for  you  that  you've  got  somebody  near  you  that  will  see 
better  now.  And  as  for  you,  Mr.  Robinson ;  I  hope  you  won't  be  long  in 
the  dumps,  neither:"  Whereupon  he  explained  to  her  that  he  was  by  no 
means  in  the  dumps.  He  had  failed  in  trade,  no  doubt,  but  he  was  now 
engaged  upon  a  literary  work,  as  to  which  considerable  expectation  had 
been  raised,  and  he  fully  hoped  to  provide  for  his  humble  wants  in  this 
way  till  he  should  be  able  to  settle  himself  again  to  some  new  commercial 
enterprise. 

"It  isnt  that  as  she  means,"  said  Brisket.  "  She  means  about  taking 
a  wife.    That's  all  the  women  ever  thinks  of." 

"  What  I  was  saying  is,  that  as  you  and  Bill  were  both  after  her,  and 
as  you  are  both  broke  with  her,  and  seeing  that  Bill's  provided  himself 

"  And  a  charming  provision  he  has  made,"  said  Robinson. 

u  I  did  see  my  *ray,"  said  Brisket,  with  much  self-content. 

"  Bo  you  ought  to  look  elsewhere  as  well  as  he,"  continued  Emily. 
"  According  to  all  accounts,  you've  neither  of  you  lost  so  very  much  in 
not  getting  Maryanne  Brown." 

"  Maryanne  Brown  is  a  handsome  young  woman,"  said  Robinson. 

"  Why,  she's  as  red  as  red,"  said  Mrs.  Brisket;  "  quite  carroty,  they 
tell  me.  And  as  for  handsome,  Mr.  Robinson ; — handsome  is  as  handsome 
does;  that's  what  I  say.  If  I  had  two  sweethearts  going  about  talking 
of  gunpowder,  and  throwing  themselves  into  rivers  along  of  me,  I'd— 
I'd — I'd  never  forgive  myself.  60,  Mr.  Robinson,  I  hope  youU  suit 
yourself  soon.  Bill,  don't  you  take  any  more  of  that  brandy.  'Don't 
now,  when  I  tell  you  not." 

Then  Robinson  rose  and  took  his  leave,  promising  to  make  fature 
visits  to  Alderegate  Street.  And  as  Brisket  squeezed  his  hand  at  parting, 
all  the  circumstances  of  that  marriage  were  explained  in  a  very  few 
words.  "  She  had  three  hundred,  down,  you  know ; — really  down.  So  I 
said  done  and  done,  when  I  found  the  money  wasn't  there  with  Maryanne; 
and  I  think  that  I've  seen  my  way." 

Robinson  congratulated  him,  and  assured  'him  that  lie  thought  he  had 
seen  it  very  clearly. 
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chapter  xxiv. 

George  Robissos's  Dream. 

Geo  doe  Robinson,  though  his  present  wants  were  provided  for  by  h»  pen, 
was  by  no  means  disposed  to  sink  into  a  literary  hack.  It  was  by  com- 
merce that  he  desired  to  shine.  It  was  to  trade — trade,  in  the  highest 
sense  of  the  word — that  his  ambition  led  him.  Down  at  the  Crystal 
Palace  he  had  stood  by  the  hour  together  before  the  statue  of  the  great 
Cheetham — ominous  name ! — of  him  who  three  centuries  ago  had  made 
money  by  dealing  in  Manchester  goods.  Why  should  not  he  also  have 
his  statue  ?  But  then  how  was  he  to  begin  ?  He  had  begun,  and  failed. 
With  hopeful  words  he  had  declared  to  Mr.  Brown  that  not  on  that 
uecount  was  he  daunted ;  but  still  there  was  before  him  the  burden  of 
another  commencement.  Many  of  us  know  what  it  is  to  have  high  hopes, 
and  yet  to  feel  from  time  to  time  a  terrible  despondency  when  the  labours 
come  by  which  those  hopes  should  be  realized.  Robinson  had  complained 
that  he  was  impeded  in  his  flight  by  Brown  and  Jones.  Those  impedi- 
ments had  dropped  from  him  now;  and  yet  he  knew  not  how  to  proceed 
upon  his  course. 

He  walked  forth  one  evening,  after  his  daily  task,  pondering  these 
things  as  he  went.  He  made  his  solitary  way  along  the  Kingsland  Road, 
through  Tottenham,  and  on  to  Edmonton,  thinking  deeply  of  his  future 
career.  What  had  John  Gilpin  done  that  had  made  him  a  citizen  of 
renown  ?  Had  he  advertised  ?  Or  had  he  contented  himself  simply  with 
standing  behind  his  counter  till  customers  should  come  to  him?  In  John 
Gilpin's  time  the  science  of  advertisement  was  not  born ; — or,  if  born,  was 
in  its  earliest  infanoy.  And  yet  he  had  achieved  renown.  And  Cheetham 
— but  probably  Cheetham  had  commenced  with  a  capital. 

Thus  he  walked  on  till  he  found  himself  among  the  fields — those  first 
;:elds  which  greet  the  eyes  of  a  Londoner,  in  which  wheat  is  not  grown, 
but  cabbages  and  carrots  for  the  London  market ;  and  here,  seating  him- 
self upon  a  gate,  he  gave  his  mind  up  to  a  close  study  of  the  subject. 
First  he  took  from  his  pocket  a  short  list  which  he  always  carried,  and 
cuce  more  read  over  the  names  and  figures  which  it  bore. 

"  Barlywig,  £40,000  per  annum." 

How  did  Barlywig  begin  such  an  outlay  as  that?  He  knew  that  Barlywig 
had,  as  a  boy,  walked  up  to  town  with  twopence  in  Wb  pocket,  and  in  his 
early  days  had  swept  out  the  shop  of  a  shoemaker.  The  giants  of  trade 
all  have  done  that.    Then  he  went  on  with  the  list :— - 

.  £30,000  per  annum. 
.    10,000  „ 
.   \opoo  „ 

.    10^M)0  „ 


HolJoway 
Moses 


Dr.  De  Jon-jh 
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What  a  glorious  fraternity !  There  were  many  others  that  followed  with 
figures  almost  equally  stupendous.  Revalenta  Arabica !  Bedsteads! 
Paletots!  Food  for  Cattle !  But  then  how  did  these  great  men  begin? 
He  himself  had  begun  with  some  money  in  his  hand,  and  had  failed.  As 
to  them,  he  believed  that  they  had  all  begun  with  twopence.  As  for 
genius  and  special  talent,  it  was  admitted  on  all  sides  that  he  possessed  it. 
Of  that  he  could  feel  no  doubt,  as  other  men  were  willing  to  employ  him. 

"  Shall  I  never  enjoy  the  fruits  of  my  own  labour  ?  "  said  he  to  himself. 
"  Must  I  still  be  as  the  bee,  whose  honey  is  robbed  from  him  as  toon  as 
made? 

'  The  lofty  rhyme  I  still  must  build, 
Though  other  hands  shall  touch  the  money.' 

Will  this  be  my  fate  for  ever?— 

1  The  patient  oxen  till  the  furrows, 
But  never  eat  the  generous  com.' 

Shall  the  corn  itself  never  be  my  own?  " 

And  as  he  sat  there  the  words  of  Poppins  came  upon  his  memory. 
"  You  advertising  chaps  never  do  anything.  All  that  printing  never 
makes  the  world  any  richer."  At  the  moment  he  had  laughed  down 
Poppins  with  absolute  scorn  ;  but  now,  at  this  solitary  moment,  he  began 
to  reflect  whether  there  might  be  any  wisdom  in  his  young  friend's  words. 
"  The  question  has  been  argued,"  he  continued  in  his  soliloquy,  "  by  the 
greatest  philosopher  of  the  age.  A  man  goes  into  hats,  and  in  order  to 
force  a  sale,  he  builds  a  large  cart  in  the  shape  of  a  hat,  paints  it  blue,  and 
has  it  drawn  through  the  streets.  He  still  finds  that  his  sale  is  not  rapid; 
and  with  a  view  of  increasing  it,  what  shall  he  do?  Shall  he  make  his 
felt  hats  better,  or  shall  he  make  his  wooden  hat  bigger  ?  Poppins  and 
the  philosopher  say  that  the  former  plan  will  make  the  world  the  richer, 
but  they  do  not  say  that  it  will  sell  the  greater  number  of  hats.  Am  I  to 
look  after  the  world  ?  Am  I  not  to  look  to  myself?  Is  not  the  world  a 
collection  of  individuals,  all  of  whom  are  doing  so  ?  Has  anything  been 
done  for  the  world  by  the  Quixotic  aspirations  of  general  philanthropy,  at 
all  equal  to  that  which  individual  enterprise  has  achieved  ?  Poppins  and 
the  philosopher  would  spend  their  energies  on  a  good  hat.  But  why? 
Not  that  they  love  the  head  that  is  to  wear  it.  The  sale  would  still  be 
their  object.  They  would  sell  hats,  not  that  the  heads  of  men  may  be 
well  covered,  but  that  they  themselves  might  live  and  become  rich.  To 
force  a  sale  must  be  the  first  duty  of  a  man  in  trade,  and  a  man's  first 
duty  should  be  all  in  all  to  him. 

"  If  the  hats  sold  from  the  different  marts  be  not  good  enough,  with 
whom  does  the  fault  rest  ?  Is  it  not  with  the  customers  who  purchase 
them  ?  Am  I  to  protect  the  man  who  demands  from  me  a  cheap  hat?  Am 
I  to  say,  *  Sir,  here  is  a  cheap  hat.  It  is  made  of  brown  paper,  and  the 
gum  will  run  from  it  in  the  first  shower.    It  will  come  to  pieces  when 
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worn,  and  disgrace  you  among  your  female  acquaintances  by  becoming 
dinged  and  bulged  ? '  Should  I  do  him  good  ?  He  would  buy  his  cheap 
hat  elsewhere,  and  tell  pleasant  stories  of  the  madman  he  had  met.  The 
world  of  purchasers  will  have  cheap  articles,  and  the  world  of  commerce 
must  supply  them.  The  world  of  purchasers  will  have  their  ears  tickled, 
and  the  world  of  commerce  must  tickle  them.  Of  what  use  is  all  this 
about  adulteration  ?  If  Mrs.  Jones  will  buy  her  sausages  at  a  lower  price 
per  pound  than  pork  fetches  in  the  market,  has  she  a  right  to  complain 
when  some  curious  doctor  makes  her  understand  that  her  viands  have  not 
been  supplied  exclusively  from  the  pig?  She  insists  on  milk  at  three 
halfpence  a  quart ;  but  the  cow  will  not  produce  it.  The  cow  cannot 
produce  it  at  that  price,  unless  she  be  aided  by  the  pump;  and  therefore 
the  pump  aids  her.  If  there  be  dishonesty  in  this,  it  is  with  the  pur- 
chaser, not  with  the  vendor, — with  the  public,  not  with  the  tradesman." 

But  still  as  he  sat  upon  the  gate,  thus  arguing  with  himself,  a  dream 
came  over  him,  a  mist  of  thought  as  it  were,  whispering  to  him  strangely 
that  even  yet  he  might  be  wrong.  He  endeavoured  to  throw  it  off,  shaking 
himself  as  it  were,  and  striving  to  fix  his  mind  firmly  upon  his  old 
principles.  But  it  was  of  no  avail.  He  knew  he  was  awake ;  but  yet  he 
dreamed  ;  and  his  dream  was  to  him  as  a  terrible  nightmare. 

What  if  he  were  wrong !  What  if  those  two  philosophers  had  on 
their  side  some  truth  !  He  would  fain  be  honest  if  he  knew  the  way. 
What  if  those  names  upon  his  list  were  the  names  of  false  gods,  whose 
worship  would  lead  him  to  a  hell  of  swindlers  instead  of  the  bright  heaven 
of  commercial  nobility !  "  Barlywig  is  in  parliament,"  he  said  to  himself, 
over  and  over  again,  in  loud  tones,  striving  to  answer  the  spirit  of  his 
dream.  "  In  parliament !  He  sits  upon  committees ;  men  jostle  to  speak 
to  him  ;  and  he  talks  loud  among  the  big  ones  of  the  earth.  He  spends 
forty  thousand  a  year  in  his  advertisements,  and  grows  incredibly  rich 
by  the  expenditure.  Men  and  women  flock  in  crowds  to  his  shops.  He 
lives  at  Albert  Gate  in  a  house  big  enough  for  a  royal  duke,  and  is  the 
lord  of  ten  thousand  acres  in  Yorkshire.  Barlywig  cannot  have  been 
^rong,  let  that  philosopher  philosophize  as  he  will ! "  But  still  the  dream 
was  there,  crushing  him  like  a  nightmare. 

"  Why  don't  you  produce  something,  so  as  to  make  the  world  richer  ?" 
Poppins  had  said.  He  knew  well  what  Poppins  had  meant  by  making 
the  world  richer.  If  a  man  invent  a  Katakairion  shirt,  he  does  make  the 
world  richer ;  if  it  be  a  good  one,  he  makes  it  much  richer.  But  the  man 
who  simply  says  that  he  has  done  so  adds  nothing  to  the  world's  wealth. 
His  answer  had  been  that  it  was  his  work  to  sell  the  shirts,  and  that  oi 
the  purchaser  to  buy  them.  Let  each  look  to  his  own  work.  If  he 
could  be  successful  in  his  selling,  then  he  would  have  a  right  to  be  proud 
of  his  success.  The  world  would  be  best  served  by  close  attention  on 
the  part  of  each  to  his  own  business.  Such  had  been  the  arguments  with 
which  he  had  silenced  his  friend  and  contented  himself,  while  the  excite- 
ment of  the  shop  in  Bishopsgate  Street  was  continued ;  but  now,  as  he 
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eat  there  upon  the  gate,  this  dream  came  upon  him,  and  he  bc^an  to 
doubt.  Could  it  be  that  a  man  had  a  double  duty,  each  separate  from 
the  other  ; — a  duty  domestic  and  private,  requiring  his  devotion  and 
loyalty  to  his  wife,  his  children,  his  partners,  and  himself;  and  another 
diity,  widely  extended  in  all  its  bearings  and  due  to  the  world  in  which 
he  lived  ?  Gould  Poppins  have  seen  this,  while  he  was  blind  ?  Was  a 
man  bound  to  produce  true  shirts  for  the  world's  benefit,  even  though 
he  should  make  no  money  by  so  doing ;« — either  true  shirts  or  Done 
at  all? 

The  evening  light  fell  upon  him  as  he  still  sat  there  on  the  gate,  aal 
he  became  very  melancholy.  "  If  I  have  been  wrong,"  he  said  to  himself. 
"  I  must  give  up  the  fight.  I  cannot  begin  again  now  and  learn  new 
precepts.  After  all  that  I  have  done  with  that  old  man's  money,  I  canno: 
now  own  that  I  have  been  wrong,  and  commence  again  on  a  theory  taugbj 
to  me  by  Poppins.  If  this  be  so,  then  farewell  to  Commerce ! "  And 
as  he  said  so,  he  dropped  from  his  aeab,  and,  leaning  over  the  rail,  hid  his 
face  within  his  hands. 

As  he  stood  there,  suddenly  a  sound  struck  his  ears,  and  he  knew 
that  the  bells  of  Edmonton  were  ringing.  The  church  was  distant,  bat 
nevertheless  the  tones  came  sharp  upon  him  with  their  clear  music.  Hej 
rang  on  quickly,  loudly,  and  with  articulate  voice.  Surely  there  were 
words  within  those  sounds.  What  was  it  they  were  saying  to  him  ?  He 
listened  for  a  few  seconds,  for  a  minute  or  two,  for  five  minutes;  ani 
then  his  ear  and  senses  had  recognized  the  language  —  "Turn  again, 
Robinson,  member  of  parliament."  He  heard  it  so  distinctly  that  his 
ear  would  not  for  a  moment  abandon  the  promise.  The  words  could 
not  be  mistaken.    "  Turn  again,  Robinson,  member  of  parliament." 

Then  he  did  turn,  and  walked  back  to  London  with  a  trusting  heart. 
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Osh  sultry  day,  last  summer,-,  a  little  wearied  with  the  world  of  men,  I 
strolled,  for  a>  change,  to  the  world  of  brutes  assembled  in  the  Zoological 
Gardens*  It  vras  early  aod  very  hot ;  the  hitman  company  was  of  the 
thinnest.  Heat  implies  drought;  and  drought  implies  lemonade  in  the 
refreshment-room.  The  sole  visitor  present  was  a  middle-aged  lady,  of 
thoughtful  aspect,  in  a  dark-blue  dress  and  sober  bonnet.  Authoress  by 
prolession  was  written  on  her  countenance.  Her  yellow  parasol  lay 
loldeA  on  a  table  beside  hor,  and  she  beguiled  the  oppressive  noontide 
hour  by  perusing  a  thick  volume,  which  I  recognized.  On  a  stool  in 
ironc  of  her  sat  a  curiy-pated  uicliin,  six  or  seven  years  of'  age,  in  a 
^rimpon  tunic,  who  amused  himself  with  a  box  of  toy  animals;  but 
instead  of  setting  them  out  in  orderly  procession,  as  well-regulated 
■Ail.  Ireu  do,  his  pleasure  lay  in  knocking  them  together,  to  try  which 
the  strongest,  and  then  throwing  the  fragments  away,  only  keeping 
bcIi  of  the  wooden  effigies  as  were  able  to  resist  the  shock. 

Tired  of  watching  this  mischievous  imp,  I  pulled  a  newspaper  out  of 
ray  pocket,  and  began  to  read : — 

"We  are  informed  that  the  gardens  of  the  Paris  Society  of  Accli- 
matization in  the  Bois  de  Boulogne  are  becoming  more  and  more 
attractive.  They  are  in  no  way  intended  to  supersede  the  collections  of 
animals  at  the  Jnrdin  des  Plantes,  but  are  founded  on  quite  a  different 
principle — namely,  the  gradual  adaptation  of  foreign  living  creatures  to 
European  climates,  their  application  to  purposes  of  utility,  and  the 
creation  of  new  and  valuable  races.  The  silkworms  of  the  oak  and  the 
castor-oil  plant  are  already  in  the  way  of  being  naturalized.  It  is 
expected  that  ostriches  and  emeus  will  be  bred  so  rapidly,  that  their 
weary  flesh  may  be  sold  in  our  poultry  markets,  while  the  more  docile 
individuals  will  be  employed  as  beasts  of  burden.  Numerous  species, 
"specially  of  tho  larger  birds  and  beasts,  will  be  saved  from  extinction  by 
airing  refnge  in  the  ark  of  domesticity.  Indeed,  there  is  no  limit  to  the 
r*5Tdis  which  may  be  anticipated  from  experiments  conducted  by 
^lightened  sarans." 

M  And  so,"  I  pondered  to  myself,  "  collections  of  wild  animals,  which 
kgan  in  pride,  have  ended  in  prophecy.  At  first,  they  were  the  spoils 
of  victory,  the  trophies  of  conquest,  the  evidence  that  an  exploring  expe- 
dition had  penetrated  some  of  the  regions  known  on  the  map  as  Terra 
IneoptUa.  Wild  birds  and  beasts  were  also  part  of  the  tribute  offered 
by  minor  princes  to  the  mightier  neighbouring  potentate  whose  favour 
they  bad  reasons  for  cultivating ;  they  were  the  homage  paid  by  aspiring 
*arriors  to  the  sovereign  people.    In  the  latter  case,  a  grand  public 
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slaughter  was  the  fate  that  awaited  the  unfortunate  captives.  Sanguinary 
spectacles  were  all  the  multitude  cared  for  then. 

"  But,"  I  mused,  sententiously,  "  the  mighty  monarch  or  the  feudal 
lord,  the  sole  proprietor  of  a  rara  avis,  found  greater  gratification  in 
keeping  it.    The  caged  eagle  screamed  from  the  castle  on  the  cliff,  the 
tiger  growled  from  his  den  in  Indian  courts,  the  clumsy  bear  sulked  in 
his  pit  at  the  city  gate,  and,  till  lately,  lions  were  imprisoned  in  the  Tower 
of  London.    They  were  signs  hung  out  to  indicate  *  Here  dwelleth  a 
great  king :  here  a  mighty  people  have  planted  their  foot.    As  it  has 
been  with  the  wild  beasts  of  the  forest,  so  shall  it  be  with  every  other 
opponent.    Noli  me  tangere.    Touch  me  not.    Take  a  lesson,  and  retire ! ' 
Sometimes,  tributary  animals  have  been  accompanied  by  human  curiosi- 
ties, whimsically  associated  with  the  objects  in  their  charge :  the  dwarf 
conducted  the  elephant,  the  giant  led  the  fragile-limbed  gazelle.    Nay,  we 
must  confess  our  own  gratification  at  seeing  giraffes  and  hippopotamuses 
fed  and  cared  for  by  native  attendants,  Arab  chargers  presented  through 
the  hands  of  Arab  grooms,  hooded  snakes  in  London  juggled  with  by  their 
biped  fellow-countrymen,  and  yaks  in  Paris  tended  by  Chinese  herdsmen. 
A  proper  study  for  mankind  is  man.    But  it  was  not  yet  study ;  it  was 
hardly  curiosity  and  the  love  of  the  new  and  the  marvellous :  gratified 
vanity  was  the  predominant  feeling.    Menageries  were  chiefly  made  for 
the  purpose  of  saying,  *  This  is  mine  !  *    Classification  was  slow  to  begin ; 
at  first  it  was  only  a  rough  assortment  of  the  natural  objects  collected  and 
observed:  bats  and  flies  were  enrolled  together  with  birds  as  Volatiliay 
because  all  were  flying  things ;  lizards  were  quadrupeds  ;  seals  were  fish, 
whales  likewise,  without  a  shadow  of  doubt.    But  even  after  a  stock- 
taking of  the  animal  kingdom  had  been  made,  Natural  History  was  long 
regarded  as  a  harmless  means  of  amusement  and  self-glorification. 
BiuTon's  great  aim  was  less  to  solve  difficult  problems,  than  to  display  the 
beauties  of  his  style :  he  ranked  himself  as  one  of  the  five  greatest  writers 
whom  the  world  had  ever  produced,  and  evidently  thought  very  little  oi 
the  other  four.    He  was  a  careless  observer,  that  is,  he  scarcely  observed 
at  all,  or  he  would  not  have  recorded  that  *  bulls  and  cows  shed  their 
horns  every  three  years ; '  and  of  comparative  anatomy  he  was  ignorant 

"  The  glimpse  into  past  epochs  of  the  world,  which  was  opened  to  us 
by  Cuvier  and  the  geologists,  has  now  set  us  straining  our  eyes  into  the 
future.  Not  content  with  examining  what  we  have  been  and  what  we 
are,  we  are  endeavouring  to  make  out  what  we  shall  be.  The  blue-robed 
lady's  green-covered  book  teaches  that  the  world  of  plants  and  animals  is 
a  world  of  incessant  change ;  that,  in  coming  ages,  every  living  thing  will 
be  only  a  metamorphosed  shadow  of  its  present  self ;  and  no«r,"  I  con- 
cluded, scowling  at  my  newspaper,  and  speaking  audibly  in  my  excite- 
ment, "we  have  a  knot  of  French  professors  and  English  imitators 
clubbing  to  make  an  acclimatization  garden;  presuming  to  take  the 
reins  out  of  Nature's  hands,  and  to  mould  at  its  will  the  wonders  of 
creation  1" 
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"Wonders,  if  you  like,"  interrupted  the  woman  in  blue;  "but  I 
advise  you,  sir,  not  to  use  the  word  creation." 

I  stared ;  she  met  my  gaze  with  aa  cold  and  unmoved  a  look  as  might 
g!eam  from  the  enamelled  eyes  of  a  marble  bust;  which,  indeed,  her  fece 
resembled,  from  its  severe  regularity  of  feature,  though  I  had  not  observed 
this  before.  She  had  taken  off  her  bonnet,  and  her  hair  was  confined  under 
s  bright  blue  classical  Phrygian  cap.  What  I  had  supposed  to  be  a  parasol 
was  a  deadly  instrument,  of  massive  gold,  paradoxically  called  a  life  - 
preserver. 

"You  will  excuse  the  interruption  of  a  stranger,"  she  continued, 
rising  from  her  seat.  "And  yet  I  cannot  be  quite  a  stranger  to  you; 
for  not  to  know  me,  would  argue  yourself  unknown.  Here  is  my  card, 
inscribed  with  my  name  and  official  title." 

"Natural  Selection!  Originator  op  Species!!"  I  read  the 
words  with  incredulous  astonishment.  Was  the  woman  mad  ?  "  Yours 
u  a  bold  assumption,  madam  1 "  I  said. 

"  And  here  is  my  card,  too,"  interposed  the  boy.  "  I  am  Struogle- 
roa-LiPE,  sir,  at  your  service.  Did  you  never  hear  of  Struggle-for-Life 
since  your  residence  in  town  ?  " 

As  he  looked  me  in  the  face,  I  saw  that  his  eyes  were  luminous,  like 
a  cat's  in  the  dark ;  his  canine  teeth  were  short  strong  tusks ;  his  finger- 
nails were  retractile  talons ;  his  tunic  was  of  the  colour  of  arterial  blood. 

"Yes,  sir,"  said  the  lady,  of  whom  I  began  to  stand  in  awe;  "I  assume 
to  be  the  Originator  of  Species.  No  doubt,  you  prefer  what  you  call 
'creation ; '  that  is,  you  prefer  miracle  to  law.  But  I  must  tell  you,  sir, 
at  once,  that  creation,  in  your  sense  of  the  word,  has  not  existed  since  the 
calling  into  being  of  the  one  primordial  form  which  the  Creator  originally 
endowed  with  life." 

M  Indeed  1" 

M  Allow  me  to  ask  you,  sir,  do  you  believe  that  all  extinct  and  fossil 
species  have  been  extinguished  by  terrestrial  catastrophes,  and  that  all 
succeeding  and  existing  species  have  been  called  into  being  by  successive 
miraculous  acts  of  creation  ?  Do  you  really  believe  that  at  innumerable 
periods  in  the  earth's  history  certain  elemental  atoms  have  been  com- 
manded suddenly  to  flash  into  living  tissues  ?  " 

"  So  I  have  been  taught,  and  such  have  hitherto  been  my  convictions." 

"  I  know  it ;  that  article  of  faith  has  been  so  assiduously  impressed 
upon  your  mind,  that  you  are  no  more  startled  at  a  miraculous  act  of 
creation  than  you  are  at  an  ordinary  birth.    Do  you  believe  that  " 

"  Allow  me  to  observe,  madam,  that  you  will  do  well  to  leave  the 
particulars  of  the  first  appearance  of  species  on  earth  in  what  I  must  con- 
sider a  reverent  silence." 

"  Nay,  worthy  sir,  not  so,  if  you  please.  The  quaint  old  Norwich 
philosopher,  Sir  Thomas  Browne,  met  the  difficulty  more  boldly,  stating, 
'  Some  divines  count  Adam  thirty  years  old  at  his  creation,  because  they 
suppose  him  created  in  the  perfect  ago  and  stature  of  man.'    The  learned 
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knight  also  decidedly  opines,  'Another  mistake  there  may  be  in  tbe 
picture  of  our  first  parents,  who,  after  the  manner  of  their  posterity, 
are  both  delineated  with  a  navel  j  which,  notwithstanding,  cannot  be 
allowed.' " 

"  I  am  surprised  that  a  lady  of  your  respectability  should  allude  to 
such  a  feature  as  the  umbilical  scar." 

"  In  the  pursuit  of  science  we  may  venture  to  allude  to  any  tiling. 
Will  you  take  a  turn  in  the  gardens  with  us  ?  " 

"  With  pleasure,"  I  replied,  in  spite  of  the  heat,  not  caring  to  remain 
longer  alone  in  such  company. 

"  Let  us  go  and  look  at  the  lions.  Can  you  tell  me,  sir,  why  that  lion 
lashes  his  tail  ?  " 

"  Probably  because  he  is  angry;  or,  which  is  much  the  same,  because 
he  is  hungry." 

"  That  is  no  answer.    Bo  you  know  what  a  tail  is?  " 

I  was  more  puzzled  than  ever.  I  had  seen  enough  of  dogs  and  cat% 
besides  rats  and  mice,  in  the  course  of  my  life,  to  think  I  knew  what  a  tail 
was.    "A  tail  » 

"  Is  a  sure  indication,"  interrupted  my  guide,  "  of  an  animal's  having 
an  aquatic  origin.  That  lion  is  lineally  descended  from  some  unknown 
ancestor  who  lived  entirely  in  the  water.  The  swimming-bladder  of  uw 
fish  is  the  first  sketch  of  the  apparatus  wliich  was  gradually  perfected  into 
lungs.  There  are  fish  with  gills  which  breathe  the  air  dissolved  in  the 
water  at  the  same  time  that  they  also  breathe  free  air  in  their  swim- 
bladders.  Believe  me,  sir,  all  vertebrate  animals  having  true  lungs  hare 
descended,  by  ordinary  generation,  from  an  ancient  prototype  furnished 
with  a  swimming-bladder.  As  successive  generations  of  aquatic  aninuli 
became  first  amphibious  and  then  terrestrial,  in  most  vetebrate  aninuli 
the  ancestral  tail  remained  while  other  organs  were  changed  or  added." 

"  You  take  away  my  breath.  Your  assertions  stop  the  action  of  my — 
modified  swim-bladder  !  But  even  supposing  such  a  metamorphosis  pos- 
sible, what  an  immense  number  of  generations,  and  what  an  inconceivable 
lapse  of  time,  it  would  take  ! " 

"  Millions  of  years — hundreds  of  millions — thousands  of  millions,  if 
you  like." 

"  But  the  world  was  created  only  five  thousand  eight  hundred  and 
sixty-five  years  ago." 

"  At  three  o'clock  on  a  Sunday  afternoon,  according  to  certain  learned 
doctors,"  added  the  lady,  scornfully.  44  Such  chronologies  are  calculated 
on  questionable  data.  Read  Sir  Charles  Lyell,  and  make  your  mind  easy 
that  the  world  is  considerably  older  than  that.  But  to  resume  the  ques- 
tion of  tails  :  In  aquatic  animals,  all  sudden  movement  is  caused  and 
accompanied  by  agitation  of  the  tail.  In  land  animals,  we  see  the  remains 
of  an  instinctive  motion  hereditarily  transmitted  from  their  remotest  fore- 
fathers ;  that  is  all.  You  must  admit  that,  if  there  were  any  *  design'  ia 
the  matter,  there  would  be  a  contradiction  in  the  rattlesnake's  having 
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poison-fangs  for  its  own  defence  and  for  the  destruction  of  its  prey,  and  at 
the  same  time  a  rattle  in  its  tail  for  its  own  injury :  namely,  to  warn  its 
prey  to  escape.  It  is  just  as  likely  that  the  purpose  of  the  cat's  curling 
her  tail,  when  about  to  spring,  is  to  warn  the  mouse  or  the  bird  which 
constitutes  her  food." 

"  I  think  I  begin  to  see  your  drill.  If  an  animal's  form  vary  ever 
so  little,  and  that  little  turn  out  to  its  own  advantage,  you  perpetuate  the 
(peculiarity  by  hereditary  transmission,  and  so,  in  the  long  run,  you  make 
what  we  call  species." 

"Exactly.  The  chief  part  (whether  important  or  unimportant)  of 
the  organization  of  every  creature  is  simply  due  to  inheritance.  You 
would  say,  truly  enough,  that  the  spots  on  a  leopard's  skin  are  unimpor- 
tant to  its  welfare.    Why,  then,  cannot  a  leopard  change  his  spots  ?  " 

"  He  can,"  I  exclaimed,  triumphantly.  "  Look  at  that  black  leopard 
tying  at  full  length:  kt  is  not  spotted  1" 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir.  Step  this  way,  to  catch  the  light  obliquely 
glancing  on  his  coat  Don't  you  see  the  spots  distinctly  now  ?  He  cannot 
change  them,  because  all  spotted  feline  beasts  of  prey  are  descended  from  a 
remote  spotted  ancestor.  But  to  trace  the  line  of  descent  in  such  cases,  you 
must  not  confine  yourself  to  the  full-grown  or  adult  animal:  you  must 
study  the  young.  Thus,  the  spotted  feathers  on  the  young  blackbird  show 
that  it  belongs  to  the  group  of  thrushes  which  are  spotted.  Descent,  sir, 
w  the  hidden  bond  of  connection  which  naturalists  have  been  seeking 
under  the  term  4  natural  system.'  " 

Overcoming  a  disposition  to  yawn,  I  proposed  to  have  done  with 
(pots,  and  to  take  up  stripes* 

"  Agreed,"  said  the  lady.    M  We  will  step  to  the  equine  department." 

"  If  you  can  find  up  a  finely-striped  saddle-horse,  Mr.  Barnum  will 
make  you  a  liberal  offer  for  it." 

"Mr.  Barnum  has  exhibited  more  unnatural  curiosities  than  that. 
The  quagga  and  the  zebra  are  decidedly  striped  members  of  the  horse 
family.  The  ass  not  rarely  has  distinct  transverse  bars  on  its  legs,  which 
are  plainest  in  the  foal ;  the  stripe  on  each  shoulder  is  sometimes  double. 
In  English  horses,  transverse  bars  on  the  legs  are  not  rare  in  duns,  in 
which  also  a  faint  shoulder-stripe  may  sometimes  be  seen.  In  India,  the 
Kattywar  breed  of  horpes  is  so  generally  striped,  that  a  horse  without 
stripes  is  not  considered  purely  bred.  The  stripes  arc  plainest  in  the 
foal,  and  sometimes  quite  disappear  in  old  horses.  In  certain  parts 
of  the  Disunited  States,  about  nine  mules  out  of  ten  have  striped  legs." 

"Allowing  these  to  be  facts,  what  conclusion  do  you  draw  from 
them?" 

"  Take  this  spy-glass.  It  is  a  telescope  through  which  you  can  look 
back  into  time  for  thousands  and  thousands  of  generations  ago.  Gaze, 
and  you  will  see  an  animal  striped  like  a  zebra  (though  otherwise  very 
differently  constructed),  which  is  the  common  parent  of  the  domestic 
horse,  the  ass,  the  bemionus,  the  quagga,  and  the  zebra." 
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"  I  behold  it  plainly.  Let  me  take  one  more  peep  in  another 
direction,"  I  sai^,  shifting  at  the  same  time  the  focus  of  the  glass.  The 
field  of  view  was  instantly  filled  with  a  mighty  lizard,  who  slowly  walked 
over  a  heated  plain,  surrounded  by  such  countless  prey  that  he  gorged 
himself  almost  without  turning  aside.  "And  of  what  is  he  the  parent?" 
I  asked. 

"  We  are  at  the  Reptile  House,"  she  said,  authoritatively,  throwing 
open  the  doors;  "behold  his  progeny,  the  snakes  I  Here  you  may  learn 
the  meaning  of  rudimentary  organs,  superfluities,  and  parts  without  use 
or  office.    Keeper,  hand  me  that  Python  serpent,  and  also  that  boa.1' 

The  man  obeyed,  bringing  the  mighty  reptiles,  which  lay  docile  and 
motionless  in  his  arms. 

"  Of  what  use  to  the  snakes,"  she  asked,  "  are  these  little  feet  on  each 
aide  of  their  voluminous  bodies  ?  You  may  see  the  same  abortive  limbs, 
equally  superfluous,  in  the  common  English  slow-worm.  These  little 
limbs,  you  will  aay,  might  perhaps  grow  bigger,  and  gather  strength. 
Keeper,  raise  the  skin  on  the  sides  of  that  anguis  and  that  amphisbena, 
and  show  the  gentleman  the  rudiments  of  feet  beneath  it  Of  what  use  to 
the  creature  are  those  ?  " 

"  Of  not  much,  I  must  confess.' 

"  Of  none.  Still,  they  are  of  use  to  you,  as  an  assistance  in  the  task  of 
classification.  They  show  you  that  all  these  snakes  are  the  crawling 
posterity  of  some  very  ancient  four-footed  reptile.  How  they  lost  the  use 
of  their  limbs  is  not  difficult  for  you  to  conceive.  Superabundant  food, 
swarming  so  close  at  hand  that  no  pursuit  or  exertion  was  required  to 
procure  it,  would  induce  a  bloated  overgrowth  of  body,  whilst  the  limbs 
would  dwindle  away  through  disuse.  Figure  to  yourself  generations  of 
greedy  reptiles  grovelling  continually  on  their  bellies,  until  they  lost  the 
power  of  walking,  exactly  like  glutted  hogs  in  their  stye — and  the  lizard 
is  converted  into  the  snake:  on  its  belly  it  continues  to  go  all  the  days 
of  its  life." 

"  But  what  an  enormous  transmutation  of  habits,  aspect,  and  organi- 
zation ! "  I  interposed. 

"  Not  more  enormous  than  the  conversion  of  the  swim-bladder  into 
lungs.  Not  more  enormous  than  the  change  of  the  gills  of  aquatic  worms 
into  the  wings  of  insects  ;  for  know  that  organs  which  at  a  very  remote 
period  served  for  respiration,  have  been  actually  converted  into  organs  of 
flight.  The  wing  of  the  pigeon  is  inflated  with  air  ;  the  moth,  bursting 
from  its  chrysalis,  inflates  its  then  diminutive  wings  with  air  ;  the  wings  of 
bees  are  not  merely  to  fly  with,  but  to  breathe  with,  and  even  to  smell  with. 
Such  changes  are  hereditarily  transmitted.  Naturalists  have  long  puzzled 
their  brains  to  make  out  the  intention  and  purpose  of  the  very  long  claw 
which  grows  on  the  hind-toe  of  the  common  skylark.  There  is  no  purpose 
in  this  long  hind  claw  ;  it  merely  betrays  the  distant  relationship  of  the 
lark,  who  delights  in  corn-fields,  to  sundry  long-olawed  birds  who  delight 
to  walk  on  the  floating  leavea  of  aquatic  plants." 
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"  You  give  me,  then,  genealogy,  descent,  as  the  clue  to  tlio  proper 
classification  of  all  the  living  things  we  see  around  us?  " 

"  I  do.  Nature — the  grand  totality  of  organized  beings — is  a  genea- 
logical tree,  each  of  whose  branches  has  produced,  produces,  and  will 
produce,  different  leaves  and  fruit.  Tlie  tips  of  its  twigs  alone  are  clearly 
visible  to  the  human  race,  although  you  catch  glimpses  of  a  few  dry  sticks 
and  stag-headed  branchlets  (fossils)  a  little  way  down ;  but  the  stem  of 
the  tree  is  surrounded  with  rolling  mists,  and  its  roots  are  buried  in 
troubled  waters.    We  are  the  gardeners  who  train  its  growth." 

"  See,  now,  how  we  work  ! "  she  continued,  with  less  calmness  than 
was  habitual  to  her.  She  walked  through  a  herd  of  antelopes  :  every 
individual  that  was  not  agile  to  escape  the  lion,  swift  to  travel  to  fresh 
pastures  when  the  old  ones  were  exhausted,  robust  to  endure  the  perpen- 
dicular rays  of  the  sun,  and  the  scorching  wind  of  the  desert — she  touched 
with  her  golden  weapon,  and  it  fell  dead  !  All  that  she  left  surviving 
were  the  very  few  most  agile,  swiftest,  and  robustest  antelopes,  to  repre- 
sent that  numerous  herd. 

"  It  is  my  turn  now  !  "  shouted  the  red-tunicked  boy.  He  went  into 
the  midst  of  a  pack  of  wolves,  snatched  from  them  every  morsel  of  food, 
and  left  them  to  starve.  As  the  pangs  of  hunger  became  sharper  and 
sharper,  the  ravenous  brutes  set  to  devouring  each  other,  the  vigorous 
destroying  the  old,  the  healthy  tearing  the  feeble  limb  from  limb,  till  none 
were  left  but  a  single  pair,  male  and  female,  the  gauntest,  savagest,  and 
most  powerful  of  all  that  savage  group.  "  Now/1  said  the  diabolical  child, 
turning  them  loose  to  pillage  and  slaughter,  where  they  could,  "  go  and 
propagate  your  kind.  Bring  forth  other  wolves  as  admirably  wolfish  as 
yourselves  1 " 

"  Your  mode  of  proceeding  is  effectual,  certainly,"  said  I  to  my  female 
conductor ;  "  but  you  must  allow  me  to  observe  that  you  and  your  son 
are  cruel  and  relentless  ngents." 

"  Nature  is  relentless  and  inflexible,"  she  said,  returning  towards  the 
refreshment-room.  "She  will  not  change  her  laws  to  humour  the  precon- 
ceived ideas,  the  caprices,  the  blunders,  and  the  follies  of  men.  If  a 
ship's  crew  choose  to  sail  in  a  leaky  vessel,  they  run  the  risk  of  founder- 
ing; and  while  the  pitiless  waters  are  closing  over  them,  the  sun  will  shine 
us  genially  as  when  a  royal  babe  comes  into  the  world.  If  the  whole 
human  race  were  to  take  their  stand  on  the  sea-shore  at  low  water,  and 
obstinately  defy  the  laws  of  nature,  the  rising  tide  would  relentlessly 
6  wallow  the  whole  human  race." 

"I  must,  however,  observe,"  I  urged, 41  that  the  future  which  you  pro-  . 
mise  is  not  cheering.  Strength  is  to  prevail  throughout.  By  1  more  or 
les3  perfect  animals 1  you  understand  *  more  or  less  overbearing  and 
dominant ; '  and  what  you  state  of  the  world  of  brutes  is  applicable  by 
implication  to  the  world  of  men.  The  Latin  sense  of  virtus,  '  valour/  is 
the  only  saving  virtue  you  acknowledge;  the  milder  qualities  of  humility, 
forbearance,  modesty,  self-denial,  are  so  many  causes  for  the  suppression 
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and  extinction  of  the  being  endowed  with  them.  The  weak  have  only  to 
lie  down  and  die,  writhing  and  struggling  as  little  as  possible,  while  the 
strong  trample  on  their  prostrate  bodies.  We  know  and  see  that  this  is 
the  way  of  the  world  in  human  society,  as  well  as  with  brute  animals ; 
but  it  is  a  poor  consolation  for  those  who  feel  themselves  to  be  born  weak, 
and  incapable  of  contending  successfully  with  robuster,  perhaps  more 
brutal,  natures,  to  be  told  that  for  them  there  is  no  hope,  and  little 
sympathy — that  their  feeble  constitution  is  equivalent  to  a  deadly  sin,  since 
it  condemns  them  and  their  whole  race  to  extermination." 

"  That  may  be  true,  but  so  it  is ;  and  what  is,  is :— that  is  all  I  can 
say,"  she  replied,  with  cold  indifference,  and  resuming  her  former  seat. 
"It  is  so:  but  I  cannot  help  that.  I  cannot  help  that ! "  she  repeated, 
more  sharply,  addressing  herself  to  young  Struggle-for-Life.  "  If  you 
will  break  your  toys  you  must  take  the  consequence,  and  content  yourself 
with  so  many  the  less." 

I  remarked  that  the  lady's  Phrygian  cap  was  again  hidden  beneath  her 
sober  bonnet,  and  the  perusal  of  the  thick  volume  once  more  resumed. 
Had  I  been  dreaming  ? 

"  A  thousand  thanks,  madam,  for  your  learned  lecture,"  I  said,  aloud; 
but  not  yet  quite  awake.  "  As  you  have  done  me  the  favour  to  give  me 
your  card,  allow  me  to  offer  mine." 

"  My  lecture,  sir  1  My  card !  "  she  exclaimed ;  adding,  after  an 
inspection  of  that  which  I  presented,  "  Certainly,  if  you  desire  it 
Charles,  give  me  the  card-case." 

The  boy's  crooked  talons  were  gone,  his  hazel  eyes  laughed  merrily, 
and  his  tusks  were  diminished  to  ordinary  eye-teeth.  The  name  on  the 
card  I  received  was  not  altogether  unknown  to  fame,  and  I  bowed  respectful 
recognition. 

"  Before  I  take  my  leave,  madam,  will  you  allow  rae  to  ask  your 
sincere  opinion  of  the  work  you  have  been  reading  during  ray  ill-mannered 
slumber  T  " 

"You  natter  me  greatly.  I  am  far  from  competent  to  offer  any 
conclusive  criticism  on  so  difficult  a  topic  as  that  discussed  by  Mr.  Darwin: 
I  believe  that  no  living  person  is.  An  infallible  judgment  can  only  be 
given  by  an  Intelligence  that  is  capable  of  tracing  the  workings  of  nature 
throughout  all  past  time  as  clearly  as,  or  more  clearly  than,  wo  are  able  to 
observe  her  operations  during  our  own  short  span  of  life.  Still,  the  book 
has  given  me  more  comprehensive  views  than  I  had  before.  But  I  hare 
no  fixed  creed  in  Natural  Philosophy;  I  accept  provisionally  everything 
worthy  of  credit  that  is  presented  to  my  understanding,  until  something 
more  credible  still  turns  up.  Here  we  are  offered  a  rational  and  a  logical 
explanation  of  many  things  which  hitherto  have  been  explained  very 
unsatisfactorily,  or  not  at  all.  It  is  conscientiously  reasoned  and  has  been 
patiently  written.  If  it  be  not  the  truth,  I  cannot  help  respecting  it  as  a 
sincere  effort  after  truth." 
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IIE  two  great  national  theatres 
on  one  side,  a  churchyard  full 
of  mouldy  but  undying  cele- 
brities on  the  other,  a  fringe  of 
houses  studden  in  every  part 
with  anecdote  and  history,  a 
colonnade  often  more  gloomy 
and  deserted  than  a  cathedral 
aisle,  a  rich  cluster  of  brown  old 
taverns — one  of  them  filled  with 
the  counterfeit  presentment  of 
many  actors  long  since  silent — 
who  scowl  or  smile  once  more 
from  the  canvas  upon  the  grand- 
sons of  their  dead  admirers :  a 
something  in  the  air  which 
breathes  of  old  books,  old  pic- 
tures, old  painters,  and  old 
authors ;  a  place  beyond  all 
(ft  other  places  one  would  choose 
In  which  to  hear  the  chimes  at  midnight ;  a  crystal  palace — the  representa- 
tive of  the  present — which  peeps  in  timidly  from  a  corner  upon  many  things 
of  the  past ; .  a  withered  bank  that  has  been  sucked  dry  by  a  felonious 
clerk;  a  squat  building,  with  a  hundred  columns  and  chapel-looking  fronts, 
which  always  stands  knee-deep  in  baskets,  flowers,  and  scattered  vegetables; 
a  common  centre  into  which  Nature  showers  her  choicest  gifts,  and  where 
the  kindly  fruits  of  the  earth  often  nearly  choke  the  narrow  thoroughfares; 
a  population  that  never  seems  to  sleep,  and  that  does  all  in  its  power  to 
prevent  others  sleeping;  a  place  where  the  very  latest  suppers  and  the 
earliest  breakfasts  jostle  each  other  on  the  footways; — such  is  Covent 
Garden  Market  with  some  of  its  surrounding  features. 

In  speaking  of  many  open  town  neighbourhoods  liko  this,  it  is  the 
fashion  to  call  them  the  lungs  of  London.  Covent  Garden,  however,  is 
something  more  than  this ;  it  is  one  of  the  most  pleasant,  most  necessary, 
and  most  important  feeders  of  the  metropolitan  stomach.  We  cannot  do 
without  the  greasy  shambles  of  Newgate  Street,  the  sloppy  square  of 
Billingsgate,  and  the  fluffy  recesses  of  Leadenhall ;  but  Covent  Garden  is 
the  only  food  market  in  London  which  has  ever  been  chosen  as  a  favourito 
lounging-place.  Some  of  that  old-fashioned  popularity  still  clings  to  it 
which  it  had  when  it  was  a  grand  square,  or  piazza,  two  centuries  ago, 
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long  after  the  time  when  it  was  a  monastic  garden  attached  to  the  Convent 
of  Westminster.  A  few  squatting  hucksters,  who  were  driven  by  local 
changes  from  the  sides  into  the  centre,  first  gave  a  trading  stamp  to  the 
place,  and  this  character  it  has  never  lost.  It  is  the  oldest  and  largest 
existing  vegetable  market  in  London  ;  founded  by  that  rule  of  touch 
which  can  alone  create  a  great  market,  and  without  which  joint-stock 
corporations  and  Acts  of  Parliament,  when  they  build  such  places,  only 
pure  the  way  for  bankruptcy  and  shame. 


cy-  - 


The  Ketail  Distrib  uters. 

If  any  student  of  life  wishes  to  learn  a  substantial  lesson  in  the  law  of 
^pply  and  demand,  he  had  better  rise  before  daybreak  on  any  Saturday 
morning,  and  spend  a  few  early  hours  in  Covent  Garden  Market.  In 
fluaroer  or  winter,  spring  or  autumn,  there  is  always  plenty  to  be  seen  ; 
but  as  he  belongs  to  a  class  who  are  supposed  to  be  in  bed,  and  whose 
presence  is  resented  like  that  of  a  master  in  the  kitchen,  he  had  better 
tap  his  eyes  wide  open  and  stand  out  of  the  way. 

1G-  5 
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He  will  see  a  toiling,  pushing  crowd,  at  least  fourteen  hundred  strong, 
consisting  of  about  five  hundred  unlicensed  porters,  basket- women,  carter*, 
and  hangers-on  ;  five  hundred  more  of  the  regular  ticket  porter*,  holding 
badges  issued  by  Mr.  Gardiner,  the  Duke  of  Bedford's  market  manager, 
and  three  or  four  hundred  market-gardeners  and  salesmen,  lie  will  see  a 
mountain  range  of  cabbages,  dug  into  by  active  labourers,  and  toppled 
over  on  to  the  pavement ;  columns  of  baskets,  piled  one  upon  another, 
moving  rapidly  on  men's  heads  through  the  swaying  mass ;  loDg  files  and 
solid  squares  of  carts  and  waggons,  without  horses — the  tired  animalj 
being  housed  in  adjoining  stables ;  knots  of  men  eagerly  settling  prices 
under  the  broad  shaded  gas  lamps;  and  dense  forests  of  baskets  ana 
packing-cases,  full  of  apples  and  potatoes,  which  it  seems  impossible  to 
pierce.  At  every  point  he  will  meet  with  confusion  and  excitement;  wii! 
hear  the  rumbling  murmur  of  a  thousand  shouting  voices ;  and  will  sec 
few  men  who  are  not  perspiring  like  a  Turkish  bather.  His  attention 
will  most  probably  be  arrested  by  some  burly  agriculturist,  mopping  his 
scanty  hair  with  a  fiery -coloured  pocket-handkerchief — a  model  of  the 
producer — a  tiller  of  the  fruitful  earth — who  stands  in  smiling  happinta 
amongst  the  riches  which  he  has  succeeded  in  bringing  to  the  market 

The  growth  of  London  has  pushed  thiB  market-gardener  gradually  into 
the  country ;  and  now,  instead  of  sending  up  his  produce  by  his  own 
waggons,  he  trusts  it  to  the  railway,  and  is  often  thrown  into  a  markei- 
fever  by  a  late  delivery.  To  compensate  him,  however,  for  the  altered 
state  of  the  times,  he  often  sells  bis  crops  like  a  merchant  upon  'Chang?, 
without  the  trouble  of  bringing  more  than  a  few  hand-samples  in  his 
pockets.  He  is  nearly  seventy  years  of  age,  but  looks  scarcely  fifty,  and 
can  remember  the  time  when  there  were  ten  thousand  acres  of  ground 
within  four  miles  of  Charing  Cross  under  cultivation  for  vegetables,  besides 
about  three  thousand  acres  planted  with  fruit  to  supply  the  London  con- 
sumption. He  has  lived  to  see  the  Deptford  and  Bermondaey  gardens 
curtailed  ;  the  Hoxton  and  Hackney  gardens  covered  with  houses;  the 
Essex  plantations  pushed  farther  off ;  and  the  Brompton  and  Kensington 
nurseries — the  home  of  vegetables  for  centuries — dug  up  and  sown  with 
International  Exhibition  temples,  and  Italian  gardens  that  will  never  grow 
a  pea  or  send  a  single  cauliflower  to  market.  He  has  lived  to  see  Guernsey 
and  Jersey,  Cornwall,  the  Scilly  Islands,  Holland,  Belgium,  and  Portugal, 
with  many  other  more  distant  places,  competing  with  the  remote  outskirts 
of  London  bricks  and  mortar;  and  has  been  staggered  by  seeing  the 
market  supplied  with  choice  early  pease  from  such  an  unexpected  quarter 
as  French  Algeria. 

Our  visitor  may  next  turn  his  eyes  in  another  direction,  and  see  a 
representative  of  the  new  order  of  things — in  the  person  of  a  ducal-looking 
wholesale  distributor,  an  enterprising  salesman. 

It  seems  as  if  this  ornament  of  the  market,  in  introducing  the  auction 
style  of  business  in  conducting  his  sales,  has  caught  something  of  the 
spirit  which  animated  a  late  neighbour,  the  celebrated  Mr.  George  Bobina 
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He  never  attempts  to  rival  that  florid  style  of  eloquence  which  flourished 
so  successfully  for  many  years  under  the  now  dismal  colonnade ;  he  never 
ventures  to  allude  to  the  clatter  of  the  nightingales,  and  the  dreadful  litter 
of  the  rose-leaves  on  the  acres  of  vegetation  which  he  disposes  of  in  the 
course  of  the  year ;  but  this  may  only  be  for  want  of  encouragement 
amongst  his  rather  uncultivated  audience. 

Immediately  facing  him,  in  the  surrounding  crowd,  are  a  group  of 
retail  distributors  :  the  laughing  first-class  greengrocer,  from  a  back  street 
m  Mayfair,  who  comes  down  to  the  market  in  a  sporting  dog-cart ;  the 
second-class  greengrocer,  from  Kensington  or  Holloway;  and  the  third- 
class  distributors,  who  are  known  as  costermongers. 

The  second-class  distributor  is  trying  the  higgling  of  the  market,  and 
is  offering  all  the  money  in  his  pocket  for  a  basket  of  apples ;  while  the 
two  costermongers  are  engaged  in  working  out  an  intricate  calculation 
about  a  compound  bid  by  a  peculiar  process  known  as  pantomimic  arith- 
metic. These  last  two  men  are  still  the  representatives  of  a  class  who  num- 
ber between  three  thousand  and  four  thousand ;  who  borrow  their  market 
money,  their  barrows,  and  their  baskets  from  small  capitalists  at  enormous 
interest  and  rents,  and  yet  who  contrive  to  buy  one-tenth  of  the  whole 
produce  which  comes  to  this  important  market.  The  quantities  of  such 
produce  sold  here  annually  in  favourable  seasons  may  be  now  stated  at 
between  eight  and  nine  hundred  thousand  pottles  of  strawberries,  forty- 
seven  or  forty-eight  millions  of  cabbages,  two  millions  and  a  half  of  cauli- 
flowers, between  three  and  four  hundred  thousand  bushels  of  pease, 
nearly  a  million  of  lettuces,  and  six  hundred  thousand  bushels  of  onions. 
The  annual  amount  of  money  paid  for  vegetables  and  fruit  in  this  market 
is  now  nearly  four  millions  sterling,  notwithstanding  the  produce  in- 
tercepted on  its  road ;  for  Covent  Garden  still  largely  supplies  Spital- 
fieldsj  Farringdon,  the  Borough,  and  a  host  of  inferior  markets.  Its 
expenses  for  sweeping  away  rubbish  alone  amount  to  600/.  a  year.  The 
costermongers,  of  course,  only  buy  the  inferior  vegetables  and  fruits — the 
third  class  and  damaged  qualities ;  and  when  they  cannot  deal  to  advantage 
in  this  produce,  they  trot  off  to  Billingsgate,  for  a  late  speculation  in  fish. 

The  working  distributor — the  market  porter — is  a  labourer  whose 
services,  either  with  or  without  a  badge,  are  in  constaut  requisition.  He 
fetches  and  carries :  he  tugs  sacks  of  potatoes  from  groaning  waggons, 
and  carries  them  into  the  body  of  the  market  to  their  appointed  sales- 
man;  and,  when  sold,  he  carries  them  away  again  to  carts  more  or  less 
rickety,  for  the  purchasing  greengrocers.  Unlike  many  intellectual 
impostors  who  strut  about  for  years  without  being  found  out,  he  really 
gets  his  living  by  the  hardest  head-work.  He  believes  that  he  can  walk 
under  anything  which  can  be  lifted  on  his  head  and  shoulders,  and  has  no 
fear  of  slipping  on  a  piece  of  cabbage-leaf  or  orange-peel,  and  being 
crushed  under  his  load.  Some  years  ago  when  the  Kentish  planters  used 
to  send  their  produce  by  water  to  the  Strand  wharves,  he  used  to  toil  up 
the  steep  river-side  incline  from  the  "  Fox-under-the-Hill,"  with  some- 
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thing  like  two  hundredweight  upon  his  back,  and  trot  down  again  with 
the  money  he  received  to  spend  it  in  drink.  The  humane  clerk  of  the 
market,  however,  long  before  the  Kentish  planters  forsook  the  barges  for 
the  lnggage-trains,  put  a  stop  to  this  heavy  horse-like  work,  though  he 
had  no  power  to  improve  the  habits  of  the  men.  Most  of  them  are 
Irishmen,  some  few  are  Jews,  and  many  arc  costermongers  who  have 
failed  in  their  little  speculations.  They  are  handy  labourers  at  moving 
anything  in  the  shape  of  furniture,  and  will  crawl  up  a  staircase  with  a 


Th<5  Consumer. 

heavy  piano  on  their  backs  like  some  strange  elastic  reptile  whom  nothing 
can  squeeze  flat.  They  have  a  Btrong  taste  for  sporting  in  its  lowest 
forms;  are  often  the  owners  of  square-headed  bull-terriers,  and  are 
sometimes  backed  for  small  prize-fights  and  small  running-matches.  The 
day  when  "Jones  of  Covent  Garden"  has  to  fight  or  run  "Jones  of 
Billingsgate  "  is  one  on  which  the  market  labour  is  a  little  more  roughly 
performed  than  usual. 
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The  female  counterpart  to  this  Atlas-of-ail-work  is  another  workiug 
distributor — the  old  basket- woman. 

She  carries  lighter  weights  on  her  battered  bonnet  than  the  market- 
porters,  and  protects  her  head  with  a  stuffed  circular  pad,  which  looks 
like  a  dirty  chaplet.  She  is  thin  and  weather-beaten,  is  cheerful  at  her 
work,  and  looks  forward,  perhaps,  to  keep  a  small  apple-stall  when  she 
grows  too  stiff  for  labour.  Sometimes  she  starts  in  what  she  considers 
the  full  vigour  of  her  career  (about  the  age  of  sixty)  as  the  owner  of  an 
early  breakfast-stall,  where  she  serves  out  thick  coffee  and  dark  bread- 
and-butter  to  cabmen,  carters,  and  porters.  At  these  stalls  the  coffee  has 
one  merit — it  is  always  scalding  hot ;  and  in  the  intervals  of  blowing  it 
cool,  the  talk  (in  cold  weather)  always  turns  upon  chilblains.  All  these 
night- workers  lead  a  hard  life,  always  dreaming  of  better  days,  and  their 
cheerfulness  and  patience  form  one  of  those  holy  miracles  which  we  see 
but  cannot  explain. 

When  our  visitor  has  tired  himself  out  amongst  the  labourers  (for  it 
is  very  fatiguing  for  idle  people  to  look  at  work),  he  may  wish  for  a 
change ;  and  we  may  recommend  a  stroll,  much  later  in  the  day,  amongst 
the  flowers,  fruits,  and  society  of  the  middle  avenue.  Here  he  will  find 
himself  in  a  land  where  the  seasons  seem  to  be  without  force ;  where 
strawberries  as  large  as  pincushions  are  companions  of  the  brownest  nuts, 
and  where  yellow  oranges,  in  baskets  like  Panama  hats,  are  nestling  by 
the  side  of  rosy  cherries.  The  whole  world  is  ransacked  to  furnish  this 
museum  of  luxuries,  and  even  China  contributes  her  dried  fruits  under 
the  name  of  sychees.  The  snow  may  lie  thickly  outside,  but  the  flowers 
always  blossom  within,  and  the  "  litter  of  rose-leaves"  (to  use  Mr.  Eobins' 
immortal  phrase  again)  is  ceaseless  in  the  little  bowers  where  the  nose- 
gays are  prepared  for  weddings.  Wonderful  stories  are  told  of  troops  of 
girls  who  earn  an  easy  living  in  putting  together  these  love-offerings  ; 
and  of  little  fragrant  shops,  half  full  of  flower-pots  and  pineapples,  where 
enormous  fortunes  are  made,  and  where  a  hundred  nimble-fingered 
persons  are  employed  shelling  pease  during  the  height  of  the  season. 

When  our  lounger  has  tried  in  vain  to  outstare  the  dark-eyed 
Jewesses  who  watch  him  from  behind  a  breastwork  of  seed-bags  and 
account-books  in  little  inner  counting-houses;  when  he  has  mourned 
with  those  who  buy  chaplets  at  the  herbalist's,  and  smiled  with  those  who 
purchase  wedding  presents  at  the  florist's  ;  when  he  is  weary  of  watching 
the  carriages  which  draw  up  at  the  end  of  the  avenue — some  of  them 
filled  with  children  who  look  like  chirping  canaries  in  a  cage — he  may 
possibly  catch  a  glimpse  of  himself  in  a  mirror,  as  he  is  cheapening  a 
basket  of  peaches,  and  may  recognize  a  picture  of  that  all-devouring, 
never-to-be-satisfied  monster  whose  demand  is  the  creator  of  all  this  ever- 
flowing  supply. 
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Mr.  Roebuck  lately  delivered  a  lecture*  at  Salisbury,  which  was  an 
amplification  of  the  following  .question: — "Why,"  asked  the  lecturer,  • 
"should  there  be^any  difference  between  the  mental  and  moral  and 
physical  condition  of  one  party  (?  pari)  of  society  as  compared  with' 
another  ? "  This  comprehensive  demand  appears  •  to  have  been  nar- 
rowed in  the  course  of  the  lecture  into  the  simpler  one — Why  should  not 
ordinary  labouring  men,  living  on  the  wages  of  their  daily  labour,  be 
gentlemen  as  well  as  the  rich?    The  question  is  well  worth  considering. 

In  justice  to  Mr.  Roebuck,  whose  answer  to  his  own  question  was 
Hot  altogether  satisfactory,  the  inquiry  should  begin  with  some 
account  of  his  lecture.  The  subject  was  the  trite  one  of  "  Popular 
Education,"  and  the  lecturer  handled  it  as  follows.  He  first  drew  a 
contrast  between  the  political  and  military  greatness  of  the  nation  and  the 
unsatisfactory  state,  as  he  considered  it,  of  a  great  part  of  the  population. 
Admitting  fully,  and  as  the  result  of  much  thought  and  inquiry,  the 
absolute  necessity  of  great  distinctions  in  society,  without  which,  he  said, 
no  society  could  profitably  exist,  he  went  on  to  ask,  why  refinement  and 
courtesy  ihoiild  be  confined  to  the  rich,  and  why  those  who  are  gentlefolks 
and  those  who  are  not  should  be  distinguished  not  merely  by  social 
position,  but  by  "  distinctions  like  differences  of  race."  "  Go,"  he  said, 
"  into  a  gentleman's  house— I  use  the  phrase  without  intending  to  arro- 
gate to  that  class  an)*thing,  or  to  give  offence  to  anybody — will  you  not 
find  there  consideration  for  every  person's  convenience  ?  Will  you  not 
find  the  husband  courteous  to  his  wife,  the  wife  kind  to  her  children,  and 
the  father  the  real  father  of  his  children  ?  He  consults  their  convenience; 
he  wishes  to  educate  them;  he  does  his  best  to  advance  them  in  the 
world ;  and  his  pleasures  are  the  pleasures  of  civilized  society.  And  now, 
go  into  the  house  of  a  labouring  man,  and  what  do  you  find  there  ?  Look 
at  the  man's  manners  to  his  family.  I  am  speaking,  gentlemen,  of  that 
which  I  have  known.  I  am  thinking  of  my  constituents  in  the  North, 
and  of  what  I  have  Been  in  the  South."  Mr.  Roebuck  went  on  to  draw  a 
most  repulsive  picture  of  the  scenes  which  pass  in  such  houses.  The 
agricultural  labourer,  he  said,  "  finds  his  wife  a  slattern,  is  driven  out  of 
doors  by  the  noise  and  screaming  of  his  children,  and  the  uncomfortable- 
ness  of  his  house,  and  he  goes  to  the  '  Green  Bough1  next  door,  and 
drinks  himself  to  the  state  of  a  brute, — though  brutes,  by-the-by,  don't 
get  drunk."  The  highly-paid  North-country  mechanic  is  even  worse. 
Though  his  earnings  are  equal  in  amount  to  the  pay  of  officers  in  the 
army,  and  far  greater  than  the  stipends  of  curates,  he  is  little  better  than 
a  beast.    "  He  gets  up  -in  the  morning,  and  goes  to  work.    He  comes 

•  Reported  in  The  Tunc*  of  January  20,  1862. 
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home,  and  tbe  first  thing  he  usually  does  is  to  swear  at  his  wife.  Perhaps 
he  beats  his  children,  and  then  he  caresses  his  dog.  His  whole  life  is 
passed  in  mere  sensual  enjoyment ;  getting  drunk  is  his  chief  business  ia 
life ;  and  when  he  has  got  drunk,  his  next  business  is  to  get  sober." 

The  labourer  and  mechanic  are  unfavourably  contrasted  with  the  mer- 
cantile clerk,  whose  occupation  is  far  less  instructive  in  itself.  He,  ire 
are  told,  "  comes  home  and  finds  his  wife  ready  dressed  to  receive  him ; 
has  a  comfortable  dinner  with  his  children ;  and  his  pleasures  are  the 
pleasures  of  an  educated  man.  He  reads  his  book,  he  occupies  the  mind 
of  his  family,  and  when  he  goes  to  bed  he  thanks  God  for  the  good  God 
has  rendered  him."  It  is  not  merely  the  mercantile  clerk  who  rises  up  in 
judgment  against  the  labourers  and  mechanics.  An  even  more  mortifying 
contrast  is  drawn  between  those  unhappy  persons  and  the  corresponding 
classes  in  foreign  countries.  At  the  French  Exhibition  the  servants  who 
brought  the  prize  beasts  were  rewarded.  "  The  gay  and  gallant  Spaniard 
came  up — a  magnificent  man,  beautifully  dressed — and  he  received  his 
prizes  with  a  bow  and  in  a  manner  that  would  have  done  honour  to  a 
nobleman."  He  completely  threw  into  the  shade  the  "  slouching  man, 
with  arms  down,  and  a  pair  of  gaiters  on,"  who  represented  the  English 
peasantry.  The  labourers  are  as  ignorant  as  they  are  stupid.  Mr.  Koe- 
buck  mentioned  "a  labouring  man  whom  I  rather  liked ;  a  shrewd,  clever 
fellow  " — a  Hampshire  man,  who  had  never  heard  of  the  Duke  of  Wel- 
lington. In  a  word,  "  the  labouring  man  of  this  country  is  a  mere  brute 
animal,  as  compared  with  what  he  might  be."  That  is  Mr.  Roebuck's 
final  and  compendious  view  of  the  subject.  The  remedy  of  this  state  of 
things  he  finds  in  education.  Education  will  raise  the  lower  classes  to  the 
same  social  level  as  the  higher,  though  it  will  not  efface  distinctions  of 
rank ;  nor  need  any  one  fear  that  it  will  make  men  effeminate,  for  the 
gentry,  as  India,  China,  and  the  military  and  naval  history  of  the  country 
testify,  are  the  bravest  and  hardiest  part  of  the  bravest  and  hardiest  army 
and  navy  in  the  world. 

Of  these,  and  many  other  sentiments  of  the  kind  hardly  less  pungently 
expressed,  Mr.  Roebuck,  the  representative  of  the  most  democratic  consti- 
tuency in  England,  delivered  himself  to  a  crowded  meeting  at  Salisbury, 
which  received  his  address  with  much  applause,  and  which  must  have 
been  attended  by  many  members  of  the  class  which  he  addressed  in  such 
unmistakeably  plain  language.  His  speech  undoubtedly  proved,  that 
whatever  faults  may  belong  to  the  bulk  of  the  population  of  this  country, 
they  have,  at  least,  the  merit  of  exemplary  good  nature.  There  is,  pro- 
bably, no  other  part  of  the  world  in  which  a  crowded  audience  would  pass 
a  couple  of  hours  in  listening  to,  and  applauding,  the  most  stinging  objur- 
gation of  themselves  and  their  neighbours,  which  the  most  caustic  speaker 
of  the  day  could  invent.  Certainly  there  is  no  other  free  country  in  which 
the  representative  of  a  town  proverbially  turbulent  and  democratic,  would 
put  in  all  the  papers  an  announcement  that  his  constituents  were  very 
little  better  than  beasts,  squandering  their  wages  in  brutal  debauchery, 
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and  as  much  inferior  to  the  tipper  classes  of  society  as  if  they  belonged  to 
a  different  race.  A  man  who  should  read  such  a  lecture  to  the  rowdies  of  New 
York  would  infallibly  ruin  his  political  prospects  for  life,  if  he  did  not  inter- 
rapt  his  lecture  to  ride  on  a  rail  to  the  usual  place  of  tarring  and  feathering. 

Part  of  this  result,  no  doubt,  is  due  to  the  good-nature  and  tolerance 
which  are  happily  characteristic  of  our  population,  but  much  must  also  be 
ascribed  to  the  character  of  Mr.  Roebuck  himself.  People  will  bear  any- 
thing from  a  man  who  honestly  tries  to  improve,  and  really  cares  for 
them ;  and  through  all  Mr.  Roebuck's  hard  language  there  runs  a  genuine 
tone  of  interest  and  pride  in  his  nation  which  would  excuse  any  amount 
of  good  advice.  In  the  full  swing  of  his  denunciation  of  the  English 
labourer,  as  compared  with  the  Spaniard,  he  stops  to  point  out  that  the 
faults  which  he  describes  are  superficial.  "  Put  a  musket  into  that  man's 
band,  take  him  to  drill  and  send  him  to  India,  and  you  will  hear  of  his 
glory  throughout  Europe."  It  is  a  pleasant  thing  to  see  how  the  different 
classes  of  the  nation  trust  and  honour  each  other  at  bottom,  in  the  midst 
of  the  sharp  tilings  that  they  sometimes  say  of  each  other. 

The  substance  of  Mr.  Roebuck's  speech  deserves  careful  examination, 
for,  instructive  as  it  is,  it  contains  a  considerable  number  of  inconsistencies, 
and  shows  that  its  accomplished  author  had  not  taken  the  trouble,  before 
he  made  it,  to  set  clearly  before  his  own  mind  the  propositions  which  he 
meant  to  prove.  For  example,  he  attributes  most  of  the  stupidity  and 
brutality  which  he  laments  to  want  of  education,  to  the  fact  that  labourers 
have  no  taste  for  reading,  and  that  they  do  not  appreciate  the  pleasures  of 
the  educated.  Does  he  suppose  that  the  Spanish  peasantry,  with  whom  he 
contrasts  them  so  unfavourably,  are  great  scholars  ?  Are  the  Americans, 
amongst  whom  not  merely  the  power  of  reading,  but  the  taste  for  it  is 
nniversal,  remarkable  for  their  gentlemanlike  demeanour  ?  Do  not  the 
Sheffield  mechanics,  of  whom  he  draws  so  dark  a  picture,  pass  nearly  as 
much  time  in  reading  newspapers  as  in  dog-fighting  and  drinking?  The 
Hampshire  labourer,  who  never  heard  of  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  was, 
fays  Mr.  Roebuck  shrewd  and  clever,  and,  as  Mr.  Roebuck  liked  him, 
he  was  probably  civil  and  sober  as  well.  To  support  the  theory  for  the 
sake  of  which  he  was  quoted  he  ought  to  have  been  a  brutal  savage,  fresh 
from  beating  his  wife.  The  gentry,  says  Mr.  Roebuck,  are,  as  a  rule, 
kind  husbands  and  good  fathers.  Surely  he  does  not  seriously  mean  to 
say  that  there  are  no  kind  husbands  and  good  fathers  amongst  the  poor, 
or  that  some  of  the  worst  and  most  malignant  forms  of  vice  are  in  any 
degree  inconsistent  with  mental  refinement  and  intellectual  cultivation. 
No  doubt  the  broad  assertion  that  it  would  be  an  unspeakable  blessing  for 
the  nation  if  the  lower  classes  could  acquire  some  of  the  qualities  which 
are  at  present  the  exclusive  characteristics  of  their  social  superiors  is 
perfectly  true,  but  it  is  quite  another  question  what  those  special  qualities 
are,  in  which  of  them  the  poor  are  really  deficient,  and  how  their  defi- 
ciencies are  to  be  supplied.  Each  of  these  questions  deserves  more  explicit 
consideration  than  it  usually  receives. 
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The  characteristic  moral  distinctions  by  which  society  is  as  it 
were  divided  into  two  halves,  are  summed  up  in  the  one  word  "  Gentle- 
man." The  division  between  those  who  are,  and  those  who  are  not, 
entitled  to  this  appellation,  is  as  real  and  important  as  it  is  indefinite.  It 
may,  therefore,  be  worth  while,  in  the  first  place,  to  examine  the  proper 
meaning  of  the  word.  The  original  meaning  of  the  word  gentleman, 
which  it  has  never  entirely  lost,  was  nearly,  if  not  quite,  the  same  as  that 
of  its  French  equivalent  gentilhomme.  It  denoted  the  fact  that  the  person 
to  whom  it  was  applied  was  a  member  of  one  of  a  certain  set  of  families, 
or  the  holder  of  a  certain  definite  official  or  professional  rank.  As  these 
families  and  officials  were  supposed  to  be  distinguished  from  the  rest  of 
the  world  by  the  degree  in  which  they  possessed  particular  qualities, 
physical,  moral,  and  intellectual,  the  word  came  by  degrees  to  denote  the 
combination  of  the  two  sets  of  distinctions ;  and  as  people  came  to  per- 
ceive that  the  moral  and  intellectual  qualities  were  far  the  most  important 
and  distinctive,  they  learned  to  attribute  to  the  word  a  moral  rather  than 
a  personal  meaning.  Hence,  in  the  present  day,  the  word  implies  the 
combination  of  a  certain  degree  of  social  rank  with  a  certain  amount  of 
the  qualities  which  the  possession  of  such  rank  ought  to  imply ;  bnt  there 
is  a  constantly  increasing  disposition  to  insist  more  upon  the  moral  and 
less  upon  the  social  element  of  the  word,  and  it  is  not  impossible  that  in 
course  of  time  its  use  may  come  to  be  altogether  dissociated  from  any 
merely  conventional  distinction.  Leaving,  then,  on  one  side  that  part  of 
the  meaning  of  the  word  which  relates  to  external  social  rank,  these  ques- 
tions suggest  themselves : — What  are  the  personal  qualities  denoted  or 
connoted  by  the  word  ?  How  far,  in  point  of  fact,  are  the  poor  deficient 
in  the  possession  of  those  qualities  ?  To  what  is  that  deficiency  to  be 
ascribed  ?    And  how  far  can  it  be  remedied  ? 

A  fashion  has  prevailed  of  describing  every  sort  of  sin  or  vice  aa  beinc: 
ungcntlemanlike,  and  as  deserving,  on  that  ground,  to  be  avoided.  It  is 
said,  for  example,  that  it  is  ungentlemanlike  to  swear ;  that  no  man 
deserves  to  be  called  a  gentleman  who  would  be  guilty  of  the  selfishneis 
and  treachery  of  seduction ;  and  some  popular  writers  have  delighted  in 
contrasting  the  claims  of  such  a  man  (for  example)  as  George  IV.  to  In? 
considered  the  first  gentleman  of  Europe,  with  the  innumerable  acts  of 
perfidy,  debauchery,  falsehood,  and  meanness  which  stained  his  whole 
career,  personal  and  political.  No  doubt  the  result  of  this  fashion  has 
been  to  enable  lay  preachers,  who  had  a  natural  reluctance  to  enter  upon 
the  deeper  foundations  on  which  morality  rests,  to  preach  very  effective 
sermons.  But  to  use  words  usefully  is  one  thing ;  to  use  them  correctly 
is  quite  another ;  and  many  reasons  make  the  latter  a  hardly  less  important 
habit  than  the  former. 

Like  many  other  words,  the  word  gentleman,  considered  merely  in  its 
personal  sense,  is  used  upon  a  tacit  assumption  which  must  become  express 
if  its  full  meaning  is  to  be  understood.  This  tacit  assumption  is  that  the 
persons  to  whom  the  word  applies  form  a  body  associated  together  for  the 
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take  of  the  pleasure  which  is  to  be  derived  from  each  other's  society,  and 
not  for  those  more  serious  purposes  which  great  associations  of  men, 
such  as  states,  churches,  armies,  legislative  and  political  bodies,  and  the 
like,  are  intended  to  promote.  A  man  whose  personal  qualities  fit  him  to 
take  his  place  in  such  a  society  may  properly,  or  at  least  intelligibly,  be 
described  as  a  gentleman,  whatever  else  he  may  either  have  or  want.  It 
would  be  difficult,  if  not  impossible,  to  give  a  complete  list  of  the  qualities 
which  such  a  position  implies,  but  they  may  be  ranged  under  three  great 
beads:  some  of  them  are  artistic,  some  moral,  and  some  intellectual : 
and  of  these  the  artistic  qualities  are  the  most  definite,  the  most  easily 
ascertained,  and  the  most  universally  required.  Thus  it  is  equally  incon- 
sistent with  the  character  of  a  gentleman  to  blow  one's  nose  with  one's 
fingers,  to  tell  gross  lies,  or  to  be  unable  to  read ;  but  of  the  three  offences 
tlit-  first  is  most  obviously  and  most  fundamentally  irreconcilable  with  the 
character  in  question.  Indeed  the  two  others  are  ungentlemanlike  principally, 
if  not  entirely,  because  of  their  inartistic  nature.  The  reason  why  a  lie  is 
ungentlemanlike  is  because  lying  is  not  merely  a  vice,  but  an  ugly  and  dis- 
pleasing vice.  Lies  which  are  not  ugly  and  displeasing,  exaggerations  for 
example,  or  inaccuracies,  are  not  ungentlemanlike.  Breaches  of  morality 
quite  as  decided  and  to  the  full  as  injurious  to  society,  are  not  in  the  least 
inconsistent  with  the  character  of  a  gentleman.  A  man,  for  example,  might 
be  a  perfect  gentleman  who  was  utterly  dead  to  all  sense  of  religious  duty, 
or  entirely  devoid  of  charity  towards  his  neighbour.  Indeed  the  graver 
kinds  of  crime  are  not  of  necessity  ungentlemanlike.  Perhaps  picking 
pockets,  or  obtaining  money  by  false  pretences,  might  be  so  described;  but 
if  a  man  from  jealousy  committed  murder  or  arson  it  would  be  an  abuse  of 
language  to  give  such  a  name  to  his  conduct.  No  doubt  the  moral  quality 
of  an  action  is  one  of  the  elements  which  contribute  to  its  beauty,  or  at 
least  to  our  opinion  of  its  beauty,  for  admiration  is  to  a  great  extent  the 
ereature  of  association,  so  that  we  learn  to  admire  and  consider  as  beautiful 
those  acts  which  we  associate  with  beneficial  results.  Still  it  is  by  reason 
of  their  beauty,  whether  derived  from  their  moral  excellence  or  not,  that 
we  call  certain  dispositions  gentlemanlike,  and  others  not ;  nor  is  it  to  every 
kind  of  beauty  that  we  ascribe  that  name,  but  only  to  those  descriptions 
of  beauty  which  are  sufficiently  striking  and  obvious  to  command  the 
attention  and  sympathy  of  persons  who  associate  together  for  the  purpose 
of  enjoying  each  other's  society,  whilst  they  are  engaged  in  that  enjoyment. 
Hence  it  follows  that  when  we  speak  of  a  gentleman  we  do  not  mean 
either  a  good  man,  or  a  wise  man,  but  a  man  socially  pleasant,  and  we 
consider  his  goodness  and  wisdom,  his  moral  and  intellectual  qualities  as 
relevant  to  his  claims  to  be  considered  a  gentleman  only  in  so  far  as  they 
contribute  to  his  social  pleasantness. 

This  may  appear  to  some  persons  to  give  a  lower  notion  of  what  is 
meant  by  a  gentleman  than  is  conveyed  by  that  vague  mode  of  speaking 
upon  the  subject,  which  aims  at  denouncing  all  faults  and  vices  whatever 
as  being  offences  against  good  manners,    In  fact,  however,  it  is  always 
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important  to  use  language  correctly;  and  the  exaggerations  referred  to 
have  a  strong  tendency  to  conceal  the  feet  that  the  object  of  preserving 
the  beauty,  dignity,  and  pleasantness  of  life  has  a  value  of  its  own  altogether 
independent  of  the  general  utility  of  the  qualities  by  which  those  objects 
are  brought  about.  It  may  seem  at  first  sight  a  small  thing  to  consider 
moral  virtues  with  reference  to  the  amount  of  social  pleasure  which  they 
confer,  but,  in  reality,  it  is  by  no  means  a  small  thing.  On  the  oontrary, 
the  production  of  this  pleasure  is  a  matter  of  vast  importance,  for  it 
colours  the  whole  of  life,  and  goes  far  to  determine  the  temper  in  which 
we  regard  its  various  events.  The  use  of  the  various  sentiments  and 
duties  to  which  the  word  "  gentlemanlike "  points  in  public  and  private 
life,  is  closely  analogous  to  the  use  of  female  beauty,  accomplishments, 
and  good  manners  in  domestic  life.  The  degree  of  conscious  affection 
which  prevails  in  any  household  is  regulated,  to  a  very  great  degree,  by 
the  amount  of  these  elements  which  it  contains ;  and,  in  the  same  way, 
our  patriotism,  and  all  the  different  sentiments  and  habits  which  flow 
from  that  source,  greatly  depend  on  the  degree  in  which  the  national 
affairs  are  so  managed  as  to  impress  and  captivate  the  imagination.  Nor 
is  this  in  the  least  unreasonable.  It  is  part  of  the  constitution  of  human 
nature,  of  which  the  imagination  is  one  of  the  most  important  parts. 
Loyalty  to  the  Queen,  a  passionate  ardour  for  the  national  glory,  and 
a  determination  to  uphold  the  honour  of  England  at  any  price  and  any 
risk,  are  no  more  amiable  self-deceptions  than  it  is  an  amiable  self-decep- 
tion to  love  a  woman  because  she  is  beautiful,  amiable,  and  accomplished, 
or  to  feel  keen  delight  in  magnificent  scenery.  The  satisfactions  derived 
from  such  sources  are  quite  as  real  as  the  pleasures  derived  from  a  good 
income,  and  far  greater  than  the  pleasures  derived  from  the  difference 
between  a  large  income  and  a  comparatively  small  one.  It  might  be  rash 
to  marry  a  woman  for  her  beauty  and  accomplishments,  if  she  and  her 
intended  husband  were  both  entirely  without  means ;  but  a  man  wonld 
indeed  be  a  wretched  cur  who  preferred  an  ugly  and  vulgar  woman  with 
30,000/.,  to  an  accomplished  and  beautiful  woman  who  had  but  5,000/., 
supposing  his  own  prospects  to  be  reasonably  good.  No  doubt  there  are 
scores  of  men  in  our  great  manufacturing  towns  who,  having  pushed  their 
way  to  great  wealth  and  influence  by  mere  force  of  character,  would 
willingly  buy  the  refinement  of  mind  and  manner  which  early  education 
would  have  given  them  at  the  price  of  half  their  fortunes,  and  they  would 
make  an  excellent  bargain  if  they  could  do  so. 

The  importance  of  the  feelings  and  manners  of  gentlemen  are  most 
distinctly  shown  when  they  are  exhibited  on  a  great  scale.  The  real 
abomination  of  the  civil  war  in  America — hateful  as  it  is  in  every  way- 
is  its  emphatically  blackguardly  character.  Happily  perhaps  for  their 
reputation,  the  Confederate  States  are  sealed  up  from  the  rest  of  the  world, 
but  the  Northerners  act  on  every  occasion  and  in  every  relation  of  life 
as  if  they  had  fallen  under  the  dominion  of  the  very  scum  of  the  earth- 
as  if  they  had  committed  the  government  to  the  rogues,  the  press  to  tho 
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blackguards,  and  the  army  to  the  cowards  who  must  always  he  found  in 
a  great  nation.  Every  one  who  knows  America  is  well  aware  that  it 
contains  men  as  brave,  as  honourable,  and  as  worthy  in  all  respects  of  the 
title  of  gentlemen  as  are  to  be  found  in  any  part  of  the  world,  and  possibly 
their  numerical  proportion  to  the  whole  population  is  not  smaller  than  in 
other  countries;  but  it  is  difficult  to  describe  the  infamy  with  which 
the  conduct  of  their  public  men  and  public  writers  is  loading  their 
character  in  the  opinion  of  all  Europe.  The  timid  fraudulence  which 
waa  equally  incapable  of  apologizing  for  an  insult  frankly,  and  of 
justifying  it  boldly ;  the  wretched  "  ovations "  which  celebrated  an  igno- 
minious rout;  and  the  blackguard  attempts  to  deter  us  from  enforcing 
car  rights  by  threatening  to  steal  our  money,  were  greater  national 
crib  than  a  score  of  defeats  in  fair  fighting  and  a  heavy  national 
debt.  These  and  other  things  of  the  same  kind  are  so  many  blows  to  the 
ielf-respect  of  every  man  in  the  nation.  They  make  men  of  honour  hang 
their  heads  and  withdraw  from  public  life ;  they  put  public  affairs  into 
the  hands  of  Nym  the  pickpocket,  Bardolph,  who  is  or  ought  to  be  hanged 
for  robbing  a  church,  and  ancient  Pistol,  who  eats  his  leek  and  swears 
that  he  w  ill  be  most  horribly  revenged.  No  defeat,  no  humiliation,  no 
public  calamity  can  be  compared  with  this,  for  such  results  tend  to 
d»$rade  a  nation  from  being  the  object  of  the  best  and  strongest  of 
human  feelings  into  a  theatre  for  the  gratification  of  its  vilest  and  most 
contemptible  propensities. 

Such  being  he  nature  and  importance  of  a  gentlemanlike  temper, 
how  far  is  it  true  that  the  bulk  of  the  English  people  are,  as  Mr.  Roebuck 
ays,  destitute  of  it — and  that  to  such  an  extent,  that  between  those  who 
ire  gentlemen  and  those  who  are  not  there  is  as  much  difference  as 
between  the  members  of  different  races.  Is  it  true,  in  fact,  that  the  poor 
are  miserable  savages,  "little  better  than  brute  animals  in  comparison 
with  what  they  ought  to  be  ?  "  Mr.  Roebuck's  assertions  were,  no  doubt, 
kindly  meant.  He  cannot  be  accused  of  being  indifferent  to  his  country. 
With  all  his  asperity  and  with  all  his  crotchets,  no  one  who  has  watched 
his  career  will  deny  that,  whoever  may  be  a  brute  animal,  he,  at  all  events, 
ii  as  true  a  gentleman  as  ever  lived,  and  one  as  keenly  alive  to  the 
honour  and  interests  of  his  country  as  any  man  whom  it  contains.  The 
fact  that  such  a  man,  with  no  influence  and  no  party  to  back  him,  should 
for  many  years  have  been  member  for  Sheffield,  is  strong  evidence  that 
the  Northern  mechanics  do  not  all  pass  the  whole  of  their  lives  in  getting 
drunk  and  getting  sober.  Whatever  their  faults  may  be,  they  know  a 
man  when  they  see  him,  and  prefer  being  represented  by  a  gentleman 
and  man  of  honour,  even  if  he  is  crotchety  and  sometimes  rates  them 
soundly,  to  being  flattered  by  a  wretched  stump-orator,  whose  only  gift  is 
a  power  of  pouring  out  in  a  fluent  way  torrents  of  water-gruel  oratory 
dashed  with-  bad  brandy. 

In  this  particular  case,  however,  he  has  allowed  indignation  to  write 
Tents  which  mature  would  not  have  denied  and  would  have  written  much 
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better  by  herself.  He  has  done  great  injustice  to  the  bulk  of  his  fellow- 
countrymen,  and  though  his  advice  in  the  main  was  good,  it  confounded 
together  several  things  which  ought  to  be  kept  distinct.  In  order  to 
answer  the  two  questions — why  the  labouring  poor  should  not  all  be 
gentlemen  ?  and  how  far  they  fall  short  of  the  standard  to  which  they 
ought  to  attain  ? — it  is  necessary  to  keep  in  mind  the  distinction  already 
suggested  as  to  the  three  heads  under  which  the  character  of  a  gentleman 
may  be  considered — namely,  the  artistic,  the  moral,  and  the  intellectual 
aspects  of  that  character.  First,  as  to  the  intellectual  aspect.  It  is  a 
mere  dream  to  suppose  that  so  long  as  the  differences  of  rank,  which 
Mr.  Roebuck  rightly  considers  essential  to  society,  continue  to  exist,  there 
will  not  be  an  immense  and  indelible  intellectual  difference  between  the 
upper  and  the  lower  classes  of  society.  It  is  just  as  absurd  to  suppose 
that  the  average  labourer  or  mechanic  will  ever  be  intellectually  equal  to 
the  average  gentleman,  as  to  suppose  thai  the  average  gentleman  will  ever 
have  the  muscles  of  a  man  who  works  with  his  hands  ten  hours  a  day. 
The  brain  of  a  barrister  in  full  practice  will  be  as  much  more  fully 
developed  than  the  brain  of  a  blacksmith,  as  the  arm  of  the  blacksmith 
will  be  better  developed  than  the  arm  of  the  banister.  This  distinction 
is  by  no  means  confined  to  the  more  intellectual  professions,  such  as 
politics,  the  bar,  or  medicine.  It  extends  to  most  of  the  social  positions 
which,  in  common  language,  are  described  as  conferring  the  rank  of  a  gentle- 
man, as  compared  with  those  which  do  not  confer  it.  Whatever  may  be 
the  faults  of  the  comfortable  classes  in  our  community,  no  reasonable 
person  will  accuse  them,  as  a  body,  of  want  of  energy.  There  is  hardly 
to  be  found  amongst  us  such  a  thing  as  a  really  idle  class.  A  country 
gentleman,  for  example,  hunts  and  shoots,  goes  to  magistrates*  meetings, 
and  to  the  quarter  sessions,  and  finds  an  immense  variety  of  occupation! 
in  the  management  of  his  estate  and  affairs.  He  is  almost  sure  to  be 
something  of  a  lawyer,  something  of  a  farmer,  and,  in  these  days,  very* 
probably  he  is  something  of  a  soldier  as  well.  At  all  events,  as  the  head 
of  a  family,  he  has,  like  the  Centurion,  servants  under  him,  and  says 
"  to  one  man  come,  and  he  cometh,  and  to  another  go,  and  he  goeth.'' 
To  this  it  must  be  added,  that  he  has  generally  been  educated  up  to  the 
nge  of  twenty-two  or  twenty-three  at  school  or  college.  That  such  a 
person  should  not  be  intellectually  superior  to  a  man  of  the  same  natural 
gifts,  who  was  taken  from  a  school  where  he  just  learned  to  read  and 
write,  and  to  do  elementary  sums,  at  eleven  or  twelve  years  of  age,  ana 
who  since  that  time  has  passed  his  life  in  shocmaking  or  carpentering,  » 
absurd ;  and  unless  Mr.  Roebuck,  or  anyone  else  who  is  dissatisfied  with 
the  condition  of  the  labouring  classes,  is  prepared  to  suggest  means  by 
which  they  can  all  pass  a  third  of  their  lives  in  preparing  for  the  work  o» 
the  other  two-thirds,  and  by  which  they  may  be  supplied  with  an  entirely 
different  set  of  employments  for  those  remaining  two-thirds  from  that 
which  they  have  at  present,  he  will  never  be  able  to  efface  or  materially 
to  diminish  the  difference  which  now  exists. 
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It  must  be  observed  that  this  distinction,  which  arises  from  the  very 
nature  of  things,  runs  through  the  whole  subject.  The  different  elements, 
of  our  nature  are  only  ideally,  and  not  actually,  distinct.  We  can  form 
separate  conceptions  in  our  own  minds  of  the  intellect,  the  moral  character, 
and  the  artistic  perceptions, — just  as  we  speak  of  the  arms,  the  legs,  the 
heart,  and  the  lungs ;  but,  in  iact,  the  three  mental  divisions  all  run  into 
each  other,  just  as  the  heart  is  directly  connected  with  the  lungs  and  the 
arm  is  attached  to  the  shoulder  so  that  if  it  were  cut  off  it  would,  as  the 
greatest  of  ancient  philosophers  declared,  be  no  longer  an  arm  except  in 
came.  A  man  whose  intellect  is  highly  cultivated  will,  by  that  circum- 
stance alone,  be  enabled  to  see  more  clearly  the  moral  relation  and  signi- 
ficance of  different  actions,  and  to  appreciate  more  fully  the  artistic  merits 
of  particular  courses  of  conduct,  than  one  who  does  not  enjoy  similar 
advantages.  Hence  the  intellectual  superiority  which  the  higher  ranks  of 
wciety  must  always  enjoy  over  the  lower,  will  involve  a  corresponding 
superiority  in  reference  to  moral  and  artistic  matters.  A  gentleman,  as 
each,  will  probably  have  more  delicate  moral  perceptions  and  better  taste 
than  the  members  of  other  classes,  for  this  simple  reason,  that  the  superior 
cultivation  of  his  understanding  will  have  increased  the  strength  and 
delicacy  of  all  his  perceptions,  moral,  intellectual,  or  artistic. 

For  these  reasons  there  must  always  be  an  intellectual  distinction 
between  the  higher  and  lower  classes,  corresponding  to  that  distinction 
between  the  classes  themselves  which  Mr.  Roebuck  admits  to  be  indis- 
pensable to  the  general  welfare  of  society.    It  may,  however,  happen  in 

particular  society,  that  the  difference  is  greater  than  it  should  be ;  and 
no  doubt,  if  Mr.  Roebuck  were  right  in  saying  that  in  this  country  it  is 
*a  great  as  the  difference  between  two  races,  he  would  have  proved  a  very 
bad  state  of  things;  but  he  is  not  correct  in  his  facts,  and  there  is  every 
reason  to  hope  that,  ten  years  hence,  his  description  will  be  utterly 
uauke  anything  which  will  then  exist.  The  whole  subject  was  examined 
with  most  minute  and  elaborate  care  by  the  Education  Commissioners,  and 
the  result  of  their  report  seems  to  be,  that  the  substantial  part  of  educa- 
tion— the  power  of  reading,  writing,  and  ciphering,  in  a  substantial  man- 
ner—is  already  possessed  and  used  by  a  considerable  part  of  the  labouring 
population — in  fact,  by  the  large  majority  of  people  under  forty  years  of 
age;  and  that  if,  for  ten  years  more,  matters  go  on  as  they  have  for  the 
list  twenty  years,  that  part  of  the  population  to  which  Mr.  Roebuck 
referred— the  independent  poor — will  be  able,  with  hardly  an  exception, 
to  read  and  write  without  any  disagreeable  effort,  and  to  cipher  in  a 
serviceable  manner.  Practical  people  cannot  expect  much  more  than 
^at.  The  human  brain  has  but  a  limited  amount  of  energy;  and  if  a 
inaa  las  to  dig,  or  hammer,  and  saw,  or  stitch  leather  for  ten  hours  a  day, 
he  will  never — unless  he  is  a  very  remarkable  man — pass  much  time  in 
reading,  or  read  with  much  system.  If  he  is  a  remarkable  man,  he  will 
soon  rise  above  tho  necessity  of  carpentering  or  shoemaking. 

The  answer  to  the  first  part  of  Mr.  Roebuck's  question,  why  there 
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should  be  any  difference  other  than  that  of  social  rank  between  those  who 
are  and  those  who  are  not  gentlemen,  is  that  the  difference  of  social  rank 
which  he  recognizes  as  necessary,  and  the  difference  in  circumstances  on 
which  it  rests,  involve  a  corresponding  intellectual  difference,  and  that  this 
intellectual  difference  is  not  at  present  in  this  country  much  greater,  and 
will  probably  before  long  cease  to  be  at  all  greater,  than  from  the  nature 
of  the  case  it  always  must  be. 

The  next  question  refers  to  the  artistic  difference  between  those  who 
are  gentlemen  and  those  who  are  not.  Mr.  Roebuck  did  not  divide  the 
Bubject  in  this  way,  but  he  appears  to  have  been  more  struck  with  this 
than  with  any  other  part  of  the  contrast  on  which  he  dwelt  so  vigorously. 
As  compared  with  the  mercantile  clerk,  or  with  the  Spanish  peasant, 
the  English  labourer,  it  appears,  is  a  kind  of  brute.  Questions  of  this 
kind  are  emphatically  and  of  necessity  matters  of  taste,  and  it  is  hard  to 
get  beyond  contrary  affirmations  on  the  opposite  sides  of  the  question; 
but  there  are  many  persons  whose  impressions  of  their  countrymen  alto- 
gether differ  from  Mr.  Roebuck's,  and  who  would  give  totally  different 
evidence  as  to  the  artistic  differences  between  the  gentleman  and  the 
working  man,  and  as  to  the  relative  merits  of  labourers  and  mercantile 
clerks  in  point  of  manners.  As  has  been  already  observed,  the  intel- 
lectual difference  between  the  two  classes  involves  a  corresponding 
difference  in  point  not  merely  of  intellect,  but  of  manners  and  morals  also. 
IIow  far  that  difference  is  exceeded  in  this  particular  case  is  the  on!  v 
question  at  issue.  It  is  one  which  it  is  impossible  to  answer  because  of 
its  indefinite  nature ;  but  though  no  precise  answer  can  be  given,  it  is 
easy  to  exaggerate  both  the  amount  and  the  importance  of  the  difference, 
and  Mr.  Roebuck  appears  to  have  done  both. 

It  may  appear  paradoxical,  but  it  is  strictly  true,  that  the  manners  cf 
an  English  gentleman  have  much  more  in  common  with  the  manners  of  2 
labourer  than  with  the  manners  of  a  mercantile  clerk  or  a  small  shop- 
keeper.    It  is  true  that  a  gentleman's  accent  differs  from  a  labourer's; 
he  holds  himself  differently,  and  his  features  express  altogether  a  different 
class  of  emotions  and  recollections,  but  the  manner  of  the  two  men  has  a 
radical  similarity  which  ought  not  to  be  overlooked  by  any  one  who 
wishes  to  understand  English  society.    The  great  characteristic  of  the 
manners  of  a  gentleman,  as  we  conceive  them  in  England,  is  plain, 
downright,  frank  simplicity.  It  is  meant  to  be,  and  to  a  great  extent  it  is, 
the  outward  and  visible  sign  of  the  two  great  cognate  virtues — truth  and 
courage.    It  is  the  manner  of  men  who  expect  each  other  to  say,  in  the 
plainest  way,  just  what  they  mean,  and  to  stand  to  what  they  say,  with 
but  little  regard  either  for  the  opinions  or  for  the  approbation  of  others, 
though  with  full  respect  to  their  feelings. 

This  sturdy  mixture  of  frankness  when  they  do  apeak,  with  a  perfect 
willingness  to  hold  their  tongues  when  they  have  nothing  to  say,  is  the 
great  distinguishing  feature  of  educated  Englishmen,  and  is  the  one  which 
always  strikes  foreigners  with  surprise.  It  is  their  incapacity  to  appreciate 
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the  qualities  winch  it  covers,  which  makes  their  criticisms  oh  Us  so  wildly 
remote  from  the  truth  as  they  often  are.  This  manner  prevails  much 
more  amongst  the  labouring  than  amongst  the  shopkeeping  classes.  Their 
Unguage  proves  it  conclusively.  A  gentleman  and  a  labouring  man  would 

the  same  story  in  nearly  the  same  words,  differently  pronounced,  of 
course,  and  arranged  in  the  one  case  grammatically,  and  iu  the  other  not, 
la  either  case  the  words  themselves  would  be  plain,  racy,  and  smacking 
of  the  soil  from  which  they  grow.  The  language  of  the  commercial  clerk, 
and  the  manner  in  which  he  brings  it  out,  are  both  framed  on  quite  a 
different  model.  He  thinks  about  himself,  and  constantly  tries  to  talk 
fine.  He  calls  a  school  an  academy,  speaks  of  proceeding  when  he  means 
going,  and  talks,  in  short,  much  in  the  style  in  which  the  members  of  his 
own  class  write  police  reports  and  accounts  of  appalling  catastrophes  for 
the  newspapers.  The  manners  of  a  sailor,  a  non-commissioned  officer  in 
the  army,  a  gamekeeper,  or  of  the  better  kind  of  labourers — men  whose 
masters  trust  them,  and  who  are  well-conducted  and  sober  (as  hundreds 
of  thousands  are) — are  much  better  in  themselves,  and  are  capable  of  a 
iar  higher  polish,  than  the  manners  of  a  bagman  or  a  small  shopkeeper. 

Whether  or  not  the  manners  of  a  respectable  English  labourer  are 
better  than  those  of  a  Spanish  or  French  peasant,  is  a  question  of  taste. 
They  are  formed  on  a  totally  different  model,  and  differ  much  in  the 
same  particulars  in  which  the  manners  of  a  Spanish  or  French  and 
Engliah  gentleman  would  differ.  Every  nation  has  its  ideal;  and  the  ideal 
after  which  a  French  gentleman,  for  example,  aspires,  though  it  has  many 
good  points,  has  some  which  are  far  from  being  good.  The  constant 
demand  which  the  manners  of  French  gentlemen  make  for  sympathy  and 
admiration  is  very  well  for  those  who  like  it,  but  it  is  not  everybody  who 
does.  It  is  hardly  possible  to  find  pleasanter,  more  honourable,  or  more 
instructive  companions  than  well-educated  and  well-bred  Frenchmen  ;  but 
to  an  English  associate,  they  constantly  suggest  the  wish  that  they  were 
a  little  more  indifferent  to  what  other  people  are  likely  to  think  and  say 
about  them ; — in  other  words,  that  they  had  thicker  skins  and  plainer 
manners.  It  is  this  thickness  of  skin  and  plainness  of  manner,  carried 
a  little  to  excess,  which  give  their  peculiar  appearance  to  English 
labourers  and  mechanics,  and  delude  people  into  describing  them  in 
such  language  as  that  of  Mr., Roebuck.  This  is  the  real  explanation 
of  the  stories  which  cause  so  much  patriotic  regret  to  that  eloquent 
lecturer.  One  cannot  help  liking  him  for  the  mixture  of  patriotic  pique 
and  pride  with  which  he  contrasts  the  courtly  Spaniard  at  the  Paris 
Exhibition  with  the  slouching  Englishman,  adding  a  pretty  clear  intima- 
tion of  his  private  opinion  that  if  the  two  men  were  each  put  behind 
a  musket  and  a  bayonet,  the  balance  might  be  the  other  way ;  but, 
in  truth,  his  pride  is  better  founded  than  his  censure.  Probably  the 
Spaniard  believed  that  the  eyes  of  the  whole  universe  were  fixed  on 
himself  and  his  bull—that  he  individually  was  an  honour  to  his  province, 
aud  that  in  the  whole  city  of  Paris  there  was  not  such  another  man  or 
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bull  to  be  found.  The  Englishman,  on  the  contrary,  probably  thought 
rery  little  of  the  whole  affair;  and,  considering  it  perfectly  natural  that 
the  French  should  give  him  a  prize,  was  almost,  if  not  altogether 
indifferent  as  to  whether  they  gave  it  or  not.  Of  course  the  two  senti- 
ments would  be  embodied  in  a  corresponding  manner  ;  but  most  English- 
men would  have  considerable  sympathy  with  a  man  who  would  not  let 
himself  be  put  out  of  the  way  because  a  set  of  foreigners  admired  his 
masters  cattle.  It  is  another  illustration  of  the  very  same  sentiment 
which,  in  all  probability,  led  the  squire  to  whom  the  bull  belonged  to 
walk  about  the  Boulevards  in  a  shooting  jacket  and  wide-awake.  Why, 
he  would  ask,  should  he  not  dress  as  he  liked  in  a  town  where  nobody 
knew  him,  or  was  likely  to  notice  him?  Mr.  Roebuck  himself  would 
hardly  contend  that  the  Spaniard  was  better  educated  than  the  English- 
man. In  all  probability,  he  could  not  spell  his  own  name,  and  had 
never  learnt  his  letters,  whilst  the  Englishman  must  have  been  quite  an 
exception  if  he  was  not  perfectly  able  to  read  his  newspaper  and  his  Bible, 
and  to  write  a  letter  to  his  wife  or  daughter. 

The  other  awful  example  is  of  just  the  same  kind.    Mr.  Roebuck 
walked  into  his  garden  with  The  Times  in  his  hand,  and  told  his  humble 
friend  that  the  Duke  of  Wellington  was  dead.    "  I'm  sorry  for  he,  sir — 
who  was  he?*  was  the  answer;  at  which  Mr.  Koebuck  testifies  his 
virtuous  indignation.     Considering  that  the  present  Emperor  of  the 
French  owed  many  of  the  votes  which  ratified  his  title  to  the  fact  that  the 
enlightened  and  well-behaved  peasantry  firmly  believed  that  he  was  the 
hero  of  Austerlitz  and  Jena  just  returned  from  St.  Helena,  Mr.  Roebuck's 
friend  was  not  in  a  state  of  unexampled  ignorance.    He  had,  however,  one 
merit,  which  is  more  common  here  than  elsewhere.    He  owned  his 
ignorance  like  an  honest  man,  and  did  not  affect  to  talk  about  what  he 
did  not  understand.     This  is  an  invaluable  characteristic,  and  one 
which  deserves  the  highest  praise  in  days  when  everybody  is  exposed 
to  eminent  risk  of  being  pretentious  and  conceited,  and  when  many 
people,  especially  in  the  rank  just  above  labouring  men,  fall  into  that  snare 
to  a  woeful  extent.  Thousands  of  mercantile  clerks  and  small  shopkeepers 
would  have  known  very  little  more  about  the  Duke  of  Wellington  than 
the  Hampshire  labourer,  but  not  one  in  a  hundred  would  have  been 
above  the  meanness  of  pretending  to  knew  all  about  him.  Considered 
merely  as  a  matter  of  manners,  no  gentleman  could  have  spoken  more 
appropriately,  or  in  better  language,  than  the  man  in  question — if  he  had 
only  substituted  "  him"  for  "  he."    The  sentiment  is,  "  You  tell  me  that 
a  great  man,  a  duke,  is  dead,  and  you  tell  me  this  as  a  piece  of  bad  news 
which  affects  the  nation  at  large.    I  am  very  sorry  to  hear  it.    Pray,  tell 
me  something  about  this  great  man,  for  I  don't  know  who  he  was."  This 
sentiment,  expressed  as  it  was  in  the  simplest  and  fewest  possible  words,  was 
essentially  courteous  and  proper.    It  admitted  Mr.  Roebuck's  superior 
information  and  knowledge.    It  gave  him  credit  for  putting  the  proper 
interpretation  on  an  interesting  event,  and  it  expressed  a  wish  for  further 
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instruction.  Could  Mr.  Roebuck  himself  have  done  or  said  more?  The 
mere  fact  of  being  ignorant  about  the  Duke  of  Wellington  is  one  which 
goes  for  nothing  at  all.  A  man's  education  must  be  measured  by  what 
he  does,  and  not  by  what  he  does  not  know.  If  it  were  not  so,  there 
would  not  be  in  the  world  such  a  thing  as  a  well- instructed  man.  Not 
1  :>ng  ago,  a  barrister,  who  was  not  unknown  in  his  own  or  in  other  lines 
of  life,  was  asked  if  he  knew  where  Nootka  Sound  was.  He  said :  "  I 
hare  not  the  least  idea ;  I  have  hitherto  done  very  well  without  knowing; 
but  if  I  cared  to  know,  I  would  find  out  all  about  it  in  ten  minutes.'* 
Dr.  Johnson,  in  his  Dictionary,  defined  the  pastern  as  the  knee  of  a  horse, 
and  on  being  auked  how  he  came  to  do  so,  answered,  "  Ignorance,  madam — 
pure  ignorance."  Any  extent  of  ignorance  of  specific  facta  is  perfectly 
consistent  with  the  manner  and  sentiments  of  a  gentleman.  The  only 
ignorance  inconsistent  with  it  is  ignorance  of  the  principal  means  of 
acquiring  knowledge  in  use  amongst  the  society  to  which  the  person  in 
question  belongs  at  the  time.  Thus  the  North  American  Indians  have, 
in  many  respects,  the  manners  of  gentlemen ;  but  an  Indian  ignorant  of 
the  arts  of  war  and  hunting  would  never  have  acquired  the  manner  of  the 
warriors  and  huntsmen  of  his  tribe.  The  French  are  the  most  ignorant 
nation  in  Europe,  though  their  manners  have  some  excellent  points ;  but 
a  Frenchman  who  was  isolated  from  the  social  inlluences  which  affect  his 
countrymen  so  deeply,  would  no  doubt  be  as  rough  and  brutal  as  the 
mountain  shepherds  whose  ferocious  appearance  so  much  scandalized 
the  old  Marquis  de  Mirabeau.  So  an  Englishman  may  be  very  ignorant ; 
but  if  he  has  had  to  do  with  kind  and  considerate  employers,  and  knows 
how  to  read  and  write,  he  will  probably  be  simple,  modest,  plain-spoken, 
and  respectful,  but  otherwise  not. 

It  is  always  desirable  in  speculations  on  the  state  of  a  country  to  have 
a  clear  notion  of  what  is  wanted;  and  in  reference  to  the  question, 
wliat  degree  of  artistic  cultivation  ought  to  be  expected  of  English 
labouring  people,  it  is  by  no  means  difficult  to  give  an  answer,  which  is 
not  the  less  plain  because  it  is  not  expressed  in  precise  language.  There 
are  in'  the  country  many  thousand  men,  little,  if  at  all,  removed  from  the 
class  in  question,  whose  manners  are  quite  as  good,  and  approach  quite  as 
nearly  to  the  manners  of  gentlemen,  as  can  or  ought  to  be  expected  of 
persons  in  that  class  of  life.  If  our  labourers  and  mechanics  in  general 
were  as  well  behaved  as  steady  policemen,  sober  non-commissioned  officers, 
or  respectable  railway  porters,  they  would  behave  as  well  as  there  is  any 
reason  to  suppose  men  who  work  with  their  hands  all  day  long  and  are 
supported  by  the  wages  of  their  labour  ever  will  behave.  It  would  be  a 
very  bad  exchange  if  they  took  to  behaving  like  Frenchmen  or  Spaniards, 
or  to  giving  to  their  language  that  detestable  affectation  of  literary  stylo 
which  turns  a  good  house  into  an  eligible  residence,  and  makes  a  man  con- 
template the  erection  of  such  a  residenco  instead  of  intending  to  build  it. 

Thus,  the  second  part  of  Mr.  Roebuck's  question,  why  the  labouring 
poor  should  be  inferior  to  the  gentry  as  to  refinement  of  manner,  may  be 

17— a 

Digitized  by  Google 


340 


GENTLEMEN. 


answered  by  saying  that  there  must  always  be  a  difference  of  degree,  for 
the  reasons  already  assigned  ;  but  that  the  difference  is  not  nearly  so  great 
as  he  supposes,  and  that  it  is  not  at  all  impossible,  nor  even  improbable, 
that  the  continued  sympathy  between  class  and  class,  and  the  spread  of 
education,  may  soon  diminish  that  difference  to  its  normal  and  proper 
magnitude. 

The  last  and  most  important  point  to  be  considered  relates  to  the 
moral  differences  between  the  upper  and  lower  classes.  According  to 
Mr.  Roebuck,  the  difference  amounts  to  this,  that  the  one  are  high-minded, 
affectionate,  and  self-controlled,  and  the  others  brutes,  whose  lives  are 
passed  partly  in  drunkenness,  partly  in  domestic  tyranny.  Such  a  mode 
of  disposing  of  the  matter  is  bad  on  the  face  of  it.  It  is  far  too  summary 
and  simple  to  be  true.  The  question  in  fact,  is  extremely  complex,  nor 
docs  any  one  possess  the  knowledge  necessary  to  solve  it  completely.  Some 
general  observations,  however,  may  be  made  respecting  it. 

In  the  first  place,  it  is  most  important  to  notice  the  deep  sympathy 
and,  indeed,  identity  of  moral  character  which  runs  through  nil  classes  of 
the  nation,  and  ought  to  be  specially  and  fully  recognized.  The  resem- 
blances between  all  classes  of  Englishmen  are  generic.  The  differences 
are  specific.  From  the  Queen,  whose  exhortation  to  her  children  on  the 
death  of  their  father  to  support  her  in  the  discharge  of  her  public  duties 
drew  tears  from  many  eyes  not  easily  moistened,  down  to  the  sturdy 
private  soldier,  who  told  his  captors  that  they  might  knock  out  his 
brains  if  they  pleased,  but  that  nothing  on  earth  should  make  him  do 
homage  to  a  Chinaman,  and  was  as  good  as  his  word,  there  are 
links  of  sentiment  and  principle  too  close  to  be  ever  dissevered. 
No  English  gentleman  would  be  worthy  of  the  name,  who  did  not 
consider  the  adjective  as  infinitely  more  valuable  and  characteristic 
than  the  substantive.  Indeed  his  distinction  from  his  neighbours  consists 
only  in  the  fact  that  circumstances  enable  him  to  put  a  special  degree  of 
lustre  and  polish  on  qualities  which  belong  to  millions  of  his  countrymen, 
just  as  much  as  to  himself.  It  is  this  which  justifies  Mr.  Roebuck,  in  his 
assertion  that  there  is  no  reason  to  fear  that  the  lower  classes  will  be  made 
effeminate  if  they  are  to  resemble  their  social  superiors.  The  material  is 
the  same  throughout;  and  the  gentry,  when  they  live  up  to  their  opportu- 
nities, arc  only  picked  and  polished  specimens  of  the  material  of  which 
the  nation  at  large  is  composed. 

The  fact  that  there  is  no  essential  difference  between  the  characters 
of  the  different  sections  of  society,  or,  at  any  rate,  no  difference  which  is  in 
favour  of  the  higher  classes,  is  nowhere  more  apparent  than  in  respect  of 
those  qualities  in  which  the  spirit  of  gentlemen  is  supposed  to  display 
itself  most  fully — the  qualities  of  generosity,  self-sacrifice,  and  patriotism. 
There  is  probably  no  class  of  men  in  the  world  who  possess  these  qualities, 
in  a  higher  degree,  than  the  bulk  of  the  independent  English  poor.  They 
are  often  described  as  dull  and  apathetic;  but  any  one  who  will  look  at 
broad,  notorious  facts,  may  see  that  this  is  utterly  false.    They  are,  as  a 
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rule,  men  of  strong  characters,  and  therefore  of  strong  passions,  and  if 
their  spirit  is  roused  upon  any  point  whatever,  they  become,  in  a  settled, 
stubborn  way  of  their  own,  utterly  indifferent  to  danger,  to  interest,  or  to 
present  or  future  comfort.  The  strikes  which  have  of  late  produced  so 
much  distress,  and  been  so  deeply  and  perhaps  justly  blamed,  have  proved 
this  beyond  a  doubt  It  may  be  quite  true  that  the  workmen  Mere 
utterly  wrong,  and  perfectly  absurd;  but  however  this  may  be,  it  is 
certain  that,  having  taken  their  view,  they  trusted  and  stood  by  each  other 
and  their  leaders,  with  the  same  perfect  confidence  and  dogged  resolution 
that  drove  the  Russians  down  the  hill  of  Inkermann  and  the  French  from 
the  ridge  of  Albuera.  Whenever,  and  in  whatever  form,  the  demand  is 
made,  the  same  qualities  are  always  forthcoming  in  any  required  quantity. 
There  is  no  point  of  generosity  or  self-devotion  which  will  not  be  reached 
by  the  commonest  class  of  Englishmen,  if  they  are  put  upon  their  honour,  and 
treated  with  confidence  and  sympathy.  It  was  a  work  of  great  difficulty 
sod  delicacy  to  form  the  Naval  Reserve.  There  were  all  sorts  of  prejudices 
and  difficulties  to  overcome ;  but  when  the  men  had  fully  studied  the  sub- 
ject, had  made  their  bargain,  and  accepted  their  retaining  fees,  they  came 
forward  as  one  man  to  discharge  their  part  of  the  contract  on  the  first 
rumour  that  their  services  might  be  required ;  and  it  may  be  said,  in 
passing,  that  no  gentlemen  in  Europe  could  have  offered  their  services 
with  better  grace,  or  expressed  their  offer  in  terms  simpler,  and  more 
to  the  purpose.  The  same  spirit  shows  itself  on  every  occasion.  The 
soldiers  who  fell  in  to  meet  inevitable  death  on  the  deck  of  the  Birkenhead, 
as  quietly  as  they  would  have  fallen  in  on  parade,  and  who  did  dio 
accordingly  with  impassive  calmness,  showed  a  degree  of  heroism  which 
would  have  immortalized  the  proudest  aristocracy  in  the  world.  It  is  to 
be  hoped  that  gentlemen  would  have  done  as  well.  The  best  gentlemen  in 
the  world  could  have  done  no  better.  *j 

Nor  is  it  on  those  great  occasions  only  that  such  characteristics  arc 
displayed.  No  more  touching  proof  of  courtesy  was  ever  given  than  waa 
shown  by  the  wounded  men  in  the  Crimea,  who  avoided  every  rough  or 
impatient  expression  in  the  presence  of  the  ladies  who  came  from  Eng- 
land to  nurse  them.  This  was  but  ono  instance  in  a  thousand  of  the 
extreme  delicacy  of  feeling  which  poor  people  constantly  possess.  No 
one  can  have  been  in  the  habit  of  seeing  them  without  learning  that  their 
feelings  are  much  stronger  in  proportion  to  their  understandings  than  is 
the  case  with  gentlefolks ;  that  they  accordingly  express  them  with  far 
less  reserve,  and  that  they  are  therefore  both  more  aware  of  the  nature 
of  each  other's  feelings,  and  in  some  respects  more  on  their  guard  against 
wounding  them,  than  richer  people. 

With  all  these  facts  in  view,  it  seems  hard  to  join  in  Mr.  Roe- 
buck's opinion  that  the  labouring  man  is  "a  mere  brute  animal,"  in 
comparison  with  what  he  should  be.  These  vehement  expressions  rest 
almost  entirely  upon  the  manners  of  Mr.  Roebuck's  constituents  at 
Sheffield,  and  if  he  had  confined  himself  to  saying  that  Sheffield  is  a  very 
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rough  place,  and  that  the  Sheffield  grinders  are  more  given  to  liquor,  to 
cock-fighting,  dog-fighting,  bad  language,  and  wife-beating,  than  most  of 
her  Majesty's  subjects,  he  would  probably  have  been  corroborated  by 
much  independent  evidence.  This,  however,  arises  to  a  great  extent  from 
peculiar  circumstances.  Mr.  Roebuck  himself  truly  says  that  many  of 
his  constituents  earn  immense  wages  by  manual  labour,  and  spend  what 
they  earn  in  chronic  drunkenness  and  low  debauchery.  This  is  very  true, 
and  the  same  remark  applies  to  many  other  parts  of  the  manufacturing 
districts.  The  inference  from  this  is,  that  it  is  a  bad  thing  to  set  a  beggar 
on  horseback.  If  men  are  brought  up  to  live  on  10$.  or  14*.  a  week,  and 
suddenly  rise  to  4/.  or  5/.,  they  are  subjected  to  just  the  same  sort  of 
temptation  as  a  young  man  in  another  class  who  passes  from  a  stingy 
allowance  at  school  or  college,  to  the  uncontrolled  possession  of  a  large 
fortune.  Sailors  with  prize-money,  and  Australian  diggers,  broke  out  into 
just  the  same  sort  of  riot  and  folly.  The  rapid  growth  of  our  manufac- 
tures has  been  to  several  of  our  large  towns  just  what  the  gold  discoveries 
were  to  California  and  Australia.  Society  has  been  disorganized  and 
disarranged,  and  of  course  individual  character  suffers  from  it.  Let  any 
one  think  of  the  villages,  or  towns,  or  streets,  which  he  knows  himself, 
and  he  will  see  how  unjust  it  is  to  describe  the  poor  of  this  country  aa  a 
horde  of  drunken  savages. 

Looking  at  the  matter  apart  from  well-meant  oratorical  exaggerations, 
the  answer  to  the  whole  of  Mr.  Roebuck's  question  will  appear  to  be  thia 
— that  there  always  will  and  must  be  a  difference  between  the  intellectual 
moral,  and  artistic  condition  of  the  rich  and  poor,  corresponding  to  the 
difference  between  them  in  social  rank — that  he  has  greatly  exaggerated 
the  degree  in  which  that  difference  actually  prevails  at  present  in  this 
country,  and  that  there  is  reason  to  hope  that  it  is  in  a  way  to  be  reduced 
to  its  natural  and  normal  magnitude. 
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TnE  universal  sympathy  excited  by  the  recent  calamity  at  the  Hartley 
Colliery,  in  Northumberland,  gives  a  special  interest  to  colliery  labour 
and  the  life  of  the  pitmen.  Without  entering  upon  a  discussion  of  the 
causes  of  the  calamity,  or  the  possible  preventives  of  similar  accidents  in 
future,  we  will  proceed  at  once  to  describe  the  country  and  metropolis  of 
cool,  and  the  scenes  of  industry  above  and  below  ground. 

The  great  northern  coal-field  lying  around  the  rivers  Tyne  and  Wear, 
and  materially  aided  in  its  development  by  those  rivers,  is  the  best  known 
and  the  most  deeply  and  extensively  wrought  coal-field  in  the  world  at 
this  time.  Lying  under  Northumberland  and  Durham,  it  has  an  area  of 
about  four  hundred  and  sixty  square  miles  of  known  coal  formation. 
Probably  there  are  an  additional  two  hundred  and  twenty -five  square  miles, 
under  newer  geological  formations  than  that  in  which  the  great  bulk  of 
all  coal  is  situated.  The  rate  at  which  this  great  deposit  of  fuel  has  been, 
and  is  now  being  drawn  upon,  is  indeed  astonishing.  No  less  than  sixteen 
millions  of  tons  were  extracted  in  1859,  and  it  is  not  improbable  that  the 
annual  yield  of  the  entire  field  will  in  a  few  years  amount  to  twenty 
millions  of  tons.  Should  only  the  present  rate  of  mining  continue,  the 
whole  attainable  coal  might  be  exhausted  in  less  than  five  hundred  years 
from  this  time.  One  colliery  engineer  has  made  a  careful  calculation,  by 
which  the  power  of  exhaustion  is  limited  to  three  hundred  and  sixty- 
five  years :  as  many  years,  therefore,  in  the  mture  as  there  are  days  in 
one  year  may  possibly  be  the  term  of  the  enormous  coal  produce  of  the 
North.  Meanwhile  it  has  supplied  half  the  world  with  coal  for  open 
grates;  and  "  Wallsend"  has  become  a  household  word. 

No  one,  perhaps,  would  dream  of  making  an  excursion  for  pleasure  to 
thi*  great  district  of  subterranean  darkness  and  superficial  blackness ;  yet 
few  places  in  our  country,  and  certainly  not  in  any  other,  are  so  full  of 
real  interest.  To  wander  amongst  one  hundred  and  eighty-three  collieries 
aggregated  in  two  counties ;  to  witness  the  extraordinary  mechanisms  and 
erections  for  the  extraction  of  coal  and  its  delivery  to  collier  vessels ;  to 
note  the  hundreds  of  tall  chimneys,  the  streaming  black  barriers  of  smoke 
fuming  away  in  the  breeze,  and  the  perplexed  network  of  colliery  railways 
arul  tramways,  which  run  along  and  across  in  such  confusion  to  the  eye  of 
the  visitor  that  hourly  collisions  of  coal  trains  seem  inevitable ;  to  stand 
at  a  pit's  mouth  and  watch  the  ceaseless  arrival  of  coaly  cargoes  and  their 
despatch  to  the  screens;  to  listen  to  the  fearful  clattering  of  all  these 
coals  against  the  strong,  sounding  wires,  or  rather  bars,  of  the  large  screens 
themselves ;  and  to  take  note  of  the  rough  and  begrimed  human  beings 
who  throng  all  around  and  seem  to  belie  the  appellation  of  "white  men" 
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—oil  this  nflords  a  source  of  interest  and  excitement  which  cannot  be 
adequately  conceived  until  it  is  experienced.  If  the  reader  will  in 
imagination  accompany  the  writer,  we  will  at  once  proceed  to  the  locality, 
and  take  train  for  Newcastle-on-Tyne,  the  true  metropolis  of  coal. 

Though  once  a  peaceful  and  contracted  town,  it  nevertheless  owes  its 
origin  to  war,  its  establishment  to  piety,  and  its  remarkable  increase  to  the 
spirit  of  trading  enterprise.  On  coal  and  iron  it  is  founded,  commercially 
as  well  as  topographically :  on  coal,  and  by  coal  it  stands,  and  it  has 
extended  superficially  much  in  the  proportion  in  which  the  coal  pits  have 
extended  subterraneously ;  as  miners  have  excavated  the  "stones  of  dark- 
ness  "  *  beneath,  so  builders  have  piled  up  the  stones  of  architecture  above 
And  fair  and  enduring  stones  these  latter  are ;  for  few  provincial  towns 
can  boast  streets  so  noble  and  houses  so  durable  and  imposing  as  Newcastle 
in  its  newer  parts.  The  old  lanes  and  alleys  leading  down  to  the  quay 
side  are  indeed  as  tortuous,  as  foul  and  forbidding  as  the  side  passages  of 
an  old  coalpit ;  but  it  has  doubled  its  population  within  some  forty  years, 
and  its  famous  river,  the  coaly  Tyne,  which  is  only  surpassed  by  the 
Thames  in  impurity,  is  daily  burdened  with  colliers  and  other  vessels 
attracted  from  all  parts  of  the  world  to  discharge  their  merchandise  upon 
its  quays.  By  the  exchanges  consequent  upon  these  adventures,  numerous 
trades  have  been  called  into  operation  and  continued  activity ;  these  in 
their  turn  give  employment  to  industrious  thousands,  who,  spreading  over 
the  entire  vicinity,  form  thriving  communities.  North  and  South  Shields 
have  sprung  up  at  the  mouth  of  the  Tyne,  and  many  intermediate  villages 
have  in  like  manner  arisen  within  the  memory  of  men  now  alive.  Stand 
upon  any  eminence,  and  as  you  gaze  around  (that  is,  as  far  as  the  clouds  of 
smoke  will  permit),  you  must  acknowledge  that  coal  is  the  origin  and 
coal  the  result  of  all  the  wealth  and  industry  in  and  around  this  carbona- 
ceous metropolis. 

Approaching  Newcastle  from  the  Durham  side,  the  dingy  town  of 
Gateshead  stands  before  us  on  one  side  of  the  Tyne,  dense  with  houses 
which  swarm  with  population,  and  clouded  with  the  soot  and  smoke  of 
many  a  manufactory.  On  the  other  side  of  the  Tyne,  which  we  reach 
by  the  High  Level  Bridge — an  imposing  structure — rises  Newcastle  on  its 
half  hidden  hills ;  and  deep  down  between  the  two  towns  rolls  the  broad 
black  river,  with  its  ships  and  coal-boats,  its  "  keels  and  keelmen."  Higher 
up,  and  away  from  those  waters,  are  seen  ranges  of  dim  and  dirty-looking 
buildings  one  above  the  other;  and  yonder  in  the  midst  of  these,  in 
strange  contrast  with  them,  a  stately  fabric  of  Grecian  architecture  rises 
proudly  on  an  eminence.  Passing  over  the  bridge  which  links  Gatesli^i  l 
with  Newcastle,  we  enter  the  latter  by  one  of  its  least  promising  ap- 
proaches. If  wo  keep  to  the  banks  of  the  Tyne,  we  are  in  a  labyrinth  of 
lanes  and  "  stairs,"  as  the  old  narrow  streets  are  named,  amidst  a  crowd 
of  unwashed  and  clamorous  natives  ;  but  if  we  ascend  to  Grey  Street,  a 
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splendid  curvilinear  range  of  buildings  opens  upon  us  for  a  length  of  four 
hundred  yards.  The  West  Hill  consists  of  three  ranges  of  buildings  in  the 
Corinthian  style,  with  needful  adaptations;  the  third  compartment  in- 
cluding a  large  central  Exchange,  conspicuous  in  situation,  magnificent  in 
design,  and  rich  in  ornament. 

Its  chief  interest  to  us  at  present  arises  from  the  assemblage  of  coal- 
agents  and  mine-managers  and  owners  under  its  roof.  At  the  period  when 
thereat/,  a  kind  of  coal-owners*  monopoly,  was  in  foil  force  in  this  locality, 
it  was  no  uncommon  sight  to  see  all  the  coal-lords  and  coal-commoners 
assembled  on  a  particular  day  at  this  centre,  all  got  up  in  their  best.  Such 
a  time  was  particularly  favourable  for  scanning  the  exterior  of  these  lords 
of  the  neighbouring  soil,  or  rather  what  lies  under  the  soil ;  for  here- 
abouts the  owners  of  the  one  may  be  very  different  persons  from  the 
owners  of  the  other.  Here  are  congregated  the  agents  and  managers,  or, 
as  they  are  locally  termed,  the  viewers,  of  most  of  the  principal  Newcastle 
and  Durham  pits,  discussing  the  probabilities  of  a  rise  of  sixpence  or  a 
shilling-  per  ton  in  coal.  There  is  one  sprucely  got-up  viewer,  jauntily 
swinging  a  riding-whip,  and  rather  aspiring  to  the  exterior  of  a  jockey 
than  a  gentleman,  whom  we  have  seen  in  very  different  attire  and  under 
Tory  different  circumstances — more  than  a  thousand  feet  under  ground ; 
his  blue-spotted  handkerchief,  gaudy  waistcoat,  trebly-crossed  gold  guard- 
chain,  fashionable  hat,  and  glossy  cloth  coat,  replace  the  old  black  leather 
cap,  turned-up  corduroy  trousers,  short  jacket,  flannel  vest,  clay  candle- 
stick, and  tough  ash  walking-stick,  which  marked  this  jaunty  gentleman 
in  the  darkness  of  the  pit.  Then  he  was  a  viewer,  a  first  workman 
amongst  working  pitmen  ;  now  he  is  not  a  whit  behind  the  best  of  gen- 
tlemen in  his  own  esteem,  and  desirous  of  chatting  with  you  about  the 
Italian  opera  or  the  Prince  of  Wales,  rather  than  anything  that  concerns 
the  Tyne  and  the  mine.  Yonder,  amongst  that  knot  of  older,  stouter, 
and  sturdier  men,  is  one  of  the  most  eminent  viewers  in  this  district. 
Portly  in  person,  ruddy  to  look  upon,  and  affable  to  converse  with,  he 
is  deferentially  regarded  by  all  under-vicwers  and  inferior  officers  of 
mines;  yet  he  himself  was  once  a  "pit-lad,"  and  has  risen  up  to  his  pre- 
sent eminence  as  a  mining  engineer ;  he  was  a  working  man  in  the  pits 
with  George  Stephenson,  although  he  held  at  that  time  a  position  superior 
to  him.  Everybody  knows  George  Stephenson's  history,  but  very  few 
know  this  eminent  viewer's  less  eventful  yet  hardly  less  fortunate  course ; 
though  he  can  make  his  voice  heard  very  effectively  when  any  member 
of  fhe  Government  wants  to  know  anything  about  collieries  :  for  he 
speaks  as  one  having  authority,  and  the  thing  he  commands  is  done, 
while  the  thing  he  wishes  not  to  be  done,  somehow  never  is  done.  That 
short,  rather  stout,  but  benevolent-looking  man  hard  by  yonder  pillar, 
discoursing  with  that  tall  man  in  a  pilot-coat,  is  now  a  partner  in  one 
of  the  principal  iron-works  near  the  Tyne,  and  has  risen  to  his  present 
position  from  the  lowest  grade  of  pit  life — that  of  a  trapper-boy,  earning 
Bixpence  a  day.    He  will  describe  to  you,  after  dinner,  all  the  phases  and 
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misfortune?  cf  a  pit-lad's  life  some  fifty  years  ago,  bringing  tears  into 
your  eyes  as  he  depict*  in  homely  yet  striking  language  the  hardships 
which  he  himself  has  suffered  in  boyhood  and  youth,  while  sitting  in  the 
deep  darkness  to  open  a  door  for  ten  and  twelve  hours  a  day,  or  dragging 
a  full  coal-basket,  like  an  unfortunate  donkey,  harnessed  with  ropes  and 
cut  by  cords.  While  amongst  the  viewers,  we  will  make  an  appoint- 
ment for  a  visit  to  one  of  the  principal  pits,  and  introduce  the  reader 
personally  to  this  great  authority  :  in  the  politest  terms  that  the  north 
affords,  we  are  invited  to  accompany  him  to  his  residence,  Hillingdon 
Hall,  and  in  a  few  hours  we  start  in  the  viewer  s  carriage. 

The  larger  collieries  in  the  vicinity  of  the  three  navigable  rivers— the 
Tyne,  the  Wear,  and  the  Tees — which  so  fortunately  intersect  this  coal- 
field, have  railways  or  tramways  of  their  own  running  in  the  most  direct 
line  they  can  obtain  down  to  the  nearest  navigable  river's  bank ;  and 
for  this  reason  the  whole  number  of  collieries  in  this  entire  field  are 
classed  according  to  the  name  of  the  river  by  which  they  ship  their 
produce:  the  oldest  are  those  bordering  upon  the  Tyne,  the  youngest 
those  shipping  by  the  Tees.  Upon  the  railways  stretching  from  the 
collieries  to  the  river,  the  coal  waggons  are  careering  in  trains  propor- 
tioned to  the  producing  power  of  the  pit  from  whose  mouth  they 
start:  on  level  ground  they  are  impelled  by  a  small  locomotive,  on 
declining  ground  by  their  own  gravity,  and  on  ascending  ground  they  are 
drawn  up  by  engines  stationed  at  the  summit  of  the  ascent.  The  "  way- 
lines,"  or  rents  of  the  ground  occupied  by  these  lines  of  tramway  or  rail- 
way, form  a  heavy  item  of  expense ;  and  collieries  lying  at  a  distance  from 
the  river  pay  from  400/.  to  500/.  per  annum  merely  for  the  right  of 
running  their  trains  through  private  property.  A  map  of  these  lines,  and 
of  the  collieries  which  ship  by  the  river,  displays  a  singular  network  of 
interlacing  railways,  all  tending  to  the  Tyne.  Descending  from  the 
carriage,  and  following  one  of  these  lines,  we  find  that  it  leads  us  close  to 
the  banks  of  the  blackened  waters ;  and  here,  on  a  "  ballast-heap,"  we 
may  take  our  stand  aside,  while  we  watch  the  course  of  coal  embarkation. 

At  the  end  of  the  railway  stands  a  huge  shed-like  erection  covering 
a  platform  of  wood,  resembling  the  end  of  a  timber  viaduct.  Upon 
this  platform,  or  "  staith,"  the  fast-rimning  coal  waggons  are  suddenly 
brought  to  a  stand ;  their  number  is  checked  by  a  clerk,  and  they  are 
placed,  one  at  a  time,  upon  an  open  square  frame  in  the  middle  of  the 
platform,  which  frame,  upon  the  withdrawal  of  a  bolt,  is  lowered  from 
the  staith  by  curious  machinery,  until  it  becomes  suspended  over  the 
hatchway  of  the  vessel  below.  A  man  descends  with  the  waggon,  but 
outride  of  it,  uniastens  a  latch  at  its  bottom,  which,  turning  upon  a  liinge 
like  a  trapdoor,  permits  the  whole  of  the  laden  coal  to  descend,  but 
little  broken,  into  the  hold  of  the  ship.  Counterpoising  weights,  wliich 
cause  the  waggon  to  ascend,  are  attached  to  the  machinery ;  a  wide- 
sweeping  metallic  arm  plays  the  part  of  the  human  limb  on  a  large  scale, 
and  up  come  empty  waggon  and  blackened  man,  the  latter  careering 
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through  a  considerable  arc  of  a  circle.  Daily  and  hourly  is  this  process 
going  forward,  so  that  the  man  must  sweep  through  many  miles  of  circle 
in  the  course  of  a  year. 

Yonder  on  the  left,  across  the  half  green  and  half  black  grass,  is  a 
gloomy  engine-house  and  a  tall  chimney;  that  is  the  colliery  station, 
and  the  nearer  we  approach  it  the  more  audible  are  the  whistlings,  groan- 
ing*, crackings,  and  clash ings  that  issue  from  certain  pullies  or  "gins," 
waggons  and  "  breaks,"  boys  and  men,  engaged  in  transporting  the  up- 
sent  coal.  The  enginc-bcam  protruding  from  the  upper  part  of  the 
engine-house,  alternately  elevating  and  depressing  itself  in  measured 
motion,  has  attached  to  it  the  rod  and  bucket  of  a  pump,  which,  at  the 
depth  of  perhaj*  a  thousand  feet,  is  lifting  water  from  the  pit,  and  enabling 
the  men  to  labour  in  dry  galleries,  which  otherwise  would  speedily  be 
flooded ;  for  through  sandstone  rifts,  wet  sands,  and  sloping  shales,  slowly 
percolate  thousands  of  gallons  of  water.  One  hour's  failure  of  the  great 
pumping  engine  might  endanger  the  whole  mine,  as  the  floods  might,  in 
that  brief  space  of  time,  fill  all  the  floors  and  passages,  and  rise  half-way 
up  the  shaft :  two  or  three  hours  might  bring  the  waters  to  the  very  top 
of  the  shaft  across  the  level  of  the  common  ground,  and  two  or  three 
months  of  unfailing  pumping  would  not  empty  the  mine  again :  indeed 
it  might  be  completely  and  for  ever  "  drowned  out." 

Dressing  ourselves  in  rough  pilot-jackets,  vests,  and  trowsers,  a  round, 
hard,  leather  cap,  a  stout  stick,  a  pound  of  pit  candles,  and  a  clay  candle- 
stick, complete  our  preparations :  the  most  effectual  disguise  would  be  a 
pitman's  habiliments.  The  obliging  under-viewer  awaits  us  at  the  door : 
he  knows  more  than  we  shall  learn,  and  is  capable  of  instructing  us  in 
everything  that  concerns  this  pit ;  for  he  perambulates  it  twice  a  week, 
and  knows  its  passages  a*  well  as  we  know  the  streets  around  Belgravia  or 
Cornhill.  The  surrounding  scene  at  the  pit's  mouth  is  certainly  un- 
inviting to  any  but  the  truly  inquisitive.  Long  rows  of  blackened  sheds 
appear  in  the  lingering  dusk ;  and  groups  of  yawning  pitmen  assemble 
upon  the  brink  of  the  shaft,  arrayed  like  ourselves,  pale  in  visage,  some- 
what short  in  stature,  half  bowed  in  the  legs,  gently  rounded  in  the  back ; 
half-suspicious  and  half-sagacious  in  their  glances,  they  eye  us  askance, 
joking  with  the  overman,  and  complaining  to  the  wastcman  of  "  bad  air  " 
down  the  pit :  they  are  awaiting  their  turn  to  descend.  Gradually  life  and 
bustle  begin  to  be  observable :  the  engine  for  winding  up  the  first  load 
begins  to  steam,  and  the  "  banksman  " — a  constant  attendant  at  the  pit's 
mouth — prepares  for  all  comers.  Two  huge  arms  rise  inclining  over  the 
shaft,  supporting  a  couple  of  large  pulleys,  over  which  roll  the  double  pit 
roj>e  of  plaited  wire,  flat,  tough,  and  entirely  metallic :  a  pair  of  such 
ropes  may  cost  500/.  Hemp  will  hang  a  man  ;  but  wire  will  alone,  after 
a  twelvemonth's  wear-and-tear,  preserve  him  from  breaking  his  neck  in 
a  great  coal  shaft.  The  descent  and  ascent  of  these  shafts  have  of  late 
years  lost  half  of  their  interest,  because  they  have  lost  all  their  romance. 
Now,  a  vertical  pair  of  "  guides  "  supplies  an  upright  railway  for  iron 
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cages,  which  arc  not  unlike  third-class  railway  carriages  on  English  lines. 
Into  these  cages  the  men  creep,  and  the  coal  waggons  are  wheeled.  You 
cannot  fall  out,  nor  can  the  cages  fall  down ;  only  a  carelessly  protruded 
arm  or  finger  may  be  lopped  off.  When  wo  were  boys,  pitmen  either 
descended  in  swinging,  banging,  and  bounding  baskets  (corvts),  or,  with 
true  professional  dignity,  scorned  baskets  and  oscillation  in  wicker-work, 
and  inserting  one  leg  in  a  loop  at  the  end  of  the  rope,  and  winding  their 
arms  round  it,  "  rode  down,"  defiant  of  danger  and  a  thousand  feet  of 
darkness ! 

Embarking  with  the  first  passengers,  wc  creep  into  the  iron  compart- 
ment, and  crouch  in  the  cage,  taking  special  care  to  draw  in  elbows, 
hands,  and  fingers.  The  word  is  given  and  down  we  go.  Four  minutes 
41  re  enough  to  land  us  at  the  bottom,  one  minute  to  disembark  us,  and 
five  to  adapt  our  eyes  to  the  darkness  and  equip  us  for  the  interior. 
Timidly,  yet  trustfully,  we  walk  along  the  mainway  of  the  mine — the 
Chcapside  or  the  Regent  Street  of  this  underground  town ;  and  half-an- 
honr  of  such  progress  familiarizes  us  with  the  darkness,  and  prepares  us 
to  submit  to  all  the  necessary  inconveniences.  Not  a  few  lads  and  boys 
have  passed  us,  the  latter  as  charioteers  of  the  trains  of  coal  waggons. 
Bigger  boys  now  appear  in  corners  and  side  passages ;  and  into  one  of  these 
side  passages  wc  now  diverge,  for  the  main  line  would  lead  us  a  mile  or  two 
onward  in  the  same  order  of  blank  excavation.  The  side  passages,  how- 
ever, take  us  to  the  working  places,  the  coal-getting  localities,  the  scenes 
of  suffering,  and  the  sources  of  pay  and  wages.  The  entire  mine  is  excavated 
apon  the  panel-work  plan  :  a  few  leading  streets  are  intersected  by 
dozens  of  cross  streets,  less  in  height,  breadth,  and  length,  and  themselves 
intersected  again  by  longitudinal  passages  parallel  to  the  leading  paths 
of  the  pit.  The  solid  pillars  left  standing  by  this  mode  of  excavation 
serve  to  uphold  the  roof,  and  form  a  reserve  of  coal.  But  they  them- 
selves may  ultimately  be,  and  often  are,  trenched  upon ;  and  when  entiiely 
exhausted,  the  wooden  props  which  help  to  support  the  roofs  are  knocked 
out  and  drawn  away,  by  daring  and  agile  "deputies"  or  "wastemen;" 
then  dowu  come  the  unsupported  shales  and  cones  with  a  tremcudcus 
clash,  and  roof  is  confounded  with  floor. 

We  must  stoop  to  conquer  in  all  these  subordinate  excavations,  and 
stoop  the  lower  as  we  advance  the  farther ;  for  stooping  is  the  law  of 
progress  here — as,  alas,  too  frequently  elsewhere :  men  of  little  bodies  and 
short  legs  are  most  at  home  here,  hence  come  that  dorsal  curve  and  bow 
of  the  legs  which  distinguish  the  hereditary  pitman.  My  own  mode  cf 
travelling  here,  as  I  am  an  inch  and  a  half  over  the  minimum  height  lor 
the  Guards,  is  recumbent  upon  a  rolley  or  low  waggon-stand  ;  and  thus 
one  can  be  propelled  into  the  narrowest  and  shallowest  passage  of  any  pit. 
The  only  contingent  peril  lies  in  a  sudden  fall  of  stone  from  the  roof;  to 
which,  indeed,  one  is  continually  exposed.  Penetrating  farther  into  these 
holes  and  corners  of  the  vast  excavation,  we  ever  and  anon  come  upon  the 
bigger  lads  at  their  several  occupations :  the  putters,  or,  more  plainly, 
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pushers;  marrows  and  half  marrows,  and  little  foals.    All  of  these  are 
engaged  in  propelling  or  dragging  the  laden  baskets  of  coal,  which  must 
first  be  brought  under  a  crane  before  they  can  be  hoisted  on  to  a  rolhy 
for  the  horses.    This  is  the  hardest  and  most  distressing  labour  of  the 
pit  for  these  boys ;  who  do  work  which  ponies  cannot  do,  because  they 
can  creep,  and  drag,  and  push  where  the  smallest  of  the  equine  race 
cannot  set  a  hoof.    Half  the  harrowing  tales  of  hardships  which  have 
shocked  the  readers  of  sundry  parliamentary  blue-books  are  associated 
with  this  kind  of  labour.    The  poor  "foals"  are,  to  our  thinking,  the 
worst  off,  being  harnessed  to  the  coal  basket,  and  driven  by  "  putters " 
who  have  little  feeling,  little  mercy,  and  less  concern  about  their  juniors. 
We  have  examined  and  conversed  with  some  hundreds  of  these  lads,  and 
while  we  admit  that  they  would  have  been  worse  off  thirty  or  forty  years 
ago,  we  contend  that  they  might  be  better  off  in  this  present  year  of 
grace :  indeed,  in  the  recesses  of  this  carbonaceous  Pandemonium  we  have 
been  solemnly  charged  by  not  a  few  men  and  boys  to  reveal  to  the  public 
the  alleged  horrors  and  severities,  which  the  sufferers  declare  "  Lord  Pal- 
merston  ought  to  come  and  see  for  hisself,  and  tell  the  parliament  house 
of  it  too." 

The  real  getters  of  the  coal  are  the  so-called  hewers — the  strong 
and  able  men  of  the  mine;  and  their  work  is  the  most  peculiar  we 
have  ever  witnessed.  In  a  small  corner-like  recess,  full  of  floating 
aal-dust,  foul  and  noisome  with  bad  air  and  miscellaneous  refuse  and 
garbage,  glimmer  three  or  four  candles,  stuck  in  clay  which  adheres  to 
wall  and  roof;  or  there  may  be  only  a  couple  of  Davy  lamps,  each 
of  which  may  be  truly  styled  Incus  a  non  lucendo.  Close  and  deli- 
berate scrutiny  will  discover  one  hewer  nearly  naked,  lying  upon  his 
back,  elevating  his  small  sharp  pickaxe  a  little  above  his  nose,  and  picking 
into  the  coal-seam  with  might  and  main  ;  another  is  squatting  down  and 
using  his  pick  like  a  common  labourer;  a  third  is  cutting  a  small  channel 
in  the  seam,  and  preparing  to  drive  in  wedges.  By  one  or  other  kind  of 
application  the  coal  is  broken  down ;  but  if  too  hardly  imbedded,  gun- 
powder is  employed,  and  the  mineral  blasted;  the  dull,  muffled,  roof- 
shaking  boom  that  follows  each  blast  startling  the  ear  of  the  novice,  who 
commonly  concludes  that  the  whole  mine  has  exploded  and  that  his  last 
minute  is  near  at  hand.  We  may  visit  recess  after  recess  of  this  kind 
in  the  same  extensive  mine,  and  yet  fail  in  any  one  day  to  see  the  half. 
There  is  an  old  pit  on  the  other  side  of  the  Tyne — (where,  by-the-by, 
George  Stephenson  worked) — which  includes  no  less  than  some  seventy 
miles  of  excavation,  if  all  the  passages  were  put  together.  The  mine  we 
are  now  in  may  have  twenty  miles  of  excavation.  People  have  been  lost 
in  the  catacombs  at  Kome ;  and  they  might  just  as  easily  be  lost  nearer, 
in  a  coal  mine.  A  story  is  told  of  a  constable  who  came  to  a  pit  village 
in  search  of  an  inveterate  debtor.  He  was  told  the  debtor  was  "  down 
pit/1  and,  nothing  daunted,  he  demanded  to  be  let  down  in  search  of  him. 
Down  he  did  go ;  but  up  he  never  came  ;  and  his  man  he  never  found. 
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At  the  busiest  hours  of  the  day  here  are  in  all  some  four  hundred 
living  human  beings  in  the  different  parts  of  the  vast  mine  we  are  visiting. 
You  would  not  think  so,  as  you  meet  them  only  in  threes  or  fours  or  fives; 
but  they  all  know  their  places,  and  some  are  a  mile,  it  may  be,  from  our 
present  position.  The  whole  mine  is  mapped  out  upon  carefully  con- 
structed plans,  and  no  map  of  any  town  or  city  is  more  accurate  than  that 
of  this  pit,  which  you  may  inspect  in  the  colliery  office.  The  viewer  can 
at  any  time  learn  from  his  under-viewer  what  is  going  forward  in  any 
working  place,  and  have  it  pointed  out  to  him  upon  the  map.  There  are 
men  who  perambulate  every  gallery ;  men  who  take  charge  of  particular 
portions,  and  men  who  have  worked  so  long  and  walked  so  repeatedly 
through  these  tunnels,  that  they  can  at  any  time  chalk  or  charcoal  out  a 
colliery  chorography,  and  (so  they  affirm)  find  any  part  of  the  pit  blind- 
fold. There  is  only  one  time  in  the  twenty- four  hours  when  we  can 
see  all  these  people  together  and  in  working  trim,  and  that  is  the 
hour  of  "loosening"  or  stopping  work.  At  that  hour  let  us  take  our 
stand  at  the  bottom  of  the  shaft.  The  long-wished-for  minute  arrives 
and  is  signalled,  not  by  clock  or  bell,  but  by  one  long,  shrill,  resonant 
cry,  coming  from  the  top  of  the  shaft  and  the  banksman's  lips.  "Loose; 
l-o-o-s-e ;  l-o — o — se —  "  is  the  one  word  thrice  repeated,  but  drawled 
and  drawn  out  into  vocal  lengths  of  some  seconds'  duration.  The  cry 
is  taken  up  by  men  below,  and  rings  from  mouth  to  mouth  and  gallery  to 
gallery,  until  the  remotest  corners  of  the  pit  are  echoing  with  the  welcome 
sound.  Down  fall  picks  from  the  hands  of  hewers,  and  implements  of 
all  kinds  are  left  by  human  beings  of  all  ages.  Every  five  or  ten  minutes 
shows  us  gang  after  gang  winding  their  dim  and  perilous  way  to  the 
base  of  the  shaft  ;  to  that  little  circle  of  light  which,  like  a  fairy  rin£, 
lies  brightly  upon  the  black  coal  floor.  On  it  stands  the  empty  cage ;  into 
that  get  the  men  and  boys  as  they  arrive,  and  up  they  go,  black  and 
weary.  We  have  stood  in  such  a  spot  as  this  and  seen  pitmen,  jaded  as 
they  were,  thrust  one  leg  into  the  loop  of  the  rope,  catch  up  a  boy  in 
one  arm,  and  place  another  on  the  knee  of  the  looped  leg,  and  thus  ride 
up  to  the  daylight ;  the  boys  being  sound  asleep  when  they  have  reached 
the  surface.  Even  now  the  old  pitmen  say,  "  None  of  your  new-fangled 
ingins  for  we  old  uns."  No  doubt  "  safety  cages  "  are  the  most  desirable 
fitting  in  a  shaft,  and  hitherto,  they  have  been  thought  to  be  absolulely 
safe ;  but  the  Hartley  calamity  has  made  apparent  an  unexpected  liability 
— namely,  that  of  some  heavy  body  falling  down  the  shaft  upon  the  cage, 
and  thereby  at  once  crushing  any  persons  in  it. 

Ascending  with  the  last  freight  of  human  moles,  what  a  congregation 
of  dusky  workpeople  do  we  find  at  the  pit's  mouth !  Here  are  a  dozen 
middle-aged  hewers  awaiting  our  arrival,  peering  at  us  with  glimmering 
eyes,  deep-set  in  begrimed  visages ;  and  twenty  or  thirty  stout  lads— 
the  fretters — showing  white  teeth  in  darkest  lips,  as  they  broadly  grin  at 
our  awkwardness  in  landing.  Behind  them  are  groups  of  little  boys, 
some  of  whom  have  been  lugging  coal-baskets  for  eight  or  nine  hours,  and 
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others,  as  trappers,  who  Lave  sat  for  twelve  hours  behind  wooden  doors 
erected  in  the  main  ways  of  the  mine  for  ventilating  purposes,  pulling  a 
siring  to  open  the  door  when  any  coal-waggons  come  up  for  passage: 
weary  work.  We  enter  the  nearest  house,  put  off  our  pitmen's  dresses, 
rvsume  our  own  customary  habiliments,  and  make  the  best  of  our  way  to 
the  neighbouring  pit  village. 

Files  of  pitmen  and  groups  of  pit-lads  are  now  dotting  all  the  roads 
converging  towards  the  village.  Yonder  come  two  more  upright  and 
rather  better  dressed  men,  who  seem  to  be  a  grade  above  the  com- 
monalty ;  these  arc  the  subordinate  officers  of  the  pit :  they  have  rather 
better  wages,  and  the  best  of  the  cottages ;  where  they  reside  the  set  of 
bouses  is  nicknamed  "  Quality  Row."  Going  with  them  to  their 
cottages,  we  see  them  enter  and  close  the  door;  and  although  we  shall 
accept  their  invitations  to  drop  in  for  a  "  bit  of  talk  "  at  tea-time,  we 
leave  them  now  to  their  retirement  and  ablutions:  the  latter  being  a 
most  indispensable  performance,  and  one  that  claims  precedence  of  every 
other  domestic  duty.  Meanwhile  let  us  walk  across  and  down  the  side 
lane  till  we  come  upon  the  lads  and  boys.  A  rough,  roystering,  laughing, 
chattering,  song-singing  company  they  are,  even  though  their  subter- 
ranean fetigues  might  have  subdued  all  their  superfluous  vigour :  when 
free,  they  will  be  funny  and  frolicsome ;  playing  leap-frog,  or  hop,  Btep, 
and  jump,  and  it  is  as  well  to  keep  out  of  their  way  when  they  are 
bowling  huge  stones  before  them.  There  are  a  couple  of  them  turning 
aside  to  settle  by  might  of  fists  some  underground  quarrel :  arms  so 
brawny,  and  fists  so  knotty,  are  seldom  observable  in  town  artisans ;  and 
a  blow  from  one  of  those  burly  lads  is  no  trifle.  The  fight  is  done,  the 
ring  is  re-opened  into  rank  and  file,  and  on  they  proceed  into  the  village, 
down  "  Quality  Row,"  along  "  Shiney  Row,"  and  finally  disappear  one 
by  one  in  cottage  doors.  What  ablutions  and  detergent  scrubbings  will 
go  on  there  for  the  next  half-hour  ! 

There  lived  at  Wallsend  an  eminent  mining  agent,  now  deceased,  who 
has  entertained  me  whole  days,  while  driving  in  his  gig  from  colliery 
to  colliery,  with  tales  of  early  times  amongst  the  pit  people,  and  with 
descriptions  of  scenes  he  had  witnessed  and  participated  in  when  the 
hewers  and  others  were  a  race  marked  by  notorious  peculiarities  of 
costume.  The  young  pitman,  in  those  gay  and  gleesome  days,  would 
wear  his  hair  at  the  temples  in  curls,  turning  the  hair  round  a  thin 
piece  of  lead  wrapped  in  paper,  and  at  the  back  of  the  head  hung  pig- 
tails ;  the  leads  being  taken  out  only  at  the  end  of  every  week.  On 
Sundays  and  holidays  the  gay  pit  youth  would  sport  a  very  showy 
waistcoat,  ornamented  with  striking  flowery  figures,  and  called  his  44  posy 
ve*t ; "  his  nether  bulk  was  arrayed  in  breeches  of  smart  cut,  of  plush 
or  velveteen,  tautened  at  the  knees  with  ribbons  of  various  gaudy  colours, 
stockings  with  44  clocks "  or  side-ornaments,  and  laced  boots  or  stout 
fchoes  with  pointed  toes ;  on  his  head  was  a  round  hat,  adorned  on  holi- 
days with  flaunting  ribbons.    Thus  attired,  the  young  44  buck  "  would 
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perambulate  the  pit- village,  the  admired  of  all  those  pitmen's  daughter* 
who  had  hearts  to  lose  and  husbands  to  gain.  What  a  contrast  this  to 
the  black  coats  and  plain  habiliments  of  the  present  day !  The  sporta  and 
pastimes  of  that  time  were  very  different  from  those  of  the  present  day 
in  the  same  localities.  "  Cuddy  (donkey)  races  "  were  the  favourite  sport 
of  the  more  adventurous  old  pit  people;  others  betook  themselves  to 
quoits  and  bowls — the  latter  game  being  played  with  huge  stone  balk  on 
the  roads :  increased  zest  was  imparted  to  the  game  if  any  stray  trareliiT 
happened  to  be  driving  along  the  road,  as  immediately  the  heaviest  balls 
were  poised,  and  hurled  with  all  the  bowlers'  force  in  the  direction  of  the 
traveller.  Bowling  was  a  favourite  pastime  all  around  the  collieries,  and 
even  near  the  towns.  Gateshead  Fell  was  a  famous  resort  for  bowlers, 
and  one  man  was  known  to  spend  the  whole  of  his  spare  time  in  this 
diversion.  One  of  his  children  dying,  he  went  to  procure  a  coffin  for  it, 
and  while  he  was  returning  home  with  the  coffin,  along  the  Fell,  he  aw 
some  of  his  companions  engaged  in  his  favourite  sport,  when  down  went 
the  child's  coffin,  and  away  strode  the  bereaved  father,  who,  taking  up  a 
bowl,  entered  so  eagerly  into  the  game  that  he  forgot  his  grief,  the  coffin, 
and  the  child ! 

Pit  villages,  like  that  in  which  we  now  find  ourselves,  vary  much  in 
their  character  for  cleanliness  and  neatness  in  proportion  to  their  age: 
the  majority  of  the  older  pit  villages  being  very  unsightly  and  un- 
savoury. If  unluckily  detained  in  one  on  a  wet  day  you  will  sec  a 
Btream  of  Acherontic  blackness  pouring  down  the  lanes  and  along  the 
backs  of  the  houses,  and  the  effluvia  arising  from  the  rubbish  heap* 
is  dusgusting.  Little  gardens,  or  fields,  divided  into  culturable  patch**, 
lie  all  around ;  but  the  plants  appear  to  maintain  a  mere  reminiscence  of 
green  under  a  prevailing  shroud  of  coaly  blackness.  The  interiors  of  the 
cottages,  however,  present  a  much  more  agreeable  appearance:  indeed, 
the  contrast  between  prevalent  neatness  within  and  disorder  without  is 
very  striking.  In  nearly  all  the  cottages,  and  especially  in  all  three 
tenanted  by  respectable  families,  the  furniture  is  of  a  superior  order: 
the  bedstead  is  pretty  sure  to  be  a  mahogany  four-poster,  with  imposn* 
pillars,  clean  white  furniture,  and  a  quilted  coverlet ;  it  is  placed  in  tbt 
best  room  as  an  ornamental  piece  of  furniture,  and  beside  it  will  frequently 
stand  a  mahogany  chest  of  drawers,  well  polished,  and  filled  with  linen 
and  clothes.  An  old-fashioned  eight-day  clock,  in  a  good  case,  usual!/ 
flanks  the  four-poster.  In  the  best  ordered  pit  dwellings  I  have  often 
6een  also  good  chairs,  china,  bright  brass  candlesticks,  and  chirar.ey 
ornaments  ;  every  one  of  these  items  being  kept  scrupulously  clean :  f;r 
cleanliness  is  the  pride  of  the  pitman's  wife.  Herself  probably  the 
daughter  of  a  pitman,  she  cherishes  all  the  old  associations  of  a  similar 
home,  and  what  constituted  her  mother's  pride  stimulates  hers :  things 
must  indeed  be  in  a  bad  state  when  the  four-poster,  the  eight-day  cloci, 
the  little  ornaments  of  the  chimney-piece,  and  the  chest  of  drawers,  are 
poor  or  neglected. 
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Pitmen  have  been  charged  with  not  a  few  vices  and  faults,  but  there 
is  an  increasing  body  of  them  opposed  to  all  profligacy  and  intemper- 
ance. The  affecting  scrawl  found  in  the  Hartley  pit  indicates  the  feeling 
of  not  a  few  of  the  men  in  the  better  collieries.  They  become  religious, 
and  they  exhort,  preach  and  teach  after  their  own  fashion ;  and  if  that  be 
not  the  fashion  of  others,  it  is  nevertheless  to  be  respected  and  honoured. 
Men  who  may  at  any  hour  be  buried  alive  in  a  dark  pit  which  shall 
prove  their  tomb,  may  well  think  of  that  other  world  into  which  two 
hundred  of  them  entered  recently  without  warning.  There  is  one  virtue 
for  which  the  pitmen  of  the  North  of  England  are  distinguished,  viz. 
their  deep  sympathy  for  their  brothers  in  misfortune,  and  their 
courageous  conduct  in  aiding  to  rescue  them,  if  rescue  be  possible,  in  any 
case  of  a  colliery  calamity.  In  the  recent  accident  at  Hartley,  the  men  of 
all  orderB  manifested  a  courage  and  a  perseverance  in  seeking  to  reach 
the  buried  victims  of  misfortune  which  has  elicited  universal  admiration. 
Nor  is  this  a  solitary  instance  of  the  kind:  I  have  known  others  as 
striking.  There  are,  indeed,  few  thoroughbred  pitmen  who  would  not 
in  any  similar  catastrophe  risk  life  and  limb  in  encountering  the  dreaded 
dangers  of  an  exploded  mine  or  a  ruinous  shaft,  if  by  so  doing  they  had 
any  hope  of  delivering  an  imperilled  fellow-labourer.  This  courageous 
sympathy  extends  also  to  other  mining  districts,  and  one  or  two  signal 
examples  of  it  have  been  witnessed  in  Cornwall.  If  all  such  instances 
were  collected  and  published,  they  would  illustrate  to  an  extraordinary 
degree  the  annals  of  heroism  in  humble  life,  and  show  that  tho  human 
heart  can  feel  as  warmly  a  thousand  feet  underground  as  in  the  moat 
refined  and  cultivated  circle  of  society. 
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Six  years  ago  we  knew  nothing  of  the  far  interior  of  Australia,  beyond 
what  we  had  learned  from  Captain  Sturt,  who  reached  in  1844  a  point 
half-way  between  Spencer's  Gulf  and  the  Gulf  of  Carpentaria.  His 
discoveries  considerably  misled  our  speculations,  for  they  lay  in  a  belt  of 
the  most  barren  description,  which  geographers  were  too  ready  to  accept 
as  a  fair  representative  of  the  country  to  the  right  and  left  of  it.  Sturt  * 
Bufferings  in  endeavouring  to  cross  the  far-famed  stony  desert,  werefearfuL 
There  is  perhaps  no  traveller  who  has  shown  more  vividly  than  he, 
the  horrors  of  the  desert,  or  a  more  determined  courage  in  facing  them. 
Hence  his  reports,  more  than  those  of  any  one  else,  have  given  a  bad  re- 
pute to  the  interior  of  Australia. 

During  the  gold  fever,  discovery  on  a  large  scale  was  idle ;  numerous 
•mall  additions  were  made  to  our  geographical  knowledge,  but  their  effect 
on  the  map  of  Australia  might  be  compared  to  the  crystallized  border  that 
grows  gradually  within  a  chemist's  evaporating  bath.  It  timidly  pushes 
out  tiny  spiculaj  here  and  there,  always  towards  the  middle,  each  now 
crystal  becoming  established  for  ever  and  serving  as  a  foundation  for 
further  growth.  So  the  process  extends  itself,  until  the  time  is  ripe,  and 
then  long  spikes  dart  right  across  from  side  to  side,  and  all  the  interstices 
rapidly  close  up.  One,  we  may  almost  say  two,  of  these  long  spikes  liave 
now  darted  across  Australia.  Two  lines  of  route  have  virtually  joined 
north  to  south  and  established  themselves  henceforth  on  our  maps.  They 
were  made  almost  simultaneously.  The  first  was  that  of  A.  Gregory, 
from  the  north,  whose  route  was  overlapped  and  almost  reached  by 
McDouall  Stuart,  in  his  great  journey  from  the  south ;  the  second 
was  wholly  successful  in  traversing  the  continent,  and  was  that  of 
Burke.  Nor  are  A.  Gregory,  Stuart,  and  Burke  the  viAy  prominent  dis- 
coverers of  the  last  six  years.  A  great  deal  has  been  also  done  in  Western 
Australia  by  F.  Gregory.  In  fact  the  Gregorys  are  a  wonderful  family  of 
four  brothers,  who  have  left  their  marks  as  explorers  on  every  side  of 
Australia.  But  "West  Australian  discovery  is  more  like  the  crystallized 
border,  of  which  we  have  been  speaking,  progressing  at  a  rapid  pace,  than 
the  far-darting  spikes,  which  so  captivate  our  imagination.  We  must, 
however,  give  one  word  of  recognition  to  a  dashing  exploit  just  made  l»y 
a  party  of  young  men,  the  Messrs.  Dempster  and  others,  whose  route  will 
be  seen  on  the  south-west  of  the  diagram,  p.  355.  Another  strange  district 
yet  remains  to  be  alluded  to;  it  is  marked  n,  and  is  the  site  of  that  half 
imaginary  feature  of  all  but  the  most  modern  maps,  called  LaV^  Torreus. 
A  host  of  people  have  travelled  there,  from  whom  we  will  hereafter 
select  Mr.  Babbage,  and  sheep  stations  are  now  spread  over  a  territory 
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whence  Eyre  was  repulsed  by  drought,  and  whose  chief  frnture  is  that 
mountain,  which,  despairing  of  the  land,  he  named  Mount  Hopeless.  It 
should  have  been  Mount  Hopeful. 

The  result  of  the  manifold  explorations  of  late  years  can  be  discussed 
in  two  ways  only.  One  is  to  pore  over  a  map  on  a  very  large  scale, 
where  the  routes  of  all  the  explorers  are  inserted,  with  their  daily  notes 
of  the  country  they  traversed,  written  at  the  side;  thin  spider  lines 
crowded  with  minute  detail,  separated  from  one  another  by  vast  blank 
areas,  which  show  the  scantiness  and  broken  character  of  our  knowledge: 
the  other  is  to  generalize,  but  to  do  so  in  so  rude  and  broad  a  manner, 
that  a  miniature  map  like  that  which  is  given  here,  can  easily  show  all 


f  ^1  Sqtut'lrtfC  Di*tricts.  C  Carpentaria  Oulf.  T  Lake  Tonrens  of  old  m«ns. 

V  Victoria  Hiver.  B  Country  explored  by  B*b- 

£5  Settled  District*.  CC  Cooper  Creek.  twge  and  other*. 

we  have  to  say.  If  we  attempted  a  greater  refinement  of  generalization,  wo 
should  be  aiming  at  more  than  we  have  facts  to  warrant.  Proceeding  on 
these  premises,  we  may  say  that  we  have  obtained  a  fair  knowledge  of  the 
eastern  half  of  the  continent,  and  that  it  is  generally  habitable,  not  by  any 
means  over  its  entire  area,  but  sporadically,  in  the  same  way  that  Arabia 
is  inhabited  by  the  Arabs.  Of  the  western  half  of  the  continent  we  know 
much  less ;  but  our  knowledge,  so  far  as  it  goes,  is  equally  favourable. 
Tie  south-eastern  corner  is  the  most  favoured  of  all.  The  Lake  Torrens 
district  is  altogether  peculiar:  it  is  an  alternation  of  brackish  lagoons 
with  saline  desert  and  good  pastoral  country. 

Aridity  during  summer  is  the  great  drawback  to  Australia.  Enough 
rain  fills  on  the  average  of  the  year  to  support  a  fair  vegetation,  but  the 
features  of  the  country  are  not  decided  enough  to  drain  the  water  into 
channels,  or  to  form  perennial  springs.  The  water  either  lies  in  shallow 
lagoons,  each  representing  the  drainage  of  a  trifling  area,  or  in  miserable 
cixeks;  and  by  far  the  greater  part  of  it  evaporates  during  the  heats. 
There  is  no  grandeur  in  the  framework  of  Australia;  it  is  a  vast  exten- 
sion of  a  series  of  little  features  ;  such  as  scrub  and  grass,  lagoon  and 
crtek,  sandy  and  muddy  plains.  It  supports  very  little  life;  few  creatures 
exist  tliat  do  not  migrate.  The  marsupials  pack  their  broods  in  their 
loaches,  and  travel  for  their  lives;  the  waterfowl  disappear  when  the 
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waters  are  low.    The  physical  character  of  Australia  makes  it  easy 
to  understand  how  intelligent  explorers  like  Sturt,  Eyre,  Kennedy,  and 
many  others,  brought  disheartening  accounts  which  our  modern  know- 
ledge contradicts :  it  is  worth  while  to  examine  the  causes  of  such  mistakes. 
First,  then,  it  appears  hopeless  to  ascertain  the  habitable  qualities  of  any 
district  in  Australia  by  seeing  it  only  once.    The  arid  plains,  dancing  with 
mirage,  swept  with  dust-storms,  void  of  life,  and  bare  of  all  but  some 
miserable  shrub,  seem  the  abomination  of  desolation,  while  the  same 
plains,  after  a  month's  soaking  showers,  are  wholly  altered.  Lagoons 
form,  tall  grass  springs  up  abundantly,  waterfowl  make  their  appearance, 
and  the  traveller  is  charmed  with  the  goodly  land  he  has  the  fortune  to 
discover.    Not  only  do  the  seasons  differ  one  from  another,  but  the  total 
rainfall  of  different  years  is  probably  a  fluctuating  quantity,  and  again, 
the  showers  fall  unequally  over  the  country.    Another  fertile  source  of 
misconception  of  the  qualities  of  a  district  arises  from  the  unequal 
character  of  adjacent  belts.    A  mere  accident  may  lead  a  traveller  along 
a  line  where  hardly  a  day  shall  pass  without  his  finding  water,  or  he  may 
fall  upon  an  arid  strip  and  nearly  perish  of  thirst.    It  is  wholly  beyond 
belief  that  a  cursory  traveller  should  discover  all  the  watering-places  in 
his  neighbourhood;   the  records  of  McDouall  Stuart's  journeys  give 
remarkable  examples  to  the  contrary.    An  unexpected  fact  still  remains — 
it  is,  that  wherever  a  sheep-station  is  by  any  means  established,  the 
country  becomes  rapidly  improved  by  its  influence.    It  is  a  subject  for 
Darwinian  speculation.    The  grazing  is  said  to  improve  the  grasses,  and 
to  introduce  or  foster  new  species.    The  mere  cropping  does  something; 
the  manuring  and  the  stamping  of  the  sheep's  feet  have  an  effect.  Then 
the  occupier  of  the  station  makes  the  most  of  the  watering  capabilities  of 
the  place :  he  dams  up  a  creek,  or  deepens  a  water-hole.    Perhaps  the 
grasses  and  bushes  around  it  flourish  permanently  through  its  moisture ; 
the  roots  of  the  vegetation  will  then  form  a  natural  matting  that  checks 
evaporation,  while  the  long  fibres  of  the  roots  encourage  rain-water  to 
enter  deeply  into  the  soil.    In  this  fashion,  causes  may  be  reacted  on  by 
their  effects,  until  originally  trifling  influences  produce  considerable  im- 
provement. 

A  very  curious  feature  exists  throughout  the  Lake  Torrcns  district 
(d  of  the  diagram)  which  would  have  vastly  altered  Eyre's  opinion  of  that 
country  if  he  had  been  aware  of  it.  In  numerous  places  over  an  other- 
wise waterless  area,  mounds  are  seen  of  various  heights,  up  to  100  feet  or 
more.  On  their  top  is  a  crop  of  verdure,  not  necessarily  visible  from  the 
plain,  and  a  diminutive  streamlet  may  be  discovered  trickling  or  oozing 
over  one  part  of  its  edge.  On  climbing  one  of  these  hillocks  its  top  is 
found  to  be  a  basin  brimful  of  water,  a  most  extraordinary  prize  to  a 
thirsty  traveller.  It  must  seem  like  a  magical  creation  of  some  good  fairy 
in  his  behalf.  Obviously  the  hillocks  are  of  travertin,  or  some  such  mineral 
deposit,  which  has  settled  from  the  spring  from  the  time  when  it  first 
broke  through  the  ground,  and  has  thus  in  long  years  been  moulded  into 
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a  case  that  encloses  the  water  and  reaches  the  highest  level  to  which  it 
can  rise.  Where  springs  of  this  description  are  frequent,  one  would  think 
an  artesian  well  might  be  sunk  anywhere  with  success. 

We  will  now  follow  up  these  introductory  remarks  by  a  short  narrative 
of  the  most  prominent  of  the  recent  expeditions.  Let  us  first  make  it 
clearly  understood  that  the  difficulty  of  Australian  travel  does  not  lie  so 
much  in  the  trouble  of  obtaining  water  as  in  the  necessity  of  carrying 
food.  A  traveller  in  that  land  cannot  shoot  his  dinner.  The  Australian 
wilds  do  not  supply  subsistence  to  a  white  resident,  much  less  to  a  white 
traveller.  A  native  who  is  gathering  roots  or  seeds  all  through  the  day, 
having  leisure,  and  knowing  where  to  look  for  them,  and  who  also  has  a 
stomach  capable  of  digesting  those  things,  is  master  of  his  situation.  A  white 
man  is  fully  as  dependent  on  the  load  of  flour  and  dried  meat  carried  by 
his  horses,  as  are  the  crew  of  a  vessel  on  the  stores  they  have  shipped. 
Judicious  arrangement  in  commissariat  matters  is  the  first  essential  of 
successful  Australian  travel. 

The  first  of  the  great  modern  Australian  journeys,  in  order  of  time, 
was  that  of  A.  Gregory,  in  the  north.  It  was  felt  scandalous  that  we 
should  remain  in  wilful  ignorance  of  our  own  territory,  and  abandon 
British  settlements  to  increase  on  the  spot  where  hazard  had  planted 
them,  instead  of  finding  out  the  best  places  in  the  land  and  colonizing  in 
an  intelligent  way.  For  instance,  the  Victoria  River,  on  the  north-west 
coast,  urgently  demanded  examination ;  it  had  been  ascended  for  nearly 
200  miles  by  the  officers  of  the  Beagle,  and  its  promises  were  great. 
Again,  the  middle  of  Australia  was  generally  supposed  to  be  a  dried-up 
basin :  but  how  much  land  was  there  north  of  that  basin,  sloping  towards 
the  coast  ?  Did  rain  fall  abundantly  on  that  more  favoured  belt  ?  was  it 
backed  by  mountain  ranges  of  importance,  which  cut  off  moisture  from 
passing  southwards,  by  condensing  it  on  their  flanks  and  turning  it  back 
into  the  Northern  Sea  ?  The  determination  of  these  points  was  the  object 
of  the  Government's  North  Australian  expedition  of  1856,  under  the  com- 
mand of  A.  Gregory. 

We  will  dismiss  the  latter  part  of  his  travels  with  a  few  words,  for 
although  they  were  the  most  protracted,  yet  they  were  barren  of  favourable 
results.  He  found  the  water  parting  of  the  country  to  be  low,  and  little 
distant  from  the  coast ;  consequently  his  route  lay  along  a  line  drawn 
closely  parallel  to  that  travelled  over  by  Lcichhardt,  some  years  previously. 
Gregory  has  satisfactorily  proved  that  no  broad  belt  of  humid,  tropical 
land  exists  in  Australia.  The  former  part  of  his  route  led  more  directly 
towards  the  interior,  and  to  a  certain  degree  tapped  the  continent.  Ho 
traced  the  Victoria  to  its  source,  then  crossed  the  water  parting,  and  went 
down  a  creek  that  ran  south-east,  till  it  lost  itself  in  dry  salt  lakes.  His 
route  lay  through  the  usual  type  of  Australian  country,  such  as  we  have 
descrilxi  it ;  that  is  to  say,  a  constant  alternation  of  pastoral  land  and 
worthless  land.  If  all  the  good  parts  were  summed  up,  the  total  would  be 
immense  ;  the  sum  of  the  bad  parts  would  be  vastly  greater.    It  was  a 
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country  that  might  starve  the  cattle  of  an  explorer,  but  it  could  susbin 
millions  of  sheep  after  ita  choicer  patches  had  been  discovered  aid 
stocked. 

We  will  now  go  south,  to  the  discoveries  made  in  the  Lake  Torreri 
district :  there  are  crowds  of  travellers  who  have  assisted  in  them.  Step 
by  step  it  was  found  that  Eyre's  ill  report,  though  most  conscientiously 
made,  was  not  justified  by  closer  examination.  The  imaginary  Ult 
Torrens  was  cut  up  into  numerous  separate  lagoons,  and  its  formic^!.!? 
horseshoe  barrier  has  disappeared  from  our  maps. 

The  Governor  of  South  Australia  takes  a  legitimate  rank  amoDg  tl  * 
explorers  of  his  colony ;  for  though  a  heavy  weight  to  bestride  a  grass- fiJ 
hack,  he  made  a  dashing  ride  to  view  the  latest  discoveries  of  others  a: A 
to  make  new  ones  himself.  However,  the  greatest  South  Australian  effort 
was  the  equipment  of  Mr.  Babbage.  That  gentleman  was  a  truly  zealot 
and  scientific  man,  and  did  good  work  as  a  traveller;  but  his  princi^-j 
of  carrying  on  explorations  proved  erroneous,  and  he  was  recalled.  He 
wished  to  vanquish  the  desert  by  slow  approaches,  making  sure  of  ea^i 
step  before  taking  another,  and  thoroughly  surveying  the  neighboured 
of  every  successive  depot.  His  plan  was  far  too  cumbrous  and  complex  to 
succeed.  While  he  was  laboriously  and  accurately  examining  the  lad, 
there  was  time  for  one  or  two  men  to  scour  far  ahead  and  sufficiently  cpea 
out  the  country  to  make  it  immediately  available  to  sheep-farmers.  Such 
was  the  plan  of  McDouall  Stuart.  Starting  in  search  of  pasture,  in  a  single 
short  season,  he  rode  in  a  great  sweep  far  beyond  and  right  round  Mr.  Bab- 
bage, and  his  successful  return  excited  a  furor  of  applause  in  Adelaide. 
No  desert  had  been  seen  to  stop  his  onward  progress.  He  returned  amp!; 
because  he  had  been  unprovisioncd  for  a  longer  journey.  In  1860,  Mr. 
Stuart  started  again  with  only  two  companions,  endeavouring  to  penetrr.Tt 
right  through  the  continent.  His  dash  and  sustained  energy  were  rr.:ir- 
vellous.  To  his  right  lay  the  Lake  Torrens  district,  which  he  avoideJ. 
keeping  along  the  higher  ground,  which  possibly  forms  a  north  and  sotrtli 
water  parting  between  two  great  Australian  basins.  He  met  no  serion* 
obstacle  :  it  was  the  old  story  so  often  told,  of  a  few  hours*  scrub,  then  1 
few  hours'  grass,  and  so  on ;  ringing  the  limited  changes  of  Australian 
scenery  in  every  possible  combination. 

Ho  passed  what  he  considers  to  be  the  centre  of  the  continent,  wnire 
fortunately  there  is  a  mountain — Mount  Centre — (we  sadly  want  scn.« 
marked  features  in  Australia  to  feed  our  imagination) — and  a  little  after- 
wards became  entangled  in  breadths  of  dense  scrub.  Here,  he  found  i 
numerous  tribe  of  natives,  who  attacked  and  repulsed  him.  Again,  in 
1861,  he  follows  his  old  route,  starting  early  and  travelling,  thciign 
laboriously,  even  through  the  driest  season  of  the  year,  in  order  to  be  early 
at  his  goal.  This  time  he  extends  his  route  until  it  far  overlaps  Gregory'! 
on  the  Victoria,  as  may  be  seen  in  the  diagram.  His  efforts  to  break 
through  the  100  miles  of  impracticable  country  that  hemmed  him  in  wore 
repeated  on  nearly  a  dozen  occasions,  until  he  was  utterly  beaten,  and 
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compelled  to  retire.  Either  he  was  checked  by  scrub  "  like  a  wall,"  or  by 
dry  plains  fissured  with  deep  cracks  and  overgrown  with  glass,  forming 
natural  pitfalls  in.  which  a  horse  might  break  his  leg.  Yet  he  would  be 
the  last  person  to  say  that  plenty  of  excellent  roads  might  not  be  found, 
and  we  trust  he  may  yet  find  one :  for  so  small  is  the  distance  between 
success  and  failure  that  we  read  how  frequently  he  stumbles  on  a  great 
lake  or  set  of  springs  hidden  in  the  bushes,  when  the  aridity  of  the  country 
is  driving  him  to  distress.  The  reader  lays  down  Stuart's  narrative,  con- 
scious of  the  blindness  with  which  every  traveller  is  compelled  to  feel 
hi*  way,  and  aware  how  largely  the  best  among  them  must  be  indebted 
to  hazard  in  bringing  their  journeys  to  a  fortunate  issue. 

We  now  conclude  with  the  last,  the  greatest,  and  the  most  tragical  of 
all  Australian  explorations — that  of  Burke.  It  is  remarkable  in  many 
ways,  and  in  none  more  so  than  in  its  means  of  transport.  Leichhardt  and 
Sturt  of  olden  times,  and  Babbage  of  more  recent  ones,  travelled  with 
wheeled  vehicles.  A.  Gregory  led  a  large  and  rigorously  disciplined  body 
of  horsemen  in  his  principal  journey.  Stuart  slipped  through  the  land 
on  horseback,  almost  alone ;  but  Burke,  for  the  first  time  in  Australian 
history,  was  to  lead  a  party  of  camels,  imported  from  Asia  for  that  especial 
purpose.  His  expedition  was  planned  on  an  unusual  scale.  It  was  first 
aeton  foot  by  the  patriotic  offer  of  1,000/.  from  a  wealthy  individual,  in 
the  event  of  other  sums  being  subscribed,  and  was  afterwards  liberally 
supported  by  the  government  of  Victoria,  and  organized  by  the  Royal 
Society  of  Melbourne.  It  enlisted  the  sympathies  of  all  classes,  in  the 
same  way  that  the  sympathies  of  England  were  enlisted  in  behalf  of 
Franklin  during  the  flourishing  days  of  polar  exploration.  Neighbouring 
colonies  had  long  sent  their  pioneers  into  the  field,  but  this  was  the  first 
great  expedition  from  the  rich  colony  of  Victoria. 

The  camels  were  bought  in  India,  and  in  June,  1860,  upwards  of 
thirty  of  these  quaint,  slow-paced  associates  of  Old  World  history  stalked 
out  of  their  vessel  into  the  land  of  the  kangaroo,  to  lend  their  much- 
desired  aid  to  a  dashing  enterprise  of  one  of  the  newest  colonies  of  the 
modern  Anglo-Saxon  race.  There,  let  us  hope  their  breed  may  be  esta- 
blished, and  do  future  good  service  in  a  land  and  climate  sufficiently 
resembling  their  native  Arabia  to  make  their  usefulness  probable. 

Burke's  plan  was  to  reach  the  boundaries  of  civilization  upon  the 
Darling,  and  thence  to  strike  northward  across  comparatively  unknown 
country,  to  Cooper's  Creek,  marked  C.  C.  on  the  map.  Cooper's  Creek  is 
an  historical  name  in  the  annals  of  Australian  discovery.  It  was  a 
famous  halting-place  in  Sturt's  expedition,  and  had  been  ever  since  the 
most  distant  of  the  known  watering-places  where  cattle  could  subsist  all 
the  year  round.  Burke  was  there  to  establish  his  depot,  and  thence  he 
was  to  make  tentative  efforts  with  a  light  party  to  reach  the  Northern  Sea ; 
travelling  as  long  as  the  provisions  he  could  carry  would  allow,  and  always 
falling  back  on  the  depot  when  they  were  on  the  point  of  being  exhausted. 
The  establishment  at  Cooper's  Creek  was  to  be  the  rock  of  his  safety ;  its 
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failure,  as  will  bo  seen  in  the  sequel,  proved  the  cause  of  his  disastrous 
end. 

"When  Burke  arrived  at  the  Darling  with  his  cumbrous  impedimenta, 
he  was  too  late.  Summer  was  advancing  with  rapid  strides,  sure  before 
many  weeks  were  over,  to  lick  up  the  puddles  and  sheets  of  shallow  water 
due  to  the  last  rains,  and  to  convert  the  now  green  plains  into  an  arid, 
desolate  waste.  Of  immediate  danger  there  was  none,  but  by  the 
time  he  could  hope  to  reach  Cooper's  Creek  and  enter  the  dreaded  stony 
desert,  the  sun  would  be  nearly  vertical.  Government  expeditions  are 
generally  behindhand,  not  from  any  want  of  zeal  in  the  officials  who 
direct  them,  but  from  the  alow  way  in  which  business  necessarily  filters 
through  a  series  of  authorities.  Burke's  was  no  exception ;  he  had  chafed 
at  the  delays  in  Melbourne,  and  he  now  found  himself  on  the  Darling,  at 
the  commencement  of  his  actual  journey,  with  a  cumbrous  slow-moving 
retinue,  disunited  associates,  and  already  tired  cattle,  while  the  fatal 
w*rds  too  late  stared  at  him  in  phantom  letters,  in  the  far  distance. 

Burke  did  what  those  who  judge  by  the  issue  are  pleased  to  blame  as 
ill-advised.  He  left  the  mass  of  the  party  behind,  and  took  «to  excellent 
bush-man,  Mr.  Wright,  who  knew  the  way,  to  guide  him  and  seven  com- 
panions on  the  road  to  Cooper's  Creek.  As  soon  as  he  had  satisfied  him- 
self that  the  road  was  perfectly  practicable  by  riding  over  the  half  of  it, 
and  also  being  thoroughly  confirmed  in  his  high  opinion  of  Mr.  Wright's 
ability,  Burke  incorporated  his  guide  into  the  expeditionary  party,  made 
him  its  third  officer,  and  sent  him  back  to  bring  the  heavy  detachment  in 
easy  stages  from  the  Darling  to  Cooper's  Creek,  while  he  himself  rode  on 
with  the  rest  There  can  have  been  no  fair  cause  for  anxiety  in  Burke's 
mind  when  he  did  so.  There  were  no  wayside  difficulties  to  check  the 
advance  of  those  behind  ;  water  and  grass  were  in  such  unusual  abuud- 
ancc,  that  as  he  rode  on,  at  the  rapid  pace  of  twenty  miles  a  day — very 
rapid  for  bush  travelling — his  camels  and  horses  actually  throve  on  the 
road.  He  reached  Cooper's  Creek  with  perfect  ease,  having  also  accom- 
plished some  lateral  expeditions  of  importance,  according  to  the  instruc- 
tions with  which  he  was  furnished  in  Melbourne.  Thus  far  all  was 
excellent.  He  stayed  two  days  at  Cooper's  Creek,  wrote  a  long  account 
of  what  he  had  seen  and  done,  enclosing  a  report  from  Wills  on  the 
geography  of  the  district ;  and  then,  subdividing  his  party,  he  left  four 
men,  well  provisioned,  on  the  Creek,  with  orders  to  remain  there,  in 
company  with  the  daily  expected  detachment  under  Mr.  Wright,  as  long 
as  their  food  permitted,  and  went  straight  a-head  to  Carpentaria.  He  was 
accompanied  by  Mr.  Wills,  the  second  officer  of  the  expedition,  and  two 
men.  They  had  six  camels  and  a  horse,  and  carried  as  large  a  store  of 
provisions  as  they  were  able. 

It  was  now  December  14,  1860  (we  must  recollect  the  December  of 
the  Antipodes  is  their  summer).  Burke,  and  his  three  companions  were 
off  to  Carpentaria;  four  men  were  established  on  Cooper's  Creek;  and 
Wright,  with  the  heavy  stores  and  larger  portion  of  tho  expedition,  was  sup- 
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posed  to  have  long  since  left  the  Darling,  and  to  be  approaching  the  dep&t 
in  easy  stages.  But  unfortunate!/  they  were  doing  no  such  thing.  A 
stupid  mischance  had  occurred,  which  threw  everything  out  of  gear, 
cost  in  the  end  the  lives  of  many  zealous  men,  and  raised  a  storm  of 
troubles,  which  even  now  has  not  subsided.  It  was  simply  this, — Long 
after  Burke  had  left  the  Darling,  a  messenger  came  with  news  from  Mel- 
bourne that  McDouall  Stuart  had  almost  crossed  the  continent.  This  was 
important  intelligence  for  Burke  to  receive,  because  if  he  failed  to  find  a 
road  in  the  direction  he  was  about  to  explore,  he  might  with  advantage 
turn  to  the  left,  and  striking  upon  Stuart's  track,  continue  it  on  to  the 
sea.  Accordingly,  away  started  two  volunteers  in  a  most  unfortunate 
chase  after  him ;  the  others  awaited  the  issue,  encamped  upon  the 
Darling.  Days  and  weeks  passed  by,  and  the  men  never  returned ;  the 
camp  grew  alarmed,  scouts  scoured  the  country,  and  the  end  was,  that  the 
two  blunderers  failed  in  their  object,  lost  their  way,  and  nearly  killed 
themselves  and  their  horses ;  and  more,  the  rest  had  also  exhausted  them- 
selves and  their  cattle  in  looking  after  them.  Burke  was  well  on  his  way 
to  Carpentaria,  confident  thut  his  depot  on  Cooper's  Creek,  was  securely 
established,  when  Wright's  party  was  still  on  the  Darling,  knocked  up  by 
an  ill-judged  escapade.  Burke's  party  had  travelled  far  beyond  those 
plains  where  summer  drought  is  overpowering,  when  the  heavy  detach- 
ment, under  the  leadership  of  Wright,  entered  upon  their  now  fearful 
route.  They  traversed  the  first  section  of  the  road  to  Cooper's  Creek, 
where  all  had  been  so  green  and  luxuriant  three  months  before,  with 
difficulty  and  anxiety,  but  it  was  on  February  12th  that  the  full  horror 
of  Australian  aridity  came  upon  them.  They  were  then  virtually  cut  off 
from  Cooper's  Creek,  at  a  time  when  poor  Burke  and  Wills  and  the  rest 
had  actually  reached  and  turned  back  from  the  sea  at  Carpentaria,  and 
weak  with  scantily  eked  out  iood,  were  often  thinking,  as  we  may  well 
helieve,  of  the  good  cheer  and  joyous  welcome  they  hoped  to  find  awaiting 
them  at  Cooper's  Creek — their  well-stored  depot  in  the  desert  oasis. 

Let  us,  before  the  interest  of  the  impending  catastrophe  leads  us  aside, 
take  a  rapid  glance  at  what  the  travellers  saw  and  wrote  down  in  their 
note-books,  which  they  buried  when  they  were  dying,  and  which  have 
since  been  recovered  and  preserved.  From  the  Darling  to  Cooper's  Creek, 
the  country  was  at  first  excellent  both  for  food  and  travel ;  it  then  became 
stony,  but  by  no  means  impracticable  ;  and  Burke  indicates  a  still  better 
route  than  that  which  he  followed.  Cooper's  Creek  itself  is  as  permanent 
a  watering  station  as  it  had  been  reported,  but  a  disagreeable  place  to  stay 
at,  owing  to  the  quantities  of  mosquitoes,  and  a  perfect  plague  of  marsupial 
rats.  Proceeding  northwards  (not  N.W.,  as  Sturt  went,)  the  country  is 
good  for  a  few  days,  but  remarkable  for  stony  ridges  running  across  the 
plain.  These  expand  and  form  the  stony  desert  of  Sturt.  The  party 
travelled  across  the  desert,  without  the  slightest  difficulty  as  to  water  or 
grass  :  indeed  they  found  a  large  shallow  lagoon  in  the  midst  of  it.  Still 
proceeding,  they  crossed  into  the  tropics,  and  the  character  of  the  country 
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rapidly  changed.  The  vegetation  was  richer  and  ranker,  and  the  water- 
courses were  exceedingly  abundant.  In  their  entire  journey  from  Cooper's 
Creek  to  Carpentaria,  and  back  to  the  stony  desert,  they  appear  on  no 
single  day  to  have  failed  in  reachiug  water.  In  fact,  their  results  quite 
overturn  the  usual  accounts  of  Central  Australia.  When  they  approached 
the  sea,  they  had  to  wade  marshes,  and  push  through  brushwood,  leaving 
their  camels  behind  them  with  the  two  men.  The  natives  were  far  too 
numerous  to  warrant  the  division  of  their  party  for  long  together,  and  in 
consequence,  they  never  succeeded  in  getting  a  fair  view  of  the  open  sea 
though  they  passed  some  days  within  influence  of  the  tides.  The  estuary 
which  they  reached  was  that  of  the  Flinder's  River.  Their  route  has 
made  us  acquainted  with  no  striking  geographical  features,  such  aa  moun- 
tains, or  rivers,  or  deserts  ;  its  interest  lies  in  its  vast  span,  and  in  its 
probable  influence  on  future  colonization.  Natives  were  frequently  met, 
and  were  peaceable,  and  even  courteous  to  them,  pointing  out  the  best 
ways  unasked. 

They  turn  back  from  the  sea  about  February  10th,  and  henceforth 
toil  and  insufficient  food,  added  to  indisposition  produced  by  the  hot 
humid  air  of  the  coast,  makes  havoc  upon  them  and  their  cattle.  They 
arrive  on  April  21st  at  Cooper's  Creek,  with  two  worn-out  camels  and 
the  horse,  themselves  barely  able  to  walk,  and  one  of  their  small  party  dead. 
Where  they  expected  greetings,  there  is  absolute  silence ;  not  a  soul  to 
be  seen ;  they  reach  the  encampment :  it  is  deserted ;  a  mark  on  a  tree 
directs  them  to  dig;  they  do  so,  and  learn  their  awful  situation.  That 
very  morning  the  men  they  had  left  behind  had  quitted  the  creek ;  them- 
selves ill  and  disheartened,  but  their  cattle  in  good  travelling  condition. 
No  one  had  ever  come  to  them  from  the  Darling.  The  natives  had  been 
troublesome;  their  rations  were  running  low;  they  felt  their  position 
untenable,  so  they  buried  what  trifling  food  they  could  spare,  and  de- 
parted south.  Burke  was  utterly  unable  to  overtake  them.  lie,  his  two 
companions,  and  his  cattle,  had  done  as  long  a  day's  work  as  their  strength 
would  admit.  The  trifling  interval  which  separated  them  from  their 
retreating  friends — it  was  only  fourteen  miles — was  an  impassable  gulf. 
They  were  utterly  cut  off  from  present  help.  In  this  terrible  position  they 
did  what  they  could;  they  dug  up  tho  food  and  the  letter  buried  in  the 
bottle  by  its  side,  and  determined  to  travel  down  the  creek  to  try  and 
reach  the  settled  districts  about  B  in  the  map.  Finally,  they  buried  an 
account  of  their  own  proceedings  in  the  same  bottle  which  they  had  dug 
up,  replaced  the  earth  as  they  had  found  it,  and  by  some  fatal  oversight 
made  no  alteration  in  the  simple  indication  of  DIQ  which  the  retreat- 
ing party  had  cut  in  the  tree  by  its  side.  They  re-made  the  cache  too  care- 
fully, and  went  their  way.  A  few  days  of  slow  travel  made  it  obvious 
that  the  strength  of  the  whole  party,  men  and  animals,  was  failing  them. 
They  could  not  reach  the  settled  districts ;  nay,  the  animals  died,  and 
they  had  to  walk,  carrying  what  they  could.  The  last  resource  was  to  try 
to  live  like  the  natives,  who  subsist  mainly  on  the  seeds  of  a  fern  called 
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nardoo,  which  they  pound  and  cook.  The  travellers  endeavoured  to 
associate  with  the  natives,  to  learn  how  to  find  this  nardoo,  and  to  obtain 
support  from  them,  but  with  little  success.  At  length  King  discovered 
the  plant  in  abundant  patches,  and  they  collected  the  seeds  and  lived  upon 
them.  But  food  may  have  nutritious  qualities,  and  yet  be  of  so  indiges- 
tible a  character  that  the  stomach  cannot  extract  its  nutriment.  The 
natives  are  reared  upon  food  of  coarse  descriptions,  which  are  stubborn 
in  the  laboratory  of  European  stomachs,  and  much  more  so  in  those  of 
men  like  our  travellers  who  were  ill  and  worn  out.  So  they  gathered  tho 
nardoo,  and  pounded  it,  a  wearisome  and  exhausting  task,  with  such 
savage  means  as  were  at  hand,  and  they  grew  weaker  day  by  day.  At 
length  Wills  begged  the  others  to  leave  him,  and  push  on,  and  try  to  get 
assistance  from  the  natives.  They  did  bo,  and  Wills  remained  alone. 
Writing  his  diary  to  the  last,  and  looking  death  steadily  in  the  face,  he 
describes  his  daily  weakening  without  complaint.  He  does  not  suffer 
ijom  hunger,  but  finds  starving  on  nardoo  an  easy  death.  He  compares 
himself  to  Dickens's  character  of  Mr.  Macawber,  "  waiting  for  something 
to  turn  up,"  writes  some  practical  and  noteworthy  suggestions  about  the 
sort  of  food  with  which  Australian  expeditions  should  be  provided;— more 
of  the  saccharine  or  heat-giving  elements,  and  not  meat  and  flour  alone,  as 
heretofore.  He  writes  with  humour  and  good  sense  to  the  bottom  of  the 
very  last  page  in  his  note -book,  and  then  this  brave  man,  way-worn  and 
hunger-worn,  to  whose  notes  we  mainly  owe  our  knowledge  of  what  tho 
expedition  achieved,  whom  we  would  have  so  gladly  greeted  on  his  return, 
appears  to  have  laid  himself  down,  and  died  quietly,  on  June  28th. 

Burke  and  King  struggled  on,  growing  weaker  daily ;  and  then  Burke's 
time  came,  and  with  resignation  and  without  pain,  the  gallant  leader  of 
the  first  party  who  ever  crossed  Australia,  passed  away.  All  honour  to 
his  memory.  King,  now  lonely  and  forlorn,  wanders  back  to  Wills'  hut ; 
and  then  the  savages  take  strange  compassion  on  him,  and  he  wanders  and 
lives  with  them,  until  aid  from  the  South  comes  to  him,  on  September 
15th,  in  the  form  of  a  fresh  and  well  equipped  party  of  rescue  under 
Mr.  Howitt.  We  cannot  here  relate  the  long  story  of  sufferings  and 
deaths  which  befel  both  the  heavy  detachment  from  the  Darling  and 
the  retreating  party  from  Cooper's  Creek.  They  met  on  the  way,  exhausted 
and  broken  down.  At  length  the  leaders  of  the  two  parties,  who  were 
almost  the  only  men  among  them  fit  for  the  undertaking,  rode  on  to 
Cooper's  Creek  for  the  chance  of  finding  Burke's  party  returned,  and 
reached  it  early  in  May.  They  had  indeed  returned,  and  were  at  that 
moment  no  great  distance  off;  but  the  cache  was  apparently  in  the  same 
state  in  which  they  had  left  it,  the  inscription  on  the  tree  was  unaltered ; 
and  again,  though  assistance  was  so  near,  it  never  reached  the  heroes  of 
our  story. 

As  in  the  annals  of  arctic  voyages,  one  missing  party  sets  a  train  of 
others  in  motion,  each  of  which  in  its  turn  may  do  the  same,  and  heaps  a 
growing  burden  of  embarrassment  on  the  nation  who  sends  them :  so  this 
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party  of  Burke,  whose  failure  in  each  of  its  three  detachments  was  solely 
due  to  two  messengers  losing  their  way,  has  caused  two  missions  to  he 
sent  hy  sea  to  Carpentaria  and  another  overland  to  the  same  destination 
from  Queensland.  In  addition  to  these  Mr.  Howitt  was  also  equipped, 
who  succeeded,  as  we  have  seen,  in  his  search,  and  is  now  under  instruc- 
tions to  proceed  on  new  explorations. 

The  camels  did  their  duty  well  across  the  desert  country  of  which 
Cooper's  Creek  is  the  northern  metropolis :  plenty  of  them  arc  reported 
to  remain  alive  and  in  good  health.  But  the  sphere  of  their  usefulness 
is  limited  ;  in  the  more  northern  parts  of  the  continent,  horses  are  clearly 
the  most  useful  animals  for  an  exploring  party. 

There  is  thus  a  great  movement  of  discovery  in  various  parts  of 
Eastern  Australia.  The  sheep-farmers  on  their  side  are  not  idle,  for 
parties  have  pushed  westwards  from  Queensland  in  search  of  good 
grazing-land,  until  they  reached  to  within  two  hundred  miles  of  the  line 
traversed  by  Burke.  The  chief  inquiry  now  is  whether  the  county 
bordering  the  northern  shores  of  Australia  will  be  a  profitable  site  for 
English  colonists.  The  fear  is,  lest  it  be  too  hot  and  humid  for  a  pastoral 
country,  and  not  humid  enough  for  a  valuable  tropical  settlement  The 
question  is  still  unsolved,  whether  sheep  of  any  breed  productive  of 
wool  can  thrive  continuously  far  within  the  tropics.  Experience  both  of 
Queensland  and  of  South  Africa  is  more  negative  than  positive ;  it  simply 
shows  that  no  sub-tropical  latitude  has  yet  been  reached,  where  wool  is  an 
impossibility.  Again,  as  for  sheep,  so  for  men :  it  is  still  an  open  question 
how  for  to  the  northward  the  Anglo-Saxon  race  can  thrive  in  the  peculiar 
climate  of  Australia.  There  are  abundant  data  for  argument ;  but  the 
history  of  our  settlements  is  too  limited  and  the  world  is  too  small  for 
instances  to  be  adduced  which  are  truly  apposite.  If  our  race  and  our 
sheep  succeed  in  Australia  as  well  as  the  Dutch  Boers  have  succeeded  in 
Southern  Africa,  we  shall  have  little  cause  to  complain. 
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EK  HAPS  the  dinner  may  have  been  delight- 
ful ;  the  guests  just  the  right  number; 
the  talk  lively  and  witty  to  any  extent ; 
the  cook  a  good  one ;  the  plates  hot ; 
the  champagne  cold.  But  that  is  all 
passed.  In  the  course  of  nature  and 
time  the  company,  first  the  ladies,  and 
after  an  interval,  the  gentlemen,  are 
translated  into  the  drawing-room ;  and 
this  picture  represents  a  general  view 
of  the  scene  as  it  appears  at  the  period 
when  the  few  friends  who  have  been 
invited  to  look  in  in  the  evening  have 
begun  to  ariive.  It  often  happens  that 
they  don't  mix  well  with  the  remains 
of  the  late  dinner-party.  So  it  is, 
whatever  may  be  the  reason.  Perhaps 
they  may  be  acquainted,  perhaps  they  may  not;  perhaps  they  may  know 
one  another  very  slightly.  The  host  or  hostess,  it  is  supposed,  entertains 
the  idea  that  the  fresh  arrivals,  coming  at  the  critical  time  of  night,  when 
the  spirits  of  the  fatigued  dinner  guests  have  begun  to  flag,  will  by  an  in- 
fusion of  fresh  materials,  cause  the  smouldering  embers  to  blaze  up  again. 
This  is  a  delusion.  The  company  that  has  arrived  in  the  later  part  of 
the  evening  docs  not  somehow  amalgamate.  They,  it  may  be  supposed, 
have  also  dined,  and  are  consequently  subject  to  the  same  influences  as  the 
earlier  occupants  of  the  drawing-room ;  but  then  they  have  been  refreshed 
and  enlivened  by  a  drive  since  that  important  function,  and  so  set  up  again 
for  the  evening.  But  it  is  far  different  with  the  dinner-party.  They  have 
not  had  occasion  to  rouse  themselves  by  any  physical  exertion ;  they  have 
already  pretty  nearly  said  all  they  have  got  to  say ;  the  topics  of  the  day 
have  been  exhausted ;  and  so  have  they  themselves.  Thus  one  portion  of 
the  party  is  becoming  drowsy  just  as  the  other  arrives ;  one  is  ready  for 
talk,  the  other  for  sleep.  With  the  best  intentions  in  the  world,  conversa- 
tion cannot  be  carried  on  long  or  pleasantly,  if  one  of  the  two  contracting 
parties  confines  itself  to  monosyllables,  and  yawns ;  and  a  person,  other- 
wise charming,  accomplished,  and  amiable,  may  cease  to  interest,  if  he  or 
she  has  only  a  half  conscious  and  wholly  abstracted  expression  of  half 
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closed  eye  to  give  in  return  for  your  pointed  remarks  or  brilliant 
epigrams. 

It  may  be  said  that  the  only  way  to  obviate  this  difficulty  is,  that 
either  one  half  of  society  should  be  deprived  of  dinners,  or  the  other  half 
prevented  going  to  tea  afterwards.  Far  be  it  from  the  writer  of  these  few 
lines  to  presume  to  suggest  to  "  society  "  what  course  society  should 
pursue.  All  that  he  pretends  to  do,  is  humbly  to  point  out  an  evil  which 
causes  annually  a  large  amount  of  human  suffering ;  which  makes  gentle- 
men sometimes  look  very  foolish,  and  ladies  often  appear  intensely  bored ; 
which  has,  before  now,  induced  a  man  to  commence  looking  at  the  pictures 
on  the  wall,  with  an  air  as  if  he  were  really  interested  in  what  he  was 
about ;  which  has  led  more  than  once,  in  the  case  of  a  young  man 
deficient  in  resources,  to  a  gentleman's  looking  at  himself  in  the  looking- 
glass  for  something  to  do ;  and  which  has  even,  there  is  too  much  reason  to 
believe,  been  the  means  of  driving  a  man  of  high  personal  character  and 
blameless  life,  after  wandering  about  the  outskirts  of  a  room  in  a  hopeless 
and  unhappy  state  for  a  long  time,  to  begin,  in  his  despair,  to  turn  over 
the  leaves  of  a  book  on  the  table— which  book  has  eventually  been  dis- 
covered to  be  upside  down. 
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chapter  xxiii. 
The  Pilgrimage. 

Thi  morning  aim  rose  clear  and  lovely  on  the  old  red  rocks  of  Sorrento, 
and  danced  in  a  thousand  golden  scales  and  ripples  on  the  wide  Mediter- 
ranean. The  Bhadows  of  the  gorge  were  pierced  by  long  golden  shafts  of 
light,  here  falling  on  some  moist  bed  of  crimson  cyclamen,  there  shining 
through  a  waving  tuft  of  gladiolus,  or  making  the  abundant  yellow  fringes 
of  the  broom  more  vivid  in  their  brightness.  The  velvet-mossy  old 
bridge,  in  the  far  shadows  at  the  bottom,  was  lit  up  by  a  chance  beam, 
and  seemed  as  if  it  might  be  something  belonging  to  fairy-land.  There 
had  been  a  bustle  and  stir  betimes  in  the  little  dove-cot,  for  to-morrow 
the  inmates  were  to  leave  it  for  a  long,  adventurous  journey. 

To  old  Elsie,  the  journey  back  to  Rome,  the  city  of  her  former  days  of 
prosperity,  the  place  which  had  witnessed  her  ambitious  hopes,  her  dis- 
grace and  downfall,  was  full  of  painful  ideas.  There  arose  to  her  memory, 
like  a  picture,  those  princely  halls,  with  their  slippery,  cold  mosaic  floors, 
their  long  galleries  of  statues  and  paintings,  their  enchanting  gardens, 
musical  with  the  voice  of  mossy  fountains,  fragrant  with  the  breath 
of  roses  and  jessamines,  where  the  mother  of  Agnes  had  spent  the 
hours  of  her  youth  and  beauty.  She  compared,  mentally,  the  shaded  and 
secluded  life  which  Agnes  had  led  with  the  specious  and  fatal  brilliancy 
which  had  been  the  lot  of  her  mother, — her  simple  peasant  garb  with 
those  remembered  visions  of  jewellery  and  silk  and  embroideries  with 
which  the  partial  patronage  of  the  Duchess  or  the  ephemeral  passion  of 
her  son  had  decked  out  the  poor  Isella ;  and  then  came  swelling  at  her 
heart  a  tumultuous  thought,  one  which  she  had  repressed  and  kept  down 
for  years  with  all  the  force  of  pride  and  hatred.  Agnes,  peasant-girl 
though  she  seemed,  had  yet  the  blood  of  that  proud  old  family  in  her 
▼eins ;  for  the  marriage  had  been  a  true  one :  she  herself  had  witnessed  it. 

In  the  last  few  weeks,  Agnes  seemed  to  herself  to  have  become  wholly 
another  being.  Silently,  insensibly,  her  feet  had  crossed  the  enchanted 
river  that  divides  childhood  from  womanhood,  and  all  the  sweet  ignorant 
joys  of  that  first  early  paradise  lay  behind  her.  Up  to  this  time  her  life 
had  seemed  to  her  a  charming  dream,  full  of  blessed  visions  and  images: 
legends  of  saints,  and  hymns,  and  prayers  had  blended  with  flower- 
gatherings  in  the  gorge,  and  light  daily  toils.  Now,  a  new,  strange  life 
had  been  born  within  her, — a  life  full  of  passions,  contradictions,  and  con- 
flicts. A  love  had  sprung  up  in  her  heart,  strange  and  wonderful,  for  one 
who  till  within  these  few  weeks  had  been  entirely  unknown  to  her,  and 
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yet  whom  a  few  short  interviews,  a  few  looks,  a  few  words,  had  made  to 
seem  nearer  and  dearer  than  the  old,  tried  friends  of  her  childhood.  In 
vain  she  confessed  it  as  a  sin, — in  vain  she  strove  against  it;  it  came  back 
to  her  in  every  hymn,  in  every  prayer.  Then  she  would  press  the  sharp 
cross  to  her  breast,  till  a  thousand  stings  of  pain  would  send  the  blood  in 
momentary  rushes  to  her  pale  cheek,  and  cause  her  delicate  lips  to  con- 
tract with  an  expression  of  stern  endurance,  and  pray  that  by  any  penance 
and  anguish  she  might  secure  his  salvation.  To  save  one  such  glorious 
soul,  she  said  to  herself,  was  work  enough  for  one  little  life :  she  was 
willing  to  spend  it  all  in  endurance,  unseen  by  him,  unknown  to  him,  so 
that  at  last  he  should  be  received  into  that  Paradise  which  her  ardent 
imagination  conceived  so  vividly.  Surely,  there  she  should  meet  him, 
radiant  as  the  angel  of  her  dream ;  and  then  she  would  tell  him  that  it 
was  all  for  his  sake  that  she  had  refused  to  listen  to  him  here.  And  these 
sinful  Ioncrings  to  see  hiin  once  more,  these  involuntary  reachincs  of  her 
soul  after  an  earthly  companionship,  she  should  find  strength  to  overcome 
in  this  pilgrimage.  She  should  go  to  Rome, — the  very  city  where  the 
blessed  Paul  poured  out  his  blood  for  the  Lord  Jesus,— where  Peter  fed 
the  flock,  till  his  time,  too,  came  to  follow  his  Lord  in  the  way  of  the 
cross.  She  should  even  come  near  to  her  blessed  Redeemer ;  she  should 
go  up,  on  her  knees,  those  very  steps  to  Pilate's  hall  where  He  stood 
bleeding,  crowned  with  thorns, — His  blood,  perhaps,  dropping  on  the 
very  stones.  Ah,  could  any  mortal  love  distract  her  there  ?  Should  she 
not  there  find  her  soul  made  free  of  every  earthly  thrall  to  love  her  Lord 
alone, — as  she  had  loved  Him  in  the  artless  and  ignorant  days  of  her 
childhood, — but  better,  a  thousand  times  ? 

"  Good  morning  to  you,  pretty  dove  !  "  said  a  voice  from  without  the 
garden-wall;  and  Agnes,  roused  from  her  reverie,  saw  old  Jocunda. 
"  I  came  down  to  help  you  off,"  she  said,  as  she  came  into  the  little 
garden.  "  Why,  my  dear  little  saint !  you  are  looking  white  as  a  sheet, 
and  with  those  tears  I    What 's  it  all  for,  child  ?  " 

"Ah,  Jocunda !  grandmamma  is  angry  with  me,  and  will  not  let  me 
go  once  more  to  the  Convent  and  see  my  dear  Mother  Theresa. 

"  Well,  don't  cry,  pretty  one !  Your  grandmamma  is  worked  with 
hard  thoughts.  But  I  Ul  speak  to  her ;  I  know  her  ways ;  she  shall  let 
you  go ;  I  '11  bring  her  round." 

"  So-ho,  sister  1 "  said  the  old  soul,  hobbling  to  the  door,  and  looking  in 
at  Elsie,  who  was  sitting  flat  on  the  stone  floor  of  her  cottage,  sorting  a 
quantity  of  flax  that  lay  around  her.  The  severe  Roman  profile  was 
thrown  out  by  the  deep  shadows  of  the  interior, — and  the  piercing 
black  eyes,  the  silver-white  hair,  and  the  strong,  compressed  lines  of 
the  mouth,  as  she  worked,  and  struggled  with  the  ghosts  of  her  former  life, 
made  her  look  like  no  unapt  personification  of  one  of  the  Fates  reviewing 
her  flax  before  she  commenced  the  spinning  of  some  new  web  of  destiny. 

"Good  morning  to  you,  sister !  "  said  Jocunda.  " I  heard  you  were 
off  to-morrow,  and  I  came  to  Bee  what  I  could  do  to  help  you." 
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u  There 's  nothing  to  be  done  for  me,  but  to  till  me,"  said  Elsie. 
"  I  am  weary  of  living." 

"  Oh,  never  say  that !  Shake  the  dice  again,  my  old  man  used  say,— 
God  rest  hia  soul !    Please  Saint  Agnes,  you  '11  have  a  bravo  pilgrimage." 

"  Saint  Agnes  be  hanged  1 "  said  Elsie,  gruffly.  "  I 'm  out  with  her. 
It  was  she  put  all  these  notions  into  my  girl's  head.  I 've  done  with  her: 
I  told  her  so  this  morning.  The  candles  I 've  burned  and  the  prayers 
I 've  gone  through  with,  that  she  might  prosper  me  in  this  one  thing !  and 
it 's  all  gone  against  me.  She  shall  never  see  another  penny  of  mine,— 
that's  flat ! " 

Such  vituperation  of  saints  and  sacred  irangcs  may  be  heard  to  this  day 
in  Italy,  and  is  a  common  feature  of  idol-worship  in  all  lands. 

"  Oh,  hush,  now  !  "  said  Jocunda.  "  Don't  make  her  angry  just  as 
you  are  going  to  Rome,  where  she  has  the  most  power  ?  All  sorts  of  ill 
luck  will  befall  you.  Make  up  with  her  before  you  start,  or  you  may  get  the 
fever  in  the  marshes  and  die,  and  then  who  will  take  care  of  poor  Agnes?  " 

"  Let  Saint  Agnes  look  to  that ;  the  girl  loves  her  better  than  she  does 
me,"  said  Elsie.  "  If  she  cared  anything  about  me,  she'd  marry  and 
settle  down,  a3  I  want  her  to." 

"  Oh,  there  you  are  wrong,"  said  Jocunda.  "  Marrying  is  like  your 
dinner  :  one  is  not  always  in  stomach  for  it,  and  one's  meat  is  another's 
poison.  Now  who  knows  but  this  jrilgrimage  may  be  the  very  thing  to 
bring  the  girl  round  ?  I 've  seen  people  cured  of  too  much  religion  by 
going  to  Rome.  You  know  things  a'n't  there  as  our  little  saint  fancies. 
Tiike  it  cheerfully,  and  you'll  see  the  girl  will  come  back  tired  of  tramping, 
and  willing  to  settle  down  in  a  good  home  with  a  likely  husband.  I  have  a 
brother  in  Naples  who  is  turning  a  pretty  penny  in  the  fisheries;  his  wife 
is  a  wholesome  Christian  woman,  and  if  the  little  one  be  tired  by  the  time 
you  get  there,  you  might  do  worse  than  stop  two  or  three  days  with  them. 
Come,  you  let  her  just  run  up  to  the  Convent  to  bid  good- by  to  the 
Mother  Theresa  and  the  sisters." 

"  I  don't  care  where  she  goes,"  muttered  Elsie,  ungraciously. 

"There,  now!"  said  Jocunda,  coming  out, — "Agnes,  your  grand- 
mother bids  you  go  to  the  Convent  to  say  good-by  to  the  sisters ;  so  run 
along,  there 's  a  little  dear.  The  Mother  Theresa  talks  of  nothing  else  but 
you  since  she  heard  that  you  meditated  this;  and  she  has  broken  in  two 
her  own  piece  of  the  True  Cross  which  she's  carried  in  the  gold  and  pearl 
reliquary  that  the  queen  sent  her,  and  means  to  give  it  to  you.  One 
doesn't  halve  such  gifts,  without  one's  whole  heart  goes  with  them." 

"  Dear  mother  1 "  said  Agnes,  her  eyes  filling  with  tears.  "  I  will 
take  her  some  flowers  and  oranges  for  the  last  time.  Do  you  know, 
Jocunda,  I  feel  that  I  never  shall  come  back  here  to  this  dear  little  home 
where  I  have  been  so  happy  ?  " 

"  Oh,  dear  child,  never  give  in  to  such  fancies,  but  pluck  up  heart. 
You  will  be  sure  to  have  luck,  wherever  you  go, — especially  since  the 
mother  will  give  you  that  holy  relic.    I  myself  had  a  piece  of  Saint  John 
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Baptists  thumb-nail  sewed  up  in  a  leather  bag,  which  I  wore  day  and 
night  all  the  years  I  was  tramping  up  and  down  with  my  old  man ;  but 
when  he  died,  I  had  it  buried  with  him  to  ease  his  soul. 

Agnes  hastily  arranged  a  little  baslcet  of  fruit  and  flowers,  and  took 
her  way  down  through  the  gorge,  under  the  Roman  bridge,  through  an 
orange-orchard,  and  finally  came  out  upon  the  sea-shore,  and  so  along  the 
sands  below  the  cliffs  on  which  the  old  town  of  Sorrento  is  situated.  On 
her  arrival  in  the  Convent  court,  the  peaceful  and  dreamy  stillness  con- 
trasted strangely  with  the  gorgeous  brightness  of  the  day  outside.  The 
splendid  sunshine,  the  sparkling  sea,  the  songs  of  the  boatmen,  the  brisk 
passage  of  gliding  sails,  the  bright  hues  of  the  flowers  that  garlanded  the 
rocks,  all  seemed  as  if  the  earth  had  been  arrayed  for  some  gala-day ;  but 
the  moment  she  had  passed  the  portal,  the  silent,  mossy  court,  with  its 
pale  marble  nymph,  its  lull  of  falling  water,  its  turf  snow-dropt  with 
daisies  and  fragrant  with  blue  and  white  violets,  and  the  surrounding 
cloistered  walks,  with  their  pictured  figures  of  pious  history,  all  came  with 
a  sad  and  soothing  influence  on  her  nerves.  The  nuns,  who  had  heard 
the  news  of  the  projected  pilgrimage,  and  regarded  it  as  the  commence- 
ment of  that  saintly  career  which  they  had  always  predicted  for  her, 
crowded  around  her,  kissing  her  hands  and  her  robe,  and  entreating  her 
prayers  at  different  shrines  of  especial  sanctity  which  she  might  visit.  The 
Mother  Theresa  took  her  to  her  cell,  and  there  hung  round  her  neck,  by  a 
golden  chain,  the  relic  which  she  designed  for  her. 

"  But  how  pale  you  are,  my  sweet  child  I "  she  said.  "  What  has 
happened  to  alter  you  so  much  ?  Your  cheeks  look  so  thin,  and  there  are 
deep,  dark  circles  round  your  eyes." 

"  Ah,  my  mother,  it  is  because  of  my  sins.  I  have  been  false  to  my 
Lord,  and  let  the  love  of  an  earthly  creature  into  my  heart." 

"  What  can  you  mean  ?  "  asked  the  mother. 

"  Alas,  dear  mother,  the  cavalier  who  sent  that  ring !  "  replied  Agnes^ 
covering  her  face  with  her  hands. 

Now  the  Mother  Theresa  had  never  left  the  walls  of  that  convent  since 
she  was  ten  years  old, — had  seen  no  men  except  her  father  and  uncle,  who 
once  or  twice  made  her  a  short  call,  and  an  old  hunchback  who  took  care 
of  their  garden.  All  that  portion  of  her  womanly  nature  which  might 
have  throbbed  lay  in  a  dead  calm.  Still  there  was  a  faint  flutter  of 
curiosity,  as  she  pressed  Agnes  to  tell  her  story,  which  she  did  with  many 
pauses  and  sobs  and  blushes. 

"  And  is  he  so  very  handsome,  my  little  heart  ? "  she  said,  after 
listening.  "  I  never  saw  a  young  man,  really,"  said  the  Mother  Theresa. 
*'  Perhaps  he  looks  like  our  picture  of  Saint  Sebastian; — I  have  often 
thought  that  I  might  be  in  danger  of  loving  a  young  man  that  looked  like 
him." 

"  Oh,  he  is  more  beautiful  than  that  picture  or  any  picture ! "  said 
Agnes,  fervently ;  "  and,  mother,  though  he  is  excommunicated,  I  can't 
help  feeling  that  he  is  as  good  as  he  is  beautiful.    It  is  to  pray  for  his 
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soul  I  am  going  on  this  pilgrimage.  Father  Francesco  gays,  if  I  will  tear 
away  and  overcome  this  love,  my  prayers  will  have  power  to  save  his  soul. 
Promise  me,  dear  mother,  that  you  and  all  the  sisters  will  help  me  with 
your  prayers. 


chapter  xxiv. 

The  Mountain  Fortress. 

Whoever  has  traversed  the  road  from  Sorrento  to  Naples,  that  wonderful 
path  along  the  high,  rocky  shores  of  the  Mediterranean,  must  remember 
it  only  as  a  bright  dream  of  enchantment.  On  one  side  lies  the  sea, 
shimmering  in  bands  of  blue,  purple,  and  green  to  the  swaying  of  gentle 
winds,  exhibiting  those  magical  shiftings  and  changes  of  colour  peculiar 
to  these  waves.  Near  the  land  its  waters  are  of  pale,  transparent  emerald, 
while  farther  out  they  deepen  into  blue,  and  thence  into  a  violet  purple, 
which  again,  towards  the  horizon-line,  fades  into  misty  pearl-colour.  The 
shores  rise  above  the  sea  in  wild,  bold  precipices,  grottoed  into  fantastic 
caverns  by  the  action  of  the  waves,  and  presenting  every  moment  some 
new  variety  of  outline.  As  the  path  of  the  traveller  winds  round  pro- 
montories whose  mountain-heights  are  capped  by  white  villages  and  silvery 
with  olive-groves,  he  catches  tho  enchanting  sea-view,  now  at  this  point, 
and  now  at  another,  with  Naples  glimmering  through  the  mists  in  the 
distance,  and  the  purple  sides  of  Vesuvius  ever  changing  with  streaks  and 
veins  of  cloud-shadows,  while  silver  vapours  crown  the  summit.  Above 
the  road  the  steep  hills  seem  piled  up  to  the  sky, — every  spot  terraced, 
and  cultivated  with  some  form  of  vegetable  wealth,  and  the  untame- 
able  rocks  garlanded  over  with  golden  broom,  crimson  gillyflowers,  and  a 
thousand  other  bright  adornments.  The  road  lies  through  villages  whose 
gardens  and  orange-orchards  fill  the  air  with  sweet  scents,  and  whose 
rose  hedges  sometimes  pour  a  perfect  cascade  of  bloom  and  fragrance 
over  the  walls. 

Our  travellers  started  in  the  dewy  freshness  of  one  of  those  gorgeous 
days  which  seem  to  cast  an  illuminating  charm  over  everything.  Even 
old  Elsie's  stern  features  relaxed  somewhat  under  the  balmy  influences  of 
sun  and  sky,  and  Agnes's  young,  pale  face  was  lit  up  with  a  brighter 
colour  than  for  many  a  day  before.  Their  pilgrimage  through  this  beau- 
tiful country  had  lew  incidents.  They  walked  in  the  earlier  and  latter 
parts  of  the  day,  reposing  a  few  hours  at  noon  near  some  fountain  or 
shrine  by  the  wayside, — often  experiencing  the  kindly  veneration  of- 
the  simple  peasantry,  who  cheerfully  offered  them  refreshments,  and 
begged  their  prayers  at  the  holy  places  whither  they  were  going.  In  a 
few  days  they  reached  Naples,  where  they  made  a  little  stop  with  the 
hospitable  family  to  whom  Jocunda  had  recommended  them.  From 
Naples  their  path  lay  through  the  Pontine  Marshes;  and  though  the 
malaria  makes  this  region  a  world  of  fear,  yet  it  is  no  less  one  of  strange, 
soft,  enchanting  beauty.    A  wide,  sea-like  expanse,  clothed  with  an 
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abundance  of  soft,  rich  grass,  painted  with  golden  bands  and  etreaks  of 
bright  yellow  flowers,  stretches  away  to  a  purple  curtain  of  mountains, 
whose  romantic  outline  rises  constantly  in  a  thousand  new  forms  of 
beauty.  The  upland  at  the  foot  of  these  mountains  is  beautifully  diversi- 
fied with  tufts  of  trees,  and  the  contrast  of  the  purple  softness  of  the 
distant  hills  with  the  dazzling  gold  and  emerald  of  the  wide  meadow- 
tracts  they  inclose  is  a  striking  feature  in  the  landscape.  Droves  of 
silver-haired  oxen,  with  their  great,  dreamy,  dark  eyes  and  polished  black 
horns,  were  tranquilly  feeding  knee-deep  in  the  lush,  juicy  grass,  and 
herds  of  buffalos,  uncouth,  but  harmless,  might  be  seen  pasturing  or 
reposing  in  the  distance.  On  either  side  of  the  way  were  waving  tracts 
of  yellow  fleur-de-lis,  and  beds  of  arum,  with  its  arrowy  leaves  and  white 
blossoms.  It  was  a  wild  luxuriance  of  growth,  a  dreamy  stillness  of 
solitude,  so  lovely  that  one  could  scarce  remember  that  it  was  deadly. 
Elsie  was  so  impressed  with  the  fear  of  the  malaria,  that  she  trafficked 
with  an  honest  peasant  who  had  been  hired  to  take  back  to  Home  the 
horses  which  had  been  used  to  convey  part  of  the  suite  of  a  nobleman 
travelling  to  Naples,  to  give  them  a  quicker  passage  across  than  they 
could  have  made  on  foot.  It  is  true  that  this  was  quite  contrary  to  the 
wishes  of  Agnes,  who  felt  that  the  journey  ought  to  be  performed  in  the 
most  toilsome  and  self-renouncing  way,  and  that  they  should  trust  solely 
to  prayer  and  spiritual  protection  to  ward  off  the  pestilential  exhalations. 
"  There's  no  use  talking,  child,"  said  Elsie.  *'  I'm  older  than  you,  and 
have  seen  more  of  real  men  and  women ;  and  whatever  they  did  in  old 
times,  I  know  that  now-a-days  the  saints  don't  help  those  that  don't  take 
care  of  themselves:  we  must  get  out  of  those  marshes  as  quick  as 
possible,  or  we  shall  get  into  Paradise  quicker  than  we  want  to." 

After  many  days  of  journeying,  the  travellers,  somewhat  weary  and 
foot-sore,  found  themselves  in  a  sombre  and  lonely  deli  of  the  mountains, 
about  an  hour  before  the  going  down  of  the  sun.  The  slanting  yellow 
beams  turned  to  silvery  brightness  the  ashy  foliage  of  the  gnarled  old  olives, 
which,  gaunt  and  weird,  clung  with  their  great,  knotty,  straggling  roots  to 
the  rocky  mountain-sides.  Before  them,  the  path,  stony,  steep,  and 
winding,  was  rising  upward  and  still  upward,  and  no  shelter  for  the  night 
appeared,  except  in  a  distant  mountain  town,  which,  perched  airily  as  an 
eagle's  nest  on  its  hazy  height,  reflected  from  the  dome  of  its  church  and 
its  half-ruined  old  feudal  tower  the  golden  light  of  sunset.  A  drowsy- 
toned  bell  rang  out  the  Ave  Maria,  and  Agnes,  sinking  on  her  knees, 
repeated  her  evening  prayer,  covering  her  face  with  her  hands.  Old  Elsie 
kneeled  too ;  but,  as  she  was  praying,  she  cast  an  eye  up  the  steep  moun- 
tain-path and  calculated  the  distance  of  the  little  airy  village.  Just  at 
that  moment  she  saw  two  or  three  horsemen,  who  appeared  to  be  stealthily 
observing  them,  and  now  rode  up. 

"  Good  evening,  mother  1 "  said  one  of  them,  speaking  from  under  the 
shadow  of  a  deeply  slouched  hat.  "  Good  evening}  pretty  maid  1 "  he  saidj 
riding  still  nearer. 
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u  Go  your  ways,  in  tbe  name  of  God,"  said  Elsie.  "  We  are  pilgrims, 
going  to  Rome ;  and  whoever  hinders  us  will  have  the  saints  to  deal 
with." 

"  Who  talks  of  hindering  you,  mother?"  responded  the  other.  "On 
the  contrary,  we  come  for  the  express  purpose  of  helping  you  along. 
That  town  is  a  good  seven  miles  off,  and  the  sun  will  be  down  soon  1  So 
mount  up  behind  mo ;  and  here  is  a  horse  for  the  little  one." 

The  horseman  at  this  moment  disclosed  to  view  a  palfrey  with  a  lady's 
saddle,  richly  caparisoned,  as  if  for  a  person  of  condition.  With  a  sudden 
movement,  two  of  the  men  dismounted,  and  the  one  who  had  acted  as 
spokesman,  approaching  Agnes,  said,  in  a  tone  somewhat  imperative,— 
u  Come,  young  lady,  it  is  our  master's  will  that  your  poor  little  feet  should 
hare  some  rest."  And  before  Agnes  could  remonstrate,  he  raised  her 
into  the  saddle,  and  then  turning  to  Elsie,  said, — 

"  Yon,  good  mother,  must  e  en  be  content  with  a  seat  behind  me." 

"  Who  are  you  ?    How  dare  you  ?  "  cried  Elsie,  indignantly. 

"  Good  mother,"  said  the  man,  "  get  up  without  more  words.  I  swear 
by  the  Holy  Virgin  no  harm  shall  be  done  you." 

Elsie  looked,  and  seeing  Agnes  already  some  distance  before  her, 
without  more  ado,  she  placed  her  foot  on  the  toe  of  his  riding-boot,  and 
mounted  to  the  crupper  behind  him. 

Notwithstanding  the  surprise  and  alarm  of  this  most  unexpected 
adventure,  Agnes,  who  had  been  on  the  very  point  of  exhaustion  from 
fatigue,  could  not  but  feel  the  sensation  of  relief  and  repose  which  the 
seat  in  an  easy  saddle  gave  her.  The  mountain  air,  as  they  arose,  breathed 
fresh  and  cold  on  her  brow,  and  a  prospect  of  such  wondrous  beauty 
unrolled  beneath  her  feet  that  her  alarm  soon  became  lost  in  admiration. 
The  mountains  that  rose  everywhere  around  them  seemed  to  float  in  a 
transparent  sea  of  luminous  vapour,  with  olive-orchards  and  well-tilled 
fields  lying  in  far  dreamy  distances  below,  while  on  the  horizon  silver 
gleams  of  the  Mediterranean  opened  to  the  view.  They  pursued  their  way 
in  silence,  rising  higher  and  higher  out  of  the  shadows  of  the  deep  valleys 
below ;  the  man  who  conducted  them  observing  a  strict  reserve,  but  seem- 
ing to  have  a  care  for  their  welfare.  The  twilight  yet  burned  red  in  the 
sky,  and  painted  with  solemn  lights  the  mossy  walls  of  the  little  old  town, 
as  tbey  plunged  under  a  sombre  antique  gateway,  and  entered  on  a  street 
as  damp  and  dark  as  a  cellar,  which  went  up  almost  perpendicularly 
between  tall  black  stone  walls  that  seemed  to  have  neither  windows  nor 
doors.  Agnes  could  only  remember  clambering  upward,  turning  short 
corners,  clattering  down  steep  stone  steps,  under  low  archways,  along 
narrow,  ill-smelling  passages,  where  the  light  that  seemed  so  clear  without 
the  town  was  almost  extinguished  in  utter  night.  At  last  they  entered  the 
damp  court  of  a  huge,  irregular  pile  of  stone  buildings.  Here  the  men 
suddenly  drew  up,  and  Agnes's  conductor,  dismounting,  came  and  took  her 
sileatly  from  her  saddle,  saying  briefly,  "  Come  this  way."  Elsie  sprang 
from  her  seat  in  a  moment,  and  placed  herself  at  the  side  of  her  child. 
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"  No,  good  mother,"  said  the  man  with  whom  she  had  ridden,  seizing 
her  powerfully  by  the  shoulders,  and  turning  her  round. 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?"  cried  Elsie,  fiercely.  "  Are  you  going  to  keep 
me  from  my  own  child  ?  " 

"  Patience  1 "  replied  the  man  ;  "  no  harm  shall  come  to  you." 

Agnes  looked  back  at  her  grandmother,  saying — 

"  Fear  not,  dear  grandmamma ;  the  blessed  angels  will  watch  over  us." 
1  As  she  spoke,  she  followed  her  conductor  through  Jong,  damp,  moulder- 
ing passages  and  up  flights  of  stone  steps,  and  again  through  other  long 
passages  smelling  of  mould  and  damp,  till  at  last  he  opened  the  door  of  an 
apartment  from  which  streamed  a  light  so  dazzling  to  the  eyes  of  Agnes 
that  at  first  she  could  form  no  distinct  conception  as  to  where  she  was. 
As  soon  as  her  eyesight  cleared,  she  found  herself  in  an  apartment  which 
to  her  simplicity  seemed  furnished  with  unheard-of-luxury.  The  walls 
were  richly  frescoed  and  gilded,  and  from  a  chandelier  of  Venetian  glass 
the  light  fell  upon  a  foot-cloth  of  brilliant  tapestry  which  covered  the 
marble  floor.  Gilded  chairs  and  couches,  covered  with  the  softest  Genoese 
velvet,  invited  to  repose ;  while  tables  inlaid  with  choice  mosaics  stood 
here  and  there,  sustaining  rare  vases,  musical  instruments,  and  many  of 
the  light,  fanciful  ornaments  with  which,  in  those  days,  the  halls  of  women 
of  condition  were  graced.  At  one  end  of  the  apartment  was  an  alcove, 
where  the  rich  velvet  curtains  were  looped  away  with  heavy  cords  and 
tassels  of  gold,  displaying  a  smaller  room,  where  was  a  bed  with  hangings 
of  crimson  satin  embroidered  with  gold. 

Agnes  stood  petrified  with  amazement,  and  put  her  hand  to  her  head, 
as  if  to  assure  herself  by  the  sense  of  touch  that  she  was  not  dreaming, 
and  then,  with  an  impulse  of  curious  wonder,  began  examining  the  apart- 
ment. The  rich  furniture  and  the  many  adornments,  though  only  such  as 
were  common  in  the  daily  life  of  the  great  at  that  period,  had  for  her 
simple  eyes  all  the  marvellousness  of  the  most  incredible  illusion :  she 
touched  the  velvet  couches  almost  with  fear,  and  passed  from  object  to 
object  in  a  sort  of  maze.  When  she  arrived  at  the  alcove,  she  thought  she 
heard  a  slight  rustling  within,  and  then  a  smothered  laugh :  her  heart  beat 
quick  as  she  stopped  to  listen.  There  was  a  tittering  sound,  and  a  move- 
ment as  if  some  one  were  shaking  the  curtain,  and  at  last  Giulietta  stood 
in  the  doorway.  For  a  moment  Agnes  stood  looking  at  her  in  utter 
bewilderment.  Yes,  surely  it  was  Giulietta,  dressed  out  in  all  the  bravery 
of  splendid  apparel,  her  black  hair  shining  and  lustrous,  great  solid 
earrings  of  gold  shaking  in  her  ears,  and  a  row  of  gold  coins  around 
her  neck.  She  broke  into  a  loud  laugh  at  the  sight  of  Agnes's  astonished 
face. 

"So,  here  you  are!"  she  said.  "Well,  now,  didn't  I  tell  you  so? 
You  see  he  was  in  love  with  you,  just  as  I  said ;  and  if  you  wouldn't  come 
to  him  of  your  own  accord,  he  must  fly  off  with  you." 

"Oh,  Giulietta!"  cried  Agnes,  catching  her  hands,  "what  does  all 
this  mean  ?  and  where  have  they  carried  poor  grandmamma  ?" 
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il  Oh,  never  worry  about  her  I  She  is  at  supper  with  my  mother;  and 
a  jolly  time  they  will  have  of  it,  gossiping  together/' 
"  Your  mother  here,  too  ?  " 

M  Yes,  simple,  to  be  sure  !  I  found  it  bo  much  easier  living  here  than 
in  the  old  town,  that  I  sent  for  her,  that  she  might  have  peace  in  her  old 
age.  But  how  do  you  like  your  room  ?  Were  you  not  astonished  to  see 
it  so  brave  ?    If  you  are  not  pleased,  you  will  be  ungrateful,  that's  all." 

"  Giulietta,"  said  Agnes,  "  can't  you  bring  grandmamma  to  me  ?  " 

"  No,  my  little  princess,  I  can't.  Do  you  know  you  are  my  mistress 
now  ?  Well,  you  are ;  but  there's  one  that's  master  of  us  both,  and  he 
says  none  must  speak  with  you  till  he  has  seen  you." 

Agnes  sat  down  on  one  of  the  velvet  couches,  and  leaned  her  head  on 
her  hand. 

"  Come,  now,  let  me  bring  you  some  supper,"  said  Giulietta. 

And  she  left  the  room,  locking  the  door  after  her.  In  a  few  moments 
she  returned,  bearing  a  rich  silver  tray,  on  which  was  a  covered  dish  that 
steamed  a  refreshing  odour,  together  with  a  roll  of  white  bread,  and  a 
small  glass  fiacon  containing  a  little  choice  wine.  By  much  entreaty  and 
coaxing,  Agnes  was  induced  to  partake  of  the  bread,  enough  to  revive  her 
somewhat  after  the  toils  of  the  day  ;  and  then,  a  little  reassured  by  the 
familiar  presence  of  Giulietta,  she  began  to  undress,  her  former  com- 
panion officiously  assisting  her. 

"  There,  now,  you  are  tired,  my  lady  princess,"  she  said.  "  I'll  unlace 
your  bodice.  One  of  these  days  your  gowns  will  be  all  of  silk,  and  stiff 
with  gold  and  pearls." 

"  No,  Giulietta,"  said  Agnes,  "  I  don't  need  help." 

"  Ta,  ta,  ta  I — you  must  learn  to  be  waited  on,"  said  Giulietta,  per- 
sisting. "  But,  Holy  Virgin  !  what  is  the  matter  here  ?  Oh,  Agnes,  what 
are  you  doing  to  yourself  ?  " 

"  It's  a  penance,  Giulietta,"  said  Agnes,  her  face  flushing. 

"  Yes,  indeed.    Father  Francesco  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  himself." 

"  He  does  it  to  save  my  soul,  Giulietta.  The  cross  of  our  Lord  with- 
out will  heal  a  deadly  wound  within." 

In  her  heart,  Giulietta  had  somewhat  of  secret  reverence  for  such 
austerities;  so  she  made  the  sign  of  the  cross,  and  looked  grave  for  several 
minutes. 

"  Poor  little  dove  1 "  she  said  at  last :  "  if  vour  gins  must  needs  be 
expiated  so,  what  will  become  of  me  ?  Agnes,  you  will  be  a  saint  some 
day,  like  your  namesake  at  the  Convent,  I  truly  do  believe." 

"  Oh,  Giulietta  1  don't  talk  so !    I  am  the  chief  of  sinners." 

"  That's  what  the  saints  all  say,"  said  Giulietta.  "  But,  my  dear, 
when  he  comes,  he  will  forbid  this ;  he  will  not  suffer  his  little  wife  " 

"  Giulietta,  don't  speak  so  !  I  cannot  hear  it  1  I  must  not  be  his  wife 
— I  am  vowed  to  be  the  spouse  of  the  Lord  1 " 

"  And  yet  you  love  our  handsome  prince,"  said  Giulietta ;  "  and  there 
is  the  great  sin  you  are  breaking  your  little  heart  about.    Well,  now,  it's 
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all  of  that  dry,  sour  old  Father  Francesco ;  old  Father  Girolamo  was  worth 
a  dozen  of  him.  If  you  would  just  see  our  good  Father  Stefano,  now,  he 
would  set  your  mind  at  ease  about  your  vows  in  a  twinkling." 

Agnes,  confused  and  agitated,  turned  away,  and,  as  if  seeking  refuge, 
laid  her  down  in  the  bed,  looking  timidly  up  at  the  unwonted  splendour ; 
and  then,  hiding  her  lace  in  the  pillow,  began  repeating  a  prayer. 
Giulictta  sat  by  her  a  moment,  till  she  felt,  from  the  relaxing  of  the  little 
hand,!  that  the  reaction  of  fatigue  and  intense  excitement  was  beginning  to 
take  place.  Nature  would  assert  her  rights,  and  the  heavy  curtain  of 
sleep  fell  on  the  weary  little  head ;  so  quietly  extinguishing  the  light*, 
Giulietta  left  the  room,  locking  the  door. 


CHAPTER  XXV. 

The  Cbisis. 

Agnes  was  so  exhausted  with  bodily  fatigue  and  mental  agitation  that  she 
slept  soundly  till  awakened  by  the  beams  of  the  morning  sun.    Her  first 
glance  up  at  the  gold-embroidered  curtains  of  her  bed  occasioned  a  bewil- 
dered surprise;  she  raised  herself,  and  looked  around,  slowly  recovering 
her  consciousness  and  the  memory  of  the  strange  event  which  had  placed 
her  where  she  was.  She  rose  hastily,  and  went  to  the  window  to  look  out. 
This  window  was  in  a  kind  of  circular  tower  projecting  from  the  side  of 
the  building,  such  as  one  often  sees  in  old  Norman  architecture;  it  over- 
hung not  only  a  wall  of  dizzy  height,  but  a  precipice  with  a  sheer  descent 
of  some  thousand  feet;  and  far  below,  spread  out  like  a  map  in  the  dis- 
tance, lay  a  prospect  of  enchanting  richness.  The  eye  might  wander  over 
orchards  of  silvery  olives,  plantations  with  their  rows  of  mulberry-trees 
supporting  the  vines,  now  in  the  first  tender  spring,  green,  scarlet  fields  of 
clover,  and  patches  where  the  young  corn  was  just  showing  its  waving 
blades  above  the  brown  soil.     Here  and  there  rose  tufts  of  stone-pines, 
with  their  dark  umbrella-tops  towering  above  all  other  foliage,  while  far 
off  in  the  blue  distance  a  silvery  belt  of  glittering  brightness  showed 
where  the  sea  closed  in  the  horizon-line.    So  high  was  the  perch,  so 
distant  and  dreamy  the  prospect,  that  Agnes  felt  a  sensation  of  giddiness, 
as  if  she  were  suspended  over  it  in  the  air,  and  turned  away  from  the 
window,  to  look  again  at  what  seemed  to  her  the  surprising  and  unheard- 
of  splendours  of  the  apartment.    There  lay  her  simple  peasant  garb,  on 
the  rich  velvet  couch, — u  strange  sight  in  the  midst  of  so  much  luxury. 
Having  dressed  herself,  she  sat  down,  and,  covering  her  face  with  her 
hands,  tried  to  reflect  calmly  on  the  position  in  which  she  was  placed. 
"With  the  education  she  had  received,  she  could  look  on  this  strange  inter- 
ruption of  her  pilgrimage  only  as  a  special  assault  upon  her  faith,  insti- 
gated by  those  evil  spirits  that  are  ever  setting  themselves  in  conflict  with 
the  just.    Such  trials  had  befallen  saints  of  whom  she  had  read :  they 
had  been  assailed  by  visions  of  worldly  ease  and  luxury  suddenly  pre- 
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scnted  before  them,  for  which  they  were  tempted  to  deny  their  faith  and 
sell  their  souls.  Was  it  not,  perhaps,  as  a  punishment  for  having  admitted 
the  love  of  nn  excommunicated  heretic  into  her  heart,  that  this  sore  trial 
had  been  permitted  to  come  upon  her  ?  And  if  she  should  fail  ?  She 
shuddered,  when  she  recalled  the  severe  and  terrible  manner  in  which 
-  Father  Francesco  had  warned  her  against  yielding  to  the  solicitations  of  an 
earthly  love.  To  her  it  seemed  as  if  that  holy  man  must  have  been 
inspired  with  a  prophetic  foresight  of  her  present  position,  and  warned  her 
against  it.  Those  awful  words  came  burning  into  her  mind  as  when  they 
seemed  to  issue  like  the  voice  of  a  spirit  from  the  depths  of  the  con- 
fessional : — "  If  ever  you  should  yield  to  his  /ov«,  and  turn  back  from  this 
heavenly  marriage  to  follow  him,  you  icill  accomplish  his  damnation  and 
your  own.'*  Agues  trembled  in  an  agony  of  real  belief,  and  with  terror  of 
the  world  to  come :  her  blood  curdled,  her  nerves  froze,  and  she  threw 
herself  on  her  knees  and  prayed  fervently.  She  rose  from  prayer  with  a 
profound  reliance  on  that  aid  which  comes  from  God  alone,  and  was  stand- 
ing at  her  window,  deep  in  thought,  when  Giulictta  entered, — fresh  and 
blooming, — bearing  the  breakfast- tray. 

41  Come,  my  little  princess,  here  I  am,"  she  faid,  "  with  your  break- 
fast !    How  do  you  find  yourself,  this  morning  ?  " 

"  Giulietta,  have  you  seen  poor  grandmamma?  "  asked  Agnes. 

"  Poor  grandmamma ! "  said  Giulietta,  mimicking  the  sod  tone  in 
which  Agnes  spoke, — "  to  be  sure  I  have.  I  left  her  making  a  hearty 
breakfast ;  so  fall  to,  and  do  the  same :  you  don't  know  who  may  come  to 
6ec  you  this  morning." 

" Giulietta,  is  he  here?" 

"  He !  "  exclaimed  Giulietta,  laughing.  "  Do  hear  the  little  bird !  It 
begins  to  chirp  already  !  No,  he  is  not ;  but  Pietro  says  he  will  come  soon." 

"  Pietro  is  your  husband  ?  "  said  Agnes,  inquiringly. 

14  Yes,  to  be  sure,"  said  Giulietta.  44  But  eat  your  breakfast,  little 
one,  while  I  go  and  see  to  Pietro  and  the  men." 

And  she  bustled  out  of  the  room,  locking  the  door  behind  her. 

Agnes  took  a  little  bread  and  water, — resolved  to  fast  and  pray,  as  the 
only  defence  against  the  danger  in  which  she  stood.  After  breakfasting, 
she  retired  into  the  inner  room,  and,  opening  the  window,  sat  down  and 
looked  out  on  the  prospect,  and  then,  in  a  low  voice,  began  singing  a 
hymn  of  Savonarola's,  which  had  been  taught  her  by  her  uncle. 

While  Agnes  was  singing,  the  door  of  the  outer  room  was  slowly 
opened,  and  Agostino  Sarelli  entered  so  softly  that  Agnes  did  not  hear 
his  approach,  and  he  stood  listening  to  her  singing.  He  had  come  from 
Florence,  burning  with  indignation  against  the  Pope  and  the  wholo 
hierarchy  then  ruling  in  Rome  ;  but  conversation  with  Father  Antonio 
and  the  scenes  he  had  witnessed  at  San  Marco  had  converted  the  blind 
sonse  of  personal  wrong  into  a  fixed  principle  of  moral  indignation  and 
opposition.  He  no  longer  found  himself  checked  by  the  pleading  of  hia 
early  religious  recollections  ;  for  now  he  had  a  leader  who  realized  in  hia 
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own  person  all  his  conceptions  of  those  primitive  apostles  and  holy  bishops 
who  first  fed  the  flock  of  the  Lord  in  Italy.  He  had  urged  his  uncle  in 
Milan  to  make  interest  for  the  cause  of  Savonarola  with  the  King  of 
France;  and  his  uncle,  with  that  crafty  diplomacy  which  in  those  days 
formed  the  staple  of  what  was  called  statesmanship,  had  seemed  to  listen 
favourably  to  his  views.  And  now  the  time  was  come,  Agostino  thought, 
to  break  the  spell  under  which  Agnes  was  held, — to  show  her  the  true 
character  of  the  men  whom  she  was  beholding  through  a  mist  of  venera- 
tion arising  entirely  from  the  dewy  freshness  of  ignorant  innocence.  Hers 
was  a  soul  too  good  and  pure,  he  said,  to  be  kept  in  chains  of  slavish 
ignorance  any  longer.  When  she  ceased  singing,  he  spoke  from  the  outer 
apartment, — "  Agnes  !  "  The  name  was  uttered  in  the  softest  tone,  but 
it  sent  the  blood  to  her  heart;  everything  seemed  to  swim  before  her,  and 
grow  dark  for  a  moment ;  but  by  a  strong  effort  she  lifted  her  heart  in 
prayer,  and,  rising,  came  towards  him. 

Agostino  had  figured  her  to  himself  in  all  that  soft  and  sacred  inno- 
cence and  freshness  of  bloom  in  which  he  had  left  her,  a  fair  angel  child ; 
but  the  figure  that  stood  there  in  the  curtained  arch,  with  its  solemn, 
calm,  transparent  paleness  of  face,  its  large,  intense  dark  eyes,  now  vivid 
with  some  mysterious  and  concentrated  resolve,  struck  a  strange  chill 
over  him.    For  a  few  moments  there  fell  a  pause  between  them. 

"  Agnes  !  Agnes  !  is  it  you?"  at  last  said  the  knight,  in  a  low,  hesi- 
tating tone.  "  Oh,  my  love,  what  has  changed  you  so  ?  Speak  !  Are 
you  angry  with  me  ?    Aj-e  you  angry  that  I  brought  you  here  ?  " 

"  My  lord,  I  am  not  angry,"  replied  Agnes,  speaking  in  a  sad  tone ; 
"  but  you  have  committed  a  great  sin  in  turning  aside  those  vowed  to  a 
holy  pilgrimage,  and  you  tempt  me  to  sin  by  this  conversation,  which 
ought  not  to  be  between  us." 

"  Why  not  ?  "  asked  Agostino.  "  You  would  not  see  me  at  Sorrento. 
I  sought  to  warn  you  of  the  dangers  of  this  pilgrimage, — to  tell  you  that 
Rome  is  not  what  you  think  it  is,— that  it  is  not  the  seat  of  Christ,  but 
a  foul  cage  of  unclean  birds,  a  den  of  wickedness." 

"  My  lord,"  said  Agnes,  speaking  with  a  touch  of  something  even 
commanding  in  her  tone,  "you  ought  not  to  try  to  ruin  my  soul  by 
blaspheming  holy  things."  And  then  she  added,  in  a  tone  of  indescribable 
sadness,  "  Alas,  that  so  noble  and  beautiful  a  soul  should  be  in  rebellion 
against  the  only  true  church  !    Ah,  seek  not  to  deceive  me  1" 

"  By  the  Holy  Mother,  Agnes,  I  do  not  seek  to  deceive  you  !  I  speak 
on  my  honour  as  a  knight  and  gentleman.  I  love  you  truly  and  honour- 
ably, and  seek  you  as  my  wife.    Would  I  lie  to  you  t" 

"  My  lord,  you  have  spoken  words  which  it  is  a  sin  for  me  to  hear,  a 
peril  to  your  soul  to  say ;  but  if  you  had  not,  you  must  not  seek  me  as 
a  wife.    It  is  a  sin  even  to  think  of  it.    Holy  vows  are  upon  me." 

"  Impossible,  Agnes  1    You  have  not  taken  the  veil  ?  " 

"  No,  my  lord,  I  have  not.  I  have  only  promised  and  vowed  in  my 
heart  to  do  so  when  the  Lord  shall  open  the  way." 
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"  Bat  such  tows,  dear  Agnes,  may  be  loosed  by  the  priest.  Now 
hear  me.  I  believe  as  your  uncle  believes, — your  good,  pious  uncle. 
I  believe  as  Jerome  Savonarola  believes.  He  it  is,  that  holy  prophet, 
who  has  proclaimed  this  Pope — a  vile  usurper." 

"  My  lord  !  my  lord !  I  must  not  hear  more  !  I  murt  not, — I  cannot 
—I  will  not ! "  exclaimed  Agnes,  becoming  violently  agitated. 

"  Oh,  Agnes,  what  has  turned  your  heart  against  me  ?  I  thought  you 
promised  to  lore  me  a  little  7  "  He  sought  to  come  towards  her,  and  she 
sprang  forward  and  threw  herself  at  his  feet. 

"  Oh,  my  lord,  for  mercy's  sake  let  me  go  !  Let  us  go  on  our  way  1 
We  will  pray  for  you  always, — yes,  always  I "  And  she  looked  up  at  him 
in  an  agony  of  earnestness. 

"  Am  I  bo  hateful  to  you,  then,  Agnes  ?" 

"  Hateful  ?    Oh,  no,  no !    God  knows  you  are  I — I — yea,  I  love 

you  too  well,  and  you  have  too  much  power  over  me ;  but  oh  !  do  not 
use  it  I  If  I  hear  you  talk,  I  shall  yield,— I  surely  shall,  and  we  shall  be 
lost,  both  of  us  !  Oh,  my  God  !  I  shall  be  the  means  of  your  damna- 
tion 1    Have  pity  on  me  !  have  pity  on  yourself  1" 

In  the  agony  of  her  feelings  her  voice  became  almost  a  shriek,  and 
her  wild,  affrighted  face  had  a  deadly  pallor.  Agostino  was  alarmed, 
and  hastened  to  soothe  her. 

"  Agnes,  dear  Agnes,  I  submit ;  only  be  calm.  I  promise  anything, — " 

"  Will  you  let  mo  go  ?  and  my  poor  grandmamma?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  And  you  will  not  talk  with  me  any  more  ?  " 

"  Not  if  you  do  not  wish  it.  And  now,"  he  said,  "  that  I  have  sub- 
mitted to  all  these  hard  conditions,  will  you  suffer  me  to  raise  you?" 

He  took  her  hands  and  lifted  her  up ;  they  were  cold,  and  she  was 
trembling :  she  tried  to  withdraw  them,  and  he  let  them  go. 

"  Farewell,  Agnes ! "  he  said.    "  I  am  going." 

She  pressed  the  sharp  cross  to  her  bosom,  but  made  no  answer. 

"  I  yield  to  your  will,"  he  continued.  "  Immediately  when  I  leave 
you,  your  grandmother  will  come  to  you,  and  the  attendants  who  brought 
you  here  will  conduct  you  to  the  high-road.  For  me,  since  it  is  your 
will,  I  part  here.    Farewell,  Agnes  !" 

He  held  out  his  hand,  but  she  stood  as  before,  pale  and  silent,  with  her 
hands  clasped  on  her  breast ;  he  kneeled  and  kissed  her  hand,  pressed  it 
to  his  forehead,  then  rose  and  left  the  room. 

For  a  moment  after  the  departure  of  the  cavalier,  Agnes  felt  a  bitter 
pang, — the  pain  which  one  feels  on  first  realizing  that  a  dear  friend  is  lost 
for  ever ;  and  then,  rousing  herself  with  a  start  and  a  sigh,  she  hurried 
into  the  inner  room  and  threw  herself  on  her  knees,  giving  thanks  that 
the  dreadful  trial  was  past,  and  that  she  had  not  been  left  to  fail.  In 
a  few  moments  she  heard  the  voice  of  her  grandmother  in  the  outer 
apartment,  and  the  old  wrinkled  creature  clasped  her  grandchild  in 
her  arms,  and  wept  with  a  passionate  abandonment  of  fondness,  calling 
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her  by  crcry  tender  and  endearing  name  which  mothers  give  to  their 
infants. 

"  After  all,"  said  Elsie,  "  these  are  not  such  bad  people  :  I  have 
been  right  well  entertained  among  them.  And  as  to  their  captain, — would 
you  belicTe  it  ? — he  is  the  same  handsome  gentleman  who  once  gave  you 
a  ring ;  and  such  a  religious  man,  that  no  sooner  did  be  find  that  we  were 
pilgrims  on  a  holy  errand  than  he  gave  orders  to  have  us  set  free  with  all 
honour,  and  a  band  of  the  best  of  them  to  escort  us  through  the  mountains.  : 
The  people  of  the  town  aft  all  moved  to  do  us  reverence,  and  coming 
with  garlands  and  flowers  to  wish  us  well  and  ask  our  prayers.  So  let  us 
set  forth  immediately." 

Agnes  followed  her  grandmother  through  the  long  passages  and  down 
the  dark  mouldy  stair-way  to  the  courtyard,  where  two  horses  were 
standing  caparisoned  for  them.  A  troop  of  men  in  high  peaked  hats, 
cloaked  and  plumed,  were  preparing  also  to  mount,  while  a  throng  of 
women  and  children  stood  pressing  around.  When  Agnes  appeared, 
enthusiastic  cries  were  heard:  "  Viva  Jesii /"  "  Viva  Maria. fn  u  Viva! 
I'ica  Jesii!  nostro  Jit!u  and  showers  of  myrtle-branche3  and  garlands  fell 
around.  "Pray  for  us  I"  "Pray  for  us,  holy  pilgrims!"  was  uttered 
eagerly  by  one  and  another.  Mothers  held  up  their  children ;  and  beggars 
and  cripples,  aged  and  sick, — never  absent  in  an  Italian  town, — joined 
with  loud  cries  in  the  general  enthusiasm.  Agnes  stood  amid  it  all,  pale 
and  serene,  with  that  elevated  expression  of  heavenly  calm  on  her  features 
which  is  often  the  clear  shining  of  the  soul  after  the  wrench  and  torture  of 
some  great  interior  conflict.  She  felt  that  the  last  earthly  chain  was 
broken,  and  that  now  she  belonged  to  Heaven  alone.  She  scarcely  saw  or 
heard  what  was  around  her,  wrapt  in  the  calm  of  inward  prayer. 

"Look  at  her  I  she  is  beautiful  as  the  Madonna  1"  said  one  and 
another.  "  She  is  divine  as  Santa  Cattarina  ! "  said  others.  "  She  might 
have  been  the  wife  of  our  chief,  who  is  a  nobleman  of  the  oldest  blood* 
but  she  chose  to  be  the  bride  of  the  Lord,"  said  others :  for  Giulietta,  with 
a  woman's  love  of  romancing,  had  not  failed  to  make  the  most  among  her 
companions  of  the  love-adventures  of  Agnes. 

Agnes  meanwhile  was  seated  on  her  palfrey,  and  the  whole  train 
passed  out  of  the  courtyard  into  the  dim,  narrow  street, — men,  women, 
and  children  following.  On  reaching  the  public  square,  they  halted  a 
moment  by  the  side  of  the  antique  fountain  to  wnter  their  horses.  The 
groups  that  surrounded  it  at  tliis  time  were  such  as  a  painter  would  have 
delighted  to  copy.  The  women  and  girls  of  this  obscure  mountain  town 
had  all  that  peculiar  beauty  of  form  and  attitude  which  appears  in  the 
studies  of  the  antique ;  and  as  they  poised  on  their  heads  their  copper 
water-jars  of  the  old  Etruscan  form,  they  seemed  as  if  they  might  be 
statues  of  golden  bronze,  had  not  the  warm  tints  of  their  complexion,  the 
brilliancy  of  their  large  eyes,  and  the  bright,  picturesque  colours  of  their 
attire,  given  the  richness  of  painting  to  their  classic  outlines.  Then,  too, 
the  men,  with  their  finely-moulded  limbs,  their  figures  so  straight  and 
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strong  and  elastic,  their  graceful  attitudes,  and  their  well-fitting,  showy 
costumes,  formed  a  no  less  imposing  feature  in  the  scene.  Among  them 
all  sat  Agnes  waiting  on  her  palfrey,  seeming  scarcely  conscious  of  the 
enthusiasm  which  surrounded  her.  Some  admiring  friend  had  placed  in 
her  liand  a  large  bough  of  blossoming  hawthorn,  which  she  held  uncon- 
sciously, as,  with  a  sort  of  childlike  simplicity,  she  turned  from  right  to 
left,  to  make  reply  to  the  request  for  prayers,  or  to  return  thanks  for  the 
offered  benediction  of  some  one  in  the  crowd.  When  all  the  preparations 
were  at  last  finished,  the  procession  of  mounted  horsemen,  with  a  confused 
gathering  of  the  population,  passed  down  the  streets  to  the  gates  of  the 
city,  and  as  they  passed  they  sang  the  words  of  the  Crusaders'  Hymn, 
which  had  fluttered  back  into  the  traditionary  memory  of  Europe  from  the 
knights  going  to  redeem  the  Holy  Sepulchre.  They  were  singing  the 
second  Terse,  as,  emerging  from  the  dark  old  gateway  of  the  town,  all  the 
distant  landscape  of  silvery  olive-orchards,  crimson  clover-fields,  blossom- 
ing almond-trees,  fig-trees,  and  grape-vines,  jnst  in  the  tender  green  of 
spring,  burst  upon  their  view.  Agnes  felt  a  kind  of  inspiration.  From 
the  high  mountain  elevation  she  could  discern  the  far-off  brightness  of  the 
sea, — all  between  one  vision  of  beauty, — and  the  religious  enthusiasm 
which  possessed  all  around  her  had  in  her  eye  all  the  value  of  the  most 
solid  and  reasonable  faith. 

In  all  this  scene  Agostino  Sarelli  took  no  part.  He  had  simply  given 
orders  for  the  safe  conduct  of  Agnes,  and  then  retired  to  his  own  room. 
From  a  window,  however,  he  watched  the  procession  as  it  passed  through 
the  gates  of  the  city,  and  his  resolution  was  immediately  taken  to  proceed 
at  once  by  a  secret  path  to  the  place  where  the  pilgrims  should  emerge 
upon  the  high  road.  He  had  been  induced  to  allow  the  departure  of 
Agnes,  from  seeing  the  utter  hopelessness,  by  any  argument  or  persuasion, 
of  removing  a  barrier  that  was  interwoven  with  her  being.  He  saw  that 
the  very  consciousness  of  her  own  love  to  him  made  her  shrink  in  terror 
from  his  entreaties. 

"  There  is  no  remedy,"  he  said,  "  but  to  let  her  go  to  Rome,  and  see 
with  her  own  eyes  how  utterly  false  and  vain  are  the  ideas  which  she 
draws  from  the  purity  of  her  own  believing  soul.  But  this  gentle  dove 
must  not  be  left  unprotected.    I  will  watch  over  her." 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 

Rome. 

A  vision  rises  upon  us  from  the  land  of  shadows.  We  see  a  wide  plain 
miles  and  miles  in  extent,  rolling  in  soft  billows  of  green,  and  girded  on 
all  sides  by  blue  mountains,  whose  silver  crests,  gleaming  in  the  setting 
sunlight,  tell  that  the  winter  yet  lingers  on  their  tops,  though  spring  has 
decked  all  the  plain.    So  silent,  so  lonely,  so  fair  is  this  waving  expanse, 


Digitized  by  Google 


382 


AGNES  OF  SORRENTO. 


with  its  guardian  mountains,  it  might  be  some  wild  solitude,  an  American 
prairie  or  Asiatic  steppe,  but  that  in  the  midst  thereof,  on  some  billows  of 
rolling  land,  we  discern  a  city,  sombre,  quaint,  and  old — a  city  of  dreams 
and  mysteries — a  city  of  the  living  and  the  dead.  And  this  is  Rome- 
weird,  wonderful,  ancient,  mighty  Rome — mighty  once  by  physical  force 
and  grandeur,  mightier  now  in  physical  decadence  and  weakness  by  the 
spell  of  a  potent  moral  enchantment.  As  the  sun  is  moving  westward, 
the  whole  air  around  becomes  flooded  with  a  luminousness  which  seems  to 
transfuse  itself  with  pervading  presence  through  every  part  of  the  city, 
and  make  all  its  ruinous  and  mossy  age  bright  and  living.  The  air  shivers 
with  the  silver  vibrations  of  hundreds  of  bells,  and  the  evening  glory  goes 
up  and  down,  soft-footed  and  angelic,  transfiguring  all  things.  The  broken 
columns  of  the  Forum  seem  to  swim  in  golden  mist,  and  luminous  floods 
fill  the  Coliseum  as  it  stands  with  its  thousand  arches  looking  out  into  the 
city  like  so  many  sightless  eye-holes  in  the  skull  of  the  past.  The  tender 
light  pours  up  streets  dank  and  ill-paved — into  noisome  and  cavernous 
dens  called  houses,  where  the  peasantry  of  to-day  vegetate  in  contented 
subservience.  It  illuminates  many  a  dingy  courtyard,  where  the  moss  is 
green  on  the  walls,  and  gurgling  fountains  fall  into  quaint  old  sculptured 
basins.  It  lights  up  the  gorgeous  palaces  of  Rome's  modern  princes, 
built  with  stones  wrenched  from  ancient  ruins.  It  streams  through  a 
wilderness  of  churches,  each  with  its  tolling  prayer-bell,  and  steals  through 
painted  windows  into  the  dazzling  confusion  of  pictured  and  gilded  glories 
that  glitter  and  gleam  from  roof  and  wall  within.  It  goes,  too,  across  the 
Tiber,  and  up  the  filthy  and  noisome  Ghetto,  where,  hemmed  in  by  ghostly 
superstition,  the  sons  of  Israel  are  growing  up  without  vital  day,  like  wan 
white  plants  in  cellars ;  and  it  touches  with  a  solemn  glory  the  black, 
mournful  obelisks  of  the  cypresses  in  the  villas  around.  The  castle  of 
St.  Angelo  looks  like  a  great  translucent,  luminous  orb  ;  the  statues  of 
saints  and  apostles  on  ths  top  of  St.  John  Later  an  glow  as  if  made  of 
living  fire,  and  seem  to  stretch  out  glorified  hands  of  welcome  to  the 
pilgrims  that  are  approaching  the  Holy  City  across  the  soft,  palpitating 
sea  of  green  that  lies  stretched  like  a  misty  veil  around  it. 

At  this  golden  twilight-hour,  along  the  Appian  Way  come  the  pilgrims 
of  our  story,  with  prayers  and  tears  of  thankfulness.  Agnes  looks  for- 
ward and  sees  the  saintly  forms  on  St.  John  Lateran  standing  in  a  cloud 
of  golden  light  and  stretching  out  protecting  hands  to  bless  her. 

"  See,  see  !  "  she  exclaimed, — "  yonder  is  our  Father's  house :  the 
saints  beckon  us  home  !    Glory  be  to  God  who  hath  brought  us  hither  !  " 

Within  the  church  the  evening  service  is  going  on,  and  the  soft  glory 
streaming  in  reveals  that  dazzling  confusion  of  riches  and  brightness 
which  the  sensuous  and  colour-loving  Italian  delights.  Pictured  angehi 
smile  down  from  the  gold-fretted  roofs  and  over  the  graceful  arches; 
and  the  floor  seems  like  a  translucent  sea  of  precious  marbles  and  gems 
fused  into  solid  brightness,  reflecting  in  long  gleams  and  streaks  dim 
intimations  of  the  sculptured  and  gilded  glories  above.    Altar  and  shrine 
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are  now  veiled  in  that  rich  violet  hue  which  the  Church  has  chosen  for  its 
mourning  colour ;  and  violet  vestments,  taking  the  place  of  the  gorgeous 
robes  of  the  ecclesiastics,  denote  the  approach  of  Holy  Week.  The  long- 
drawn  aisles  are  now  full  to  overflowing  with  that  weird  chanting  which 
one  hears  nowhere  but  in  Rome  at  this  solemn  season :  those  voices,  neither 
of  men  nor  women,  have  a  wild,  morbid  energy  which,  instead  of  soothing, 
seems  to  awaken  strange  yearning  agonies,  ghostly  unquiet  longings,  and 
endless  feverish,  unrestful  cravings.    Such  music  brings  no  peace. 

Yonder,  on  the  glassy  floor,  at  the  foot  of  a  crucifix,  a  poor  mortal  lies 
sobbing,  and  when  the  chanting  ceases,  he  rises  slowly  and  tottering,  and 
we  see  in  the  wan  face  turning  towards  the  dim  light  the  well-remembered 
features  of  Father  Francesco.  Driven  to  despair  by  the  wild,  ungovern- 
able force  of  his  unfortunate  passion,  he  had  come  to  Rome  to  lay  down 
the  burden  which  he  can  no  longer  bear  alone.  He  approaches  a  con- 
fessional where  sits  a  cardinal ;  he  kneels  down  with  a  despairing,  confiding 
movement,  and  the  churchman  within  inclining  his  ear  to  the  grating, 
the  confession  begins.  It  would  be  worth  our  while  to  note  the  difference 
between  the  two  faces,  separated  only  by  the  thin  grating  of  the  con- 
fessional. On  the  inside,  is  a  round,  smoothly  developed  Italian  head, 
with  that  rather  tumid  outline  of  features  which  one  often  sees  in  a 
Roman  in  middle  life,  when  easy  living  and  habits  of  sensual  indulgence 
begin  to  broaden  the  clear-cut  lines  of  youth.  He  performs  the  duties 
of  his  office  with  an  unctuous  grace,  looking  puzzled  and  half  con- 
temptuous at  the  revelations  which  come  through  the  grating  in  hoarse 
whispers  from  those  thin,  trembling  lips ;  for  that  penitent,  who  speaks 
with  the  sweat  of  anguish  beaded  on  his  brow,  and  a  mortal  pallor 
on  his  thin,  worn  cheeks,  is  putting  questions  which  seem  to  the  confessor 
the  ravings  of  a  lunatic  ;  he  utters  some  words  of  commonplace  ghostly 
comfort,  and  gives  a  plenary  absolution.  The  Capuchin  monk  rises  up  and 
stands  wiping  the  sweat  from  his  brow,  the  churchman  leaves  his  box,  and 
they  meet  face  to  face :  each  starts,  recognizing  the  other. 

«*  What  1    Lorenzo  Sforza  1 "  exclaimed  the  churchman. 

"  Not  Lorenzo  Sforza,"  returned  the  other,  a  hectic  brilliancy  flushing 
his  pale  cheek  ;  "  that  name  is  buried  in  the  tomb  of  his  fathers  :  he  you 
speak  to  knows  it  no  more.  The  unworthy  Brother  Francesco,  deserving 
nothing  of  God  or  man,  is  before  you." 

"  Oh,  come,  cornel  "  said  the  Cardinal,  grasping  his  hand  in  spite  of 
resistance ;  "  that  is  all  proper  enough  in  its  place ;  but  we  are  friends, 
you  know.  It's  lucky  we  have  you  here  now ;  we  want  one  of  your  family 
to  send  on  a  mission  to  Florence.    Come  with  me." 

"  For  God's  sake,  brother,  tempt  me  not  1 "  said  Father  Francesco, 
wrenching  himself  away ;  and  drawing  his  cowl  over  his  face,  he  glided 
out  at  the  door.  The  churchman  beckoned  to  a  servant  in  violet  livery, 
and  said,  "  Follow  yonder  Capuchin,  and  bring  me  word  where  he  abides." 

Meanwhile  Father  Francesco  wends  his  way  to  an  ancient  Capuchin 
convent,  where  he  is  sent  for  in  haste  to  visit  the  bedside  of  the 
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Prior,  who  lias  long  been  sick  and  failing,  and  who  gladly  embraces  this 
opportunity  to  make  bis  last  confession  to  a  man  of  such  reputed  sanctity 
in  his  order  as  Father  Francesco.  For  the  acute  Father  Johannes,  casting 
about  for  various  means  to  empty  the  Superior's  chair  at  Sorrento  for  his 
own  benefit,  and  despairing  of  any  occasion  of  slanderous  accusation,  had 
taken  the  other  course  of  writing  to  Rome  extravagant  laudations  of  such 
feats  of  penance  and  saintship  in  his  Superior  as  in  the  view  of  all  the 
brothers  required  that  such  a  light  should  no  more  be  hidden  in  an 
obscure  province,  but  be  set  on  a  Roman  candlestick,  where  it  might  give 
light  to  the  faithful  in  all  parts  of  the  world.  Thus  two  currents  of 
worldly  Intrigue  were  uniting  to  push  an  unworldly  man  to  a  higher 
dignity  than  he  either  Bought  or  desired. 

Singularly  enough,  one  of  the  first  items  in  the  confession  of  the 
Capuchin  Superior  related  to  Agnes,  and  his  story  was  in  substance  as 
follows :  In  his  youth  he  had  been  induced  by  the  persuasions  of  the 
young  son  of  a  great  and  powerful  family  to  unite  him  in  the  holy  sacra- 
ment of  marriage  with  a  protegee  of  his  mother's ;  but  the  marriage  being 
detected,  it  was  disavowed  by  the  young  nobleman,  and  the  girl  and  her 
mother  chased  out  ignominiously,  so  that  she  died  in  great  misery.  For 
his  complicity  in  this  sin  the  conscience  of  the  monk  had  often  troubled 
him,  and  he  had  kept  track  of  the  child  she  left,  thinking  perhaps  some 
day  to  make  reparation  by  declaring  the  true  marriage  of  her  mother. 
He  stated  that  the  residence  of  this  young  girl  had  been  at  Sorrento, 
where  she  had  been  living  quite  retired  under  the  charge  of  her  old 
grandmother ;  and  here  the  dying  man  made  inquiry  if  Father  Francesco 
was  acquainted  with  any  young  person  answering  to  the  description  which 
he  gave.  Father  Francesco  had  no  difficulty  in  recognizing  the  person, 
and  assured  the  dying  penitent  that  in  all  human  probability  she  was 
at  this  moment  in  Rome.  The  monk  then  certified  upon  the  holy 
cross  to  the  true  marriage  of  her  mother,  and  besought  Father  Francesco 
to  make  the  same  known  to  one  of  her  kindred  whom  he  named.  He  further 
informed  him,  that  this  family,  having  fallen  under  the  displeasure  of  the 
Pope  and  his  son,  Ooesar  Borgia,  had  been  banished  from  the  city,  and  their 
property  confiscated ;  so  that  there  was  none  of  them  to  be  found  there- 
abouts except  an  aged  widowed  sister  of  the  young  man  ;  ehe,  having 
married  into  a  family  in  favour  with  the  Pope,  was  allowed  to  retain  her 
possessions,  and  now  resided  in  a  villa  near  Rome,  where  she  lived  retired, 
devoting  her  whole  life  to  works  of  piety.  The  old  Prior  therefore  conjured 
Father  Francesco  to  lose  no  time  in  making  this  religious  lady  understand 
the  existence  of  so  near  a  kinswoman,  and  take  her  under  her  protection. 
Tims  strangely  did  Father  Francesco  find  himself  again  obliged  to  tako 
up  that  enchanted  thread  which  had  led  him  into  labyrinths  bo  fatal  to 
his  peace. 
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CHAPTER  XXXm. 

Describes  a  Situation  Interesting  but  not  Unexpected. 

N  L  Y  very  wilful  and  silly 
children  cry  after  the  moon. 
Sensible  people  who  have  shed 
their  sweet  tooth  can't  be  ex- 
pected to  be  very  much  inte- 
rested about  honey.  We  may 
hope  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Philip Finnin 
enjoyed  a  pleasant  wedding  tour 
and  that  sort  of  thing :  but  as 
for  chronicling  its  delights  or 
adventures,  Miss  Sowcrby  and 
I  vote  that  the  task  is  altogether 
needless  and  immoral.  Young 
people  are  already  much  too 
fenttmcnt.il,  and  inclined  to  idle,  maudlin  reading.  Life  is  earnest,  Miss 
Sowerby  remarks  (with  a  strong  inclination  to  spell  "  earnest"  with  a 
large  E).  Life  is  labour.  Life  is  duty.  Life  is  rent.  Life  is  taxes.  Life 
brings  its  ills,  bills,  doctor's  pills.  Life  is  not  a  mere  calendar  of  honey 
lad  moonshine.  Very  good.  But  without  love,  Miss  Sowerby,  life  is 
just  death,  and  I  know,  my  dear,  you  would  no  more  care  to  go  on 

with  it,  than  with  a  new  chapter  of — of  our  dear  friend  's*  new 

fctory. 

Between  ourselves,  Philip's  humour  is  not  much  more  lightsome 
than  that  of  the  ingenious  contemporary  above  named ;  but  if  it  served 
to  amuse  Philip  himself,  why  balk  him  of  a  little  sport?    Well,  then: 

*  The  Author  of  Philip  is  absent  from  town,  and  the  nanio  of  bis  dear  friend  and 

iagenioos  contemporary  is  quite  illegible  in  the  MS.  PBntTBB. 
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he  wrote  us  a  great  ream  of  lumbering  pleasantries,  dated,  Paris,  Thursday. 
Geneva,  Saturday.  Summit  of  Mont  Blanc,  Monday.  Timbuctoo, 
Wednesday.  Pekin,  Friday — with  facetious  descriptions  of  those  spots 
and  cities.  He  said  that  in  the  last-named  place,  Charlotte's  shoes  being 
worn  out,  those  which  she  purchased  were  rather  tight  for  her,  and 
the  high  heels  annoyed  her.  He  stated  that  the  beef  at  Timbuctoo  was 
not  cooked  enough  for  Charlotte s  taste,  and  that  the  Emperors  attentions 
were  becoming  rather  marked,  and  so  forth  ;  whereas  poor  little  Chars 
simple  postscripts  mentioned  no  travelling  at  all ;  but  averred  that  they 
were  staying  at  Saint  Germain,  and  as  happy  as  the  day  was  long.  As 
happy  as  the  day  was  long  ?  As  it  was  short,  alas  !  Their  little  purse 
was  very  slenderly  furnished  ;  and  in  a  very,  very  brief  holiday,  poor 
Philip's  few  napoleons  had  almost  all  rolled  away.  Luckily,  it  was  pay- 
day when  the  young  people  came  back  to  London.  They  were  almost 
reduced  to  the  Little  Sister's  wedding  present :  and  surely  they  would 
rather  work  than  purchase  a  few  hours'  more  ease  with  that  poor  widow's 
mite. 

Who  talked  and  was  afraid  of  poverty  ?  Philip,  with  his  two  news- 
papers, averred  that  he  had  enough ;  more  than  enough ;  could  save ; 
could  put  by.  It  was  at  this  time  that  Ridley,  the  Academician,  painted 
that  sweet  picture,  No.  1,976 — of  course  you  remember  it — 'Portrait  of 
a  Lady.'  He  became  romantically  attached  to  the  second-floor  lodger; 
would  have  no  noisy  parties  in  his  rooms,  or  smoking,  lest  it  should  annoy 
her.  Would  Mrs.  Firmin  desire  to  give  entertainments  of  her  own  ?  His 
studio  and  sitting-room  were  at  her  orders.  He  fetched  and  carried.  He 
brought  presents ;  and  theatre-boxes ;  and  would  have  cut  off  his  head 
had  she  demanded,  and  laid  it  at  the  little  bride's  feet,  so  tenderly  did  lie 
regard  her.  And  she  gave  him  back  in  return  for  all  this  romantic 
adoration  a  condescending  shake  of  a  soft  little  hand,  and  a  kind  look 
from  a  pair  of  soft  eyes,  with  which  the  painter  was  fain  to  be  content. 
Low  of  stature,  and  of  misshapen  form,  J.  J.  thought  himself  naturally 
outcast  from  marriage  and  love,  and  looked  in  with  longing  eyes  at  the 
paradise  which  he  was  forbidden  to  enter.  And  Mr.  Philip  sat  within  this 
Palace  of  Delight  ;  and  lolled  at  his  ease,  and  took  his  pleasure,  and 
Charlotte  ministered  to  him.  And  once  in  a  way,  my  lord  sent  out 
a  crumb  of  kindness,  or  a  little  cup  of  comfort,  to  the  outcast  at  the 
gate,  who  blessed  his  benefactress,  and  my  lord  his  benefactor,  and  was 
thankful.  Charlotte  had  not  twopence  :  but  she  had  a  little  court.  It  was 
the  fashion  for  Philip's  friends  to  come  and  bow  before  her.  Very  fine 
gentlemen  who  had  known  him  at  college,  and  forgot  him,  or  sooth  to  say, 
thought  him  rough  and  overbearing,  now  suddenly  remembered  him,  and 
his  young  wife  had  quite  fashionable  assemblies  at  her  five  o'clock  tea- 
table.  All  men  liked  her,  and  Miss  Sowerby  of  course  says  Mrs.  Firmin 
was  a  good-natured,  quite  harmless  little  woman,  rather  pretty,  and — you 
know,  my  dear — such  as  men  like.  Look  you,  if  I  like  cold  veal,  dear 
Sowerby,  it  is  that  my  tastes  are  simple.    A  fine  tough  old  dry  camel,  no 
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doubt,  is  a  much  nobler  and  more  sagacious  animal — and  perhaps  you  think 
a  double  bump  is  quite  a  delicacy. 

Yes :  Mrs.  Philip  was  a  success.  She  had  scarce  any  female  friends 
as  yet,  being  too  poor  to  go  into  the  world  :  but  she  had  Mrs.  Pendennis, 
and  dear  little  Mrs.  Brandon,  and  Mrs.  Mugford,  whose  celebrated  trap 
repeatedly  brought  delicacies  for  the  bride  from  Hampstead,  whose  chaise 
tras  once  or  twice  a  week  at  Philip's  door,  and  who  was  very  much 
exercised  and  impressed  by  the  fine  company  whom  she  met  in 
Mrs.  Firmin's  apartments.  44  Lord  Thingambury's  card  !  what  next, 
Brandon,  upon  my  word?  Lady  Slowby  at  home?  well,  I  never, 
Mr?.  B. ! "  In  such  artless  phrases  Mrs.  Mugford  would  express  her 
admiration  and  astonishment  during  the  early  time,  and  when  Charlotte 
still  retained  the  good  lady's  favour.  That  a  state  of  things  far  less  agree- 
able ensued,  I  must  own.  But  though  there  is  ever  so  small  a  cloud  in 
the  sky  even  now,  let  us  not  heed  it  for  a  while,  and  bask  and  be  content 
and  happy  in  the  sunshine.  44  Oh,  Laura,  I  tremble  when  I  think  how 
lappy  1  am !  "  was  our  little  bird's  perpetual  warble.  44  How  did  I  live 
when  I  was  at  home  with  mamma  ?  "  she  would  say.  44  Do  you  know  that 
Philip  never  even  scolds  me  ?  If  he  were  to  say  a  rough  word,  I  think 
I  should  die  ;  whereas  mamma  was  barking,  barking  from  morning  till 
night,  and  I  didn't  care  a  pin."  This  is  what  comes  of  injudicious  scold- 
ing, as  of  any  other  drug.  The  wholesome  medicine  loses  its  effect.  The 
inured  patient  calmly  takes  a  dose  that  would  frighten  or  kill  a  stranger. 
Poor  Mrs.  Baynes's  crossed  letters  came  still,  and  I  am  not  prepared  to 
pledge  my  word  that  Charlotte  read  them  all.  Mrs.  B.  offered  to  come 
and  superintend  and  take  care  of  dear  Philip  when  an  interesting  event 
»:>ould  take  place.  But  Mre.  Brandon  was  already  engaged  for  this 
important  occasion,  and  Charlotte  became  so  alarmed  lest  her  mother 
should  invade  her,  tliat  Philip  wrote  curtly,  and  positively  forbade  Mrs. 
Barnes.  You  remember  the  picture  4  A  Cradle '  by  J.  J.  ?  the  two  little 
rosy  feet  brought  I  don't  know  how  many  hundred  guineas  a  piece  to 
Mr.  Ridley.  The  mother  herself  did  not  study  babydom  more  fondly 
and  devotedly  than  Ridley  did  in  the  ways,  looks,  features,  anatomies, 
attitudes,  baby-clothes,  &c.  of  this  first-born  infant  of  Charlotte  and 
Philip  Firmin.  My  wife  is  very  angry  because  I  have  forgotten  whether 
the  first  of  the  young  Firmia  brood  was  a  boy  or  a  girl,  and  says  I  shall 
forget  the  names  of  my  own  children  next.  Well  ?  At  this  distance  of 
time,  I  think  it  was  a  boy, — for  their  boy  is  very  tall,  you  know — a 

great  deal  taller   Not  a  boy  ?  Then,  between  ourselves,  I  have  no 

doubt  it  was  a   "  A  goose,"  says  the  lady,  which  is  not  even 

reasonable. 

This  is  certain,  we  all  thought  the  young  mother  looked  very  pretty, 
with  her  pink  cheeks  and  beaming  eyes,  as  she  bent  over  the  little  infant. 
J.  J.  says  he  thinks  there  is  something  heavenly  in  the  looks  of  young 
mothers  at  that  time.  Nay,  he  goes  so  far  as  to  declare  that  a  tigress  at 
the  Zoological  Gardens  looks  beautiful  and  gentle  as  she  bends  her  black 
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nozzle  over  her  cubs.  And  if  a  tigress,  why  not  Mrs.  Philip  ?  O  ye 
powers  of  sentiment,  in  what  a  state  J.  J.  was  about  this  young  woman ! 
There  is  a  brightness  in  a  young  mother's  eye  :  there  arc  pearl  and  rose 
tints  on  her  cheek,  which  arc  sure  to  fascinate  a  painter.  This  artist  used 
to  hang  about  Mrs.  Brandon's  rooms,  till  it  was  droll  to  see  him.  I 
believe  he  took  off  his  shoes  in  his  own  studio,  so  as  not  to  di&turb  by  his 
creaking  the  lady  overhead.  He  purchased  the  most  preposterous  mug, 
and  other  presents  for  the  infant.  Philip  went  out  to  his  club  or  his 
newspaper  as  he  was  ordered  to  do.  But  Mr.  J.  J.  could  not  be  got  away 
from  Thornhaugh  Street,  so  that  little  Mrs.  Brandon  laughed  at  him : — 
absolutely  laughed  at  him. 

During  all  this  while  Philip  and  his  wife  continued  in  the  very  greatest 
favour  with  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Mugford,  and  were  invited  by  that  worthy 
couple  to  go  with  their  infant  to  Mugford's  villa  at  Hampstcad,  where  a 
change  of  air  might  do  good  to  dear  baby  and  dear  mamma.  Philip 
went  to  this  village  retreat.  Streets  and  ten-aces  now  cover  over  the 
house  and  grounds  which  worthy  Mugford  inhabited,  and  which  people 
say  he  used  to  call  his  Russian  Irby.  He  had  amassed  in  a  small  space 
a  heap  of  country  pleasures.  He  had  a  little  garden ;  a  little  paddock  ; 
a  little  greenhouse ;  a  little  cucumber-frame;  a  little  stable  for  his  little 
trap;  a  little  Guernsey  cow;  a  little  dairy;  a  little  pigsty;  and  with 
this  little  treasure  the  good  man  was  not  a  little  content.  He  loved  and 
praised  everything  that  was  his.  No  man  admired  his  own  port  moro 
than  Mugford,  or  paid  more  compliments  to  his  own  butter  and  home- 
baked  bread.  He  enjoyed  his  own  happiness.  He  appreciated  his  own 
■worth.  He  loved  to  talk  of  the  days  when  he  was  a  poor  boy  on  London 
streets,  and  now — "  now  try  that  glass  of  port,  my  boy,  and  say  whether 
the  Lord  Mayor  has  got  any  better,"  he  would  say,  winking  at  his  glass 
and  his  company.  To  be  virtuous,  to  be  lucky,  and  constantly  to  think 
and  own  that  you  arc  so — is  not  this  true  happiness  ?  To  sing  hymns  in 
praise  of  himself  is  a  charming  amusement — at  least  to  the  performer ; 
and  anybody  who  dined  at  Mugford's  table  was  pretty  sure  to  hear  some 
of  this  music  after  dinner.  1  am  sorry  to  say  Philip  did  not  care  for 
this  trumpet-blowing.  He  wa3  frightfully  bored  at  Haverstock  Hill ;  and 
•when  bored,  Mr.  Philip  is  not  altogether  an  agreeable  companion.  He 
■will  yawn  in  a  man's  face.  He  will  contradict  you  freely.  He  will  say 
the  mutton  is  tough,  or  the  wine  not  fit  to  drink;  that  such  and  such  an 
orator  is  overrated,  and  such  and  such  a  politician  is  a  fool.  Mugford  and 
his  guest  had  battles  after  dinner,  had  actually  high  words.  "  What-hcver 
is  it,  Mugford  ?  and  what  were  you  two  quarrelling  about  in  the  dining- 
room?"  asks  Mrs.  Mugford.  "Quarrelling?  It's  only  the  sub-editor 
snoring,"  said  the  gentleman  with  a  flushed  face.  "  My  wine  ain't  good 
enough  for  him ;  and  now  my  gentleman  must  put  his  boots  upon  a  chair 
and  go  to  sleep  under  my  nose.  He  is  a  cool  hand,  and  no  mistake, 
Mrs.  M."  At  this  juncture  poor  little  Char  would  gently  glide  down 
from  a  visit  to  her  baby :  and  would  play  something  on  the  piano,  and 
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soothe  the  rising  anger;  and  thus  Philip  would  come  in  from  a  little  walk 
in  the  shrubberies,  where  he  had  been  blowing  a  little  cloud.  Ah  !  there 
\ra«  a  little  cloud  rising  indeed  : — quite  a  little  one — nay,  not  so  little. 
When  you  consider  that  Philip's  bread  depended  on  the  goodSvill  of  these 
people,  you  will  allow  that  his  friends  might  be  anxious  regarding  the 
niture.  A  word  from  Mugford,  and  Philip  and  Charlotte  and  the  child 
were  adrift  ou  the  world.  And  these  points  Mr.  Firmin  would  freely  admit, 
while  he  stood  discoursing  of  his  own  affairs  (as  he  loved  to  do),  his  hands 
in  his  pockets,  and  his  back  warming  at  our  fire. 

"My  dear  fellow,"  says  the  candid  bridegroom,  "  these  things  arc  con- 
stantly in  my  head.  I  used  to  talk  about  'em  to  Char,  but  I  don't  now. 
Ihey  disturb  her,  the  poor  thing ;  and  she  clutches  hold  of  the  baby ; 
vA— and  it  tears  my  heart  out  to  think  that  any  grief  should  come  to 
her.  I  try  and  do  my  best,  my  good  people — but  when  I'm  bored  I  can't 
l.  lp  showing  I'm  bored,  don't  you  see  ?  I  can't  be  a  hypocrite.  No,  not 
kt  two  hundred  a  year,  or  for  twenty  thousand.  You  can't  make  a  silk 
parse  out  of  that  sows-ear  of  a  Mugford.  A  very  good  man.  I  don't 
suy  no.  A  good  father,  a  good  husband,  a  generous  host,  and  a  most 
tremendous  bore,  and  aid.  Be  agreeable  to  him  ?  How  can  I  be  agree- 
able when  I  am  being  killed  ?  He  has  a  story  about  Leigh  Hunt  being 
i-m  into  Newgate,  where  Mugford,  bringing  him  proofs,  saw  Lord  Byron. 
I  cannot  keep  awake  during  that  story  any  longer :  or,  if  awake,  I  grind 
my  teeth,  and  swear  inwardly,  so  that  I  know  I'm  dreadful  to  hear  and 
*e.  Well,  Mugford  has  yellow  satin  sofas  in  the  *  droaring-room.*  " 

"  Oh,  Philip  ! "  says  a  lady  ;  and  two  or  three  circumjacent  children 
set  up  an  insane  giggle,  which  is  speedily  and  sternly  silenced. 

"  I  tell  you  she  calls  it 1  droaring-room.'  You  know  she  does,  as  well  as 
I  i3o.  She  is  a  good  woman  :  a  kind  woman  :  a  hot-tempered  woman.  I 
hear  her  scolding  the  servants  in  the  kitchen  with  immense  vehemence, 
and  at  prodigious  length.  But  how  can  Char  frankly  be  the  friend  of  a 
woman  who  calls  a  drawing-room  a  droaring-room  ?  With  our  dear  little 
friend  in  Thomhaugh  Street,  it  is  different.  She  makes  no  pretence  even 
at  equality.  Here  is  a  patron  and  patroness,  don't  you  see?  When 
Mugford  walks  nie  round  his  paddock  and  gardens,  and  says,  '  Look  year, 
Firmin ; '  or  scratches  one  of  his  pigs  on  the  back,  and  says,  *  We'll  'ave  a 
cut  of  this  fellow  on  Saturday '  "—{explosive  attempts  at  insubordination 
and  derision  on  the  part  of  the  children  again  are  severely  checked  by  the 
^rental  authorities) — " '  we'll  'ave  a  cut  of  this  fellow  on  Saturday,'  I 
fclt  inclined  to  throw  him  or  myself  into  the  trough  over  the  palings.  Do 
you  know  that  that  man  put  that  hand  into  his  pocket  and  offered  mo 
some  filberts  ?" 

Here  I  own  the  lady  to  whom  Philip  was  addressing  himself  turned 
pale  and  shuddered. 

"  I  can  no  more  be  that  man's  friend  que  celui  du  domestique 
?««  vient  dapporter  le  what-d'you-call'em ?  le  coal-scuttle" — (John 
entered  the  room  with  that  useful  article  during  Philip's  oration — and 
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we  allowed  the  elder  children  to  laugh  this  time,  for  the  fact  is,  none 
of  us  knew  the  French  for  coal-scuttle,  and  I  will  wager  there  is  no 
such  word  in  Chambaud).  "  This  holding  back  is  not  arrogance," 
Philip  went  on.  "  This  reticence  is  not  want  of  humility.  To  serve 
that  man  honestly  is  one  thing  ;  to  make  friends  with  him,  to  laugh  at  his 
dull  jokes,  is  to  make  friends  with  the  mammon  of  unrighteousness,  is 
subserviency  and  hypocrisy  on  my  part.  -I  ought  to  say  to  him,  Mr. 
Mugford,  I  will  give  you  my  work  for  your  wage;  I  will  compile  your 
paper,  1  will  produce  an  agreeable  miscellany  containing  proper  propor- 
tions of  news,  politics,  and  scandal,  put  titles  to  your  paragraphs,  see  the 
Pall  Mall  Gazette  ship-shape  through  the  press,  and  go  home  to  my  wife 

and  dinner.    You  are  my  employer,  but  you  are  not  my  friend,  and  

"  bless  my  soul !  there  is  five  o'clock  striking !  "  (The  time-piece  in  our 
drawing-room  gave  that  announcement  as  he  was  speaking).  "  We  have 
what  Mugford  calls  a  white-choker  dinner  to-day,  in  honour  of  the  pig !  " 
And  with  this  Philip  plunges  out  of  the  house,  and  I  hope  reached 
Hampstead  in  time  ibr  the  entertainment. 

Philip's  friends  in  Westminster  felt  no  little  doubt  about  his  prospects, 
and  the  Little  Sister  shared  their  alarm.  "  They  are  not  fit  to  be  with 
those  folks,"  Mrs.  Brandon  said,  "  though  as  for  Mrs.  Philip,  dear  thing, 
I  am  Biire  nobody  can  ever  quarrel  with  her.  With  me  it's  different. 
I  never  had  no  education,  you  know— no  more  than  the  Mugfords,  but  I 
don't  like  to  see  my  Philip  sittin'  down  as  if  he  was  the  guest  and  equal 
of  that  fellar."  Nor  indeed  did  it  ever  enter  '  that  fellow's  '  head  that 
Mr.  Robert  Mugford  could  be  Mr.  Philip  Firmin's  equal.  With  our 
knowledge  of  the  two  men,  then,  we  all  dismally  looked  forward  to  a 
rupture  between  Firmin  and  his  patron. 

As  for  the  New  York  journal,  we  were  more  easy  in  respect  to  Philip's 
success  in  that  quarter.  Several  of  his  friends  made  a  vow  to  help  him. 
We  clubbed  club-stories;  we  begged  from  our  polite  friends  anecdotes 
(that  would  bear  sea-transport)  of  the  fashionable  world.  We  happened 
to  overhear  the  most  remarkable  conversations  between  the  most  influ- 
ential public  characters  who  had  no  secrets  from  us.  We  had  astonishing 
intelligence  at  most  European  courts ;  exclusive  reports  of  the  Emperor 
of  Russia's  last  joke — his  last  ?  his  next,  very  likely.  We  knew  the  most 
secret  designs  of  the  Austrian  Privy  Council ;  the  views  which  the  Pope 
had  in  his  eye  ;  who  was  the  latest  favourite  of  the  Grand  Turk,  and  so 
on.  The  Upper  Ten  Thousand  at  New  York  were  supplied  with  a  quantity 
of  information  which  I  trust  profited  them.  It  was  "  Palmerston  re- 
marked yesterday  at  dinner,"  or,  "  The  good  old  Duke  said  last  night  nt 
Apsley  House  to  the  French  Ambassador,"  and  the  rest.  The  letters 
were  signed  "  Philalethes ;  "  and,  as  nobody  was  wounded  by  the  shafts 
of  our  long  bow,  I  trust  Mr.  Philip  and  his  friends  may  be  pardoned  for 
twanging  it.  By  information  procured  from  learned  female  personages, 
we  even  managed  to  give  accounts,  more  or  less  correct,  of  the  latest 
ladies'  fashions.    We  were  members  of  all  the  clubs ;  we  were  present  at 
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the  routs  and  assemblies  of  the  political  leaders  of  both  sides.  We  had 
little  doubt  that  Philalethes  would  be  successful  at  New  York,  and  looked 
forward  to  an  increased  payment  for  his  labours.  At  the  end  of  the  first 
year  of  Philip  Firmin's  married  life,  we  made  a  calculation  by  which  it 
was  clear  that  he  had  actually  saved  money.  His  expenses,  to  be  sure, 
were  increased.  There  was  a  baby  in  the  nursery  :  but  there  was  a 
little  bag  of  sovereigns  in  the  cupboard,  and  the  thrifty  young  fellow 
hoped  to  add  still  more  to  his  store. 

We  were  relieved  at  finding  that  Firmin  and  his  wife  were  not  invited 
to  repeat  their  visit  to  their  employer's  house  at  Hampstead.  An  occa- 
sional invitation  to  dinner  was  still  sent  to  the  young  people  ;  but  Mugford, 
a  haughty  man  in  his  way,  with  a  proper  spirit  of  his  own,  had  the  good 
sense  to  see  that  much  intimacy  could  not  arise  between  him  and  his  sub- 
editor, and  magnanimously  declined  to  be  angry  at  the  young  fellow's 
easy  superciliousness.  I  think  that  indefatigable  Little  Sister  was  the 
peacemaker  between  the  houses  of  Mugford  and  Firmin  junior,  and  that 
she  kept  both  Philip  and  his  master  on  their  good  behaviour.  At  all 
events,  and  when  a  quarrel  did  arise  between  them,  I  grieve  to  have  to 
own  it  was  poor  Philip  who  was  in  the  wrong. 

You  know  in  the  old,  old  days  the  young  king  and  queen  never  gave 
any  christening  entertainment  without  neglecting  to  invite  some  old  fairy, 
who  was  furious  at  the  omission.  I  am  sorry  to  say  Charlotte's  mother 
was  so  angry  at  not  being  appointed  godmother  to  the  new  baby,  that  she 
omitted  to  make  her  little  quarterly  payment  of  12/.  10s.:  and  has  alto- 
gether discontinued  that  payment  from  that  remote  period  up  to  the 
present  time;  so  that  Philip  says  his  wife  has  brought  him  a  fortune  of 
45/.,  paid  in  four  instalments.  There  was  the  first  quarter  paid  when  the 
old  lady  "  would  not  be  beholden  to  a  man  like  him."    Then  there  came 

a  second  quarter — and  then  but  I  daresay  I  shall  be  able  to  tell 

when  and  how  Philip's  mamma-in-law  paid  the  rest  of  her  poor  little 
daughter's  fortune. 

Well,  Regent's  Park  is  a  fine  healthy  place  for  infantine  diversion,  and 
I  don't  think  Philip  at  all  demeaned  himself  in  walking  there  with  his 
wife,  her  little  maid,  and  his  baby  on  his  arm.  "  He  is  as  rude  as  a  bear, 
aud  his  manners  are  dreadful ;  but  he  has  a  good  heart,  that  I  will  say  for 
him,"  Mugford  said  to  me.  In  his  drive  from  London  to  Hampstead 
Mugford  once  or  twice  met  the  little  family  group,  of  which  his  sub- 
editor formed  the  principal  figure;  and  for  the  sake  of  Philip's  young 
wife  and  child  Mr.  M.  pardoned  the  young  man's  vulgarity,  and  treated 
him  with  long-suffering. 

Poor  as  he  was,  this  was  his  happiest  time,  my  friend  is  disposed  to 
think.  A  young  child,  a  young  wife,  whose  whole  life  was  a  tender 
caress  of  love  for  child  and  husband,  a  young  husband  watching  both  : — I 
recal  the  group,  as  we  used  often  to  see  it  in  those  days,  and  see  a  some- 
thing sacred  in  the  homely  figures.  On  the  wife's  bright  face  what  a 
radiant  happiness  there  is,  and  what  a  rapturous  smile  !    Over  the  sleep- 
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ing  infant  and  the  happy  mother  the  father  looks  witn  prido  and  thanks 
in  his  eyes.  Happiness  and  gratitude  fill  his  simple  heart,  and  prayer 
involuntary  to  the  Giver  of  good,  that  he  may  have  strength  to  do  his  duty 
as  father,  husband ;  that  he  may  be  enabled  to  keep  want  and  care  from 
those  dear  innocent  beings;  that  he  may  defend  them,  befriend  them, 
leave  them  a  good  name.  I  am  bound  to  say  that  Philip  became  thrifty 
and  saving  for  the  sake  of  Char  and  the  child ;  that  he  came  home  early 
of  nights ;  that  ho  thought  his  child  a  wonder ;  that  he  never  tired  of 
speaking  about  that  infant  in  our  house,  about  its  fatness,  its  strength,  its 
weight,  its  wonderful  early  talents  and  humour.  He  felt  himself  a  man 
now  for  the  first  time,  he  said.  Life  had  been  play  and  folly  until  now. 
And  now  especially  he  regretted  that  he  had  been  idle,  and  had  neglected 
his  opportunities  as  a  lad.  Had  he  studied  for  the  bar,  he  might  have 
made  that  profession  now  profitable,  and  a  source  of  honour  and  compe- 
tence to  his  family.  Our  friend  estimated  his  own  powers  very  humbly  : 
I  am  sure  he  was  not  the  less  amiable  on  account  of  that  humility.  O 
fortunate  he,  of  whom  Love  is  the  teacher,  the  guide  and  master,  the 
reformer  and  chastener  !  Where  was  our  friends  former  arrogance,  self- 
confidence,  and  boisterous  profusion  ?  He  was  at  the  feet  of  his  wife  and 
child.  He  was  quite  humbled  about  himself;  or  gratified  himself  in  fondling 
and  caressing  these.  They  taught  him,  he  said ;  and,  as  he  thought  of  them, 
his  heart  turned  in  awful  thanks  to  the  gracious  Heaven  which  had  given 
them  to  him.  As  the  tiny  infant  hand  closes  round  his  fingers,  I  can  see 
the  father  bending  over  mother  and  child,  and  interpret  those  maybe 
unspoken  blessings  which  ho  asks  and  bestows.  Happy  wife,  happy 
husband  !  However  poor  his  little  home  may  be,  it  holds  treasures  and 
wealth  inestimable;  whatever  storms  may  threaten  without,  the  home 
fireside  is  brightened  with  the  welcome  of  the  dearest  eyes. 
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CHAPTER  XXXIV. 


In-  which  I  own  that  Philip  tells  an  Untruth. 

HARLOTTE  (and  the  usual  little  pro- 
cession of  nurse,  baby,  &c.)  onco 
made  their  appearance  at  our  houso 
in  Queen  Square,  where  they  were 
ever  welcome  by  the  lady  of  tho 
mansion.  The  young  woman  was 
in  a  great  state  of  elation,  and  when 
we  came  to  hear  the  cause  of  her 
delight,  her  friends  too  opened  the 
eyes  of  wonder.  She  actually  an- 
nounced that  Dr.  Firmin  had  scut 
over  a  bill  of  forty  pounds  (I  may  be 
incorrect  as  to  the  sum)  from  New 
York.  It  had  arrived  that  morning, 
and  she  had  seen  the  bill,  and  Philip 
had  told  her  that  his  father  had  sent  it ;  and  was  it  not  a  comfort  to 
think  that  poor  Doctor  Firmin  was  endeavouring  to  repair  some  of  the 
evil  which  he  had  done ;  and  that  he  was  repenting,  and,  perhaps,  was 
going  to  become  quite  honest  and  good  ?  This  was  indeed  an  astounding 
piece  of  intelligence :  and  the  two  women  felt  joy  at  the  thought  of  that 
sinner  repenting,  and  some  one  else  was  accused  of  cynicism,  scepticism, 
and  so  forth,  for  doubting  the  correctness  of  the  information.  "  You 
believe  in  no  one,  sir.  You  are  always  incredulous  about  good,"  &c. 
&c.  &c,  was  the  accusation  brought  against  the  reader's  very  humble 
servant.  Well,  about  the  contrition  of  this  sinner,  I  confess  I  still 
continued  to  have  doubts;  and  thought  a  present  of  forty  pounds  to  a 
son,  to  whom  he  owed  thousands,  was  no  great  proof  of  the  doctor's 
amendment. 

And  oh  !  how  vexed  some  people  were,  when  the  real  story  came  out 
at  last !  Not  for  the  money's  sake — not  because  they  were  wrong  in 
argument,  and  I  turned  out  to  be  right.  Oh,  no  !  But  because  it  was 
proved  that  this  unhappy  doctor  had  no  present  intention  of  repenting  at 
all.  This  brand  would  not  come  out  of  the  burning,  whatever  we  might 
hope ;  and  the  doctor's  supporters  were  obliged  to  admit  as  much  when 
they  came  to  know  the  real  story.  11  Oh,  Philip,"  cries  Mrs.  Laura,  when 
next  she  saw  Mr.  Firmin.    "  How  pleased  I  was  to  hear  of  that  letter ! " 

"  That  letter  ?"  asks  the  gentleman. 

"  That  letter  from  your  father  at  New  York,"  says  the  lady. 
"  Oh,"  says  tho  gentleman  addressed,  with  a  red  face. 


"  What  then  ?    Is  it  not— is  it  not  all  true  ? "  we  ask. 
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"Poor  Charlotte  docs  not  understand  about  business,"  says  Philip; 
«*  I  did  not  read  the  letter  to  her.  Here  it  is."  And  he  hands  over  the 
document  to  me,  and  I  have  the  liberty  to  publish  it. 

"  New  York  

"And  so,  my  dear  Philip,  I  may  congratulate  myself  on  having 
achieved  ancestral  honour,  and  may  add  grandfather  to  my  titles?  How 
quickly  this  one  has  come  1  I  feel  myself  a  young  man  still,  in  spite  of 
the  blows  of  misfortune — at  least,  I  know  I  was  a  young  man  but  yester- 
day, when  I  may  say  with  our  dear  old  poet,  Non  sine  gloria  militaui. 
Suppose  I  too  were  to  tire  of  solitary  widowhood  and  re-enter  the  marrifd 
state  ?  There  are  one  or  two  ladies  here  who  would  still  condescend  to 
look  not  unfavourably  on  the  retired  English  gentleman.  Without  vanity 
I  may  say  it,  a  man  of  birth  and  position  in  England  acquires  a  polish 
and  refinement  of  manner  which  dollars  cannot  purchase,  and  many  a 
Wall  Street  millionary  might  envy  1 

"  Your  wife  has  been  pronounced  to  be  an  angel  by  a  little  corespon- 
dent of  mine,  who  gives  me  much  fuller  intelligence  of  my  family  than 
my  son  condescends  to  furnish.  Mrs.  Philip  I  hear  is  gentle ;  Mrs.  Brandon 
says  she  is  beautiful, — she  is  all  good-humoured.  I  hope  you  have 
taught  her  to  think  not  very  badly  of  her  husband's  father  ?  I  was  the 
dupe  of  villains  who  lured  me  into  their  schemes ;  who  robbed  me  of  a 
life's  earnings  ;  who  induced  me  by  their  false  representations  to  have 
such  confidence  in  them,  that  I  embarked  all  my  own  property,  and  yours, 
my  poor  boy,  alas !  in  their  undertakings.  Your  Charlotte  will  take  the 
liberal,  the  wise,  the  just  view  of  the  case,  and  pity  rather  than  blame  my 
misfortune.  Such  is  the  view,  I  am  happy  to  say,  generally  adopted  in 
this  city ;  where  there  are  men  of  the  world  who  know  the  vicissitudes 
of  a  mercantile  career,  and  can  make  allowances  for  misfortune  !  What 
made  Rome  at  first  great  and  prosperous  ?  Were  its  first  colonists  all 
wealthy  patricians  ?  Nothing  can  be  more  satisfactory  than  the  disregard 
shown  here  to  mere  pecuniary  difficulty.  At  the  same  time  to  be  a  gentle- 
man is  to  possess  no  trifling  privilege  in  this  society,  where  the  advan- 
tages of  birth,  respected  name,  and  early  education  always  tell  in  the 
possessor's  favour.  Many  persons  whom  I  visit  here  have  certainly  not 
these  advantages — and  in  the  highest  society  of  the  city  I  could  point  out 
individuals  who  have  had  pecuniary  misfortunes  like  myself,  who  have 
gallantly  renewed  the  combat  after  their  fall,  and  are  now  fully  restored 
to  competence,  to  wealth,  and  the  respect  of  the  world  1  I  was  in  a  house 
in  Fifth  Avenue  last  night.  Is  Washington  White  shunned  by  his 
fellow-men  because  he  has  been  a  bankrupt  three  times  ?  Anything  more 
elegant  or  profuse  than  his  entertainment  I  have  not  witnessed  on  this 
continent.  His  lady  had  diamonds  which  a  duchess  might  envy.  The 
most  costly  wines,  the  most  magnificent  supper,  and  myriads  of  canvas- 
backed  ducks  covered  his  board.  Dear  Charlotte,  my  friend  Captain 
Colpoys  brings  you  over  three  brace  of  these  from  your  father-in-law, 
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who  hopes  they  will  furnish  your  little  dinner-table  !  We  eat  currant 
jelly  with  them  here,  but  I  like  an  old  English  lemon  and  cayenne  sauce 
better. 

By  the  way,  dear  Philip,  I  trust  you  will  not  be  inconvenienced  by  a 
little  financial  operation,  which  necessity  (alas  !)  has  compelled  me  to  per- 
form. Knowing  that  your  quarter  with  the  Upper  Ten  Thousand  Gazette 

was  now  due,  I  have  made  so  bold  as  to  request  Colonel  to  pay  it  over 

to  me.  Promises  to  pay  must  be  met  hero  as  with  us — an  obdurate 
holder  of  an  unlucky  acceptance  of  mine  (1  am  happy  to  say  there  are 
very  few  such)  would  admit  of  no  delay,  and  I  have  been  compelled  to 
appropriate  my  poor  Philip's  earnings.  I  have  only  put  you  oft" lor  ninety 
days :  with  your  credit  and  wealthy  friends  you  can  easily  negotiate  the 
bill  enclosed,  and  I  promise  you  that  when  presented  it  Bhall  be  honoured 
by  my  Philip's  ever  affectionate  fathor,  G.  B.  F." 

"  By  the  way,  your  Philalethcs'  letters  are  not  quite  spicy  enough,  my 
worthy  friend  the  colonel  says.  They  are  elegant  and  gay,  but  the  public 
here  desires  to  have  more  personal  news ;  a  little  scandal  about  Queen 
Elizabeth,  you  understand  ?  Can't  you  attack  Bomebody  ?  Look  at  the 
letters  and  articles  published  by  my  respected  friend  of  the  New  York 
Emerald  !  The  readers  here  like  a  high- spiced  article  :  and  I  recommend 
P.  F.  to  put  a  little  more  pepper  in  his  dishes.  What  a  comfort  to  me  it 
is  to  think  that  I  have  procured  this  place  for  you,  and  have  been  enabled 
to  help  my  son  and  his  young  family  !  G.  B.  F." 

Enclosed  in  this  letter  was  a  slip  of  paper  which  poor  Philip  supposed  to 
be  a  cheque  when  he  first  beheld  it,  but  which  turned  out  to  be  his  papa's 
promissory  note,  payable  at  New  York  four  months  after  date.  And  this 
document  was  to  represent  the  money  which  the  elder  Firmin  had 
received  in  his  6on's  name  !  Philip's  eyes  met  his  friend's  when  they 
talked  about  this  matter.  Firmin  looked  almost  as  much  ashamed  as  if 
he  himself  had  done  the  wrong. 

"  Does  the  loss  of  this  money  annoy  you  ?  "  asked  Philip's  friend. 

"  The  manner  of  the  loss  does,"  said  poor  Philip.  "  I  don't  care 
about  the  money.  But  he  should  not  have  taken  this.  He  should  not 
have  taken  thia.  Think  of  poor  Charlotte  and  the  child  being  in  want 
possibly  !  Oh,  friend,  it's  hard  to  bear,  isn't  it?  I'm  an  honest  fellow, 
ain't  I  ?  I  think  I  am.  I  pray  heaven  I  am.  In  any  extremity  of 
poverty  could  I  have  done  this  ?  Well.  It  was  my  father  who  introduced 
me  to  these  people.  I  suppose  he  thinks  he  has  a  right  to  my  earnings : 
and  if  he  is  in  want,  you  know,  so  he  has." 

"  Had  you  not  better  write  to  the  New  York  publishers  and  bog 
them  henceforth  to  remit  to  you  directly  ?  "  asks  Philip's  friend. 

"  That  would  be  to  tell  them  that  he  has  disposed  of  the  money," 
groans  Philip.    "  I  can't  tell  them  that  my  father  is  a  " 

41  No  ;  but  you  can  thank  them  for  having  handed  over  such  a  sum  on 
your  account  to  the  doctor :  and  warn  them  that  you  will  draw  on  them 
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from  tins  country  henceforth.  They  won't  in  this  case  pay  the  next 
quarter  to  the  doctor." 

"  Suppose  he  is  in  want,  ought  I  not  to  supply  him  ?  "  Firmin  said. 
"  As  long  as  there  are  four  crusts  in  the  house,  the  doctor  ought  to  have 
one.  Ought  I  to  be  angry  with  him  for  helping  himself,  old  boy  ?  " 
and  he  drinks  a  glass  of  wine,  poor  fellow,  with  a  rueful  smile.  By  the 
wny,  it  is  my  duty  to  mention  here,  that  the  elder  Firmin  was  in  the 
habit  of  giving  very  elegant  little  dinner-parties  at  New  York,  where 
little  dinner-parties  are  much  more  costly  than  in  Europe — "  in  order,"  he 
said,  "  to  establish  and  keep  up  his  connection  as  a  physician."  As  a 
bon-vivant,  I  am  informed,  the  doctor  began  to  be  celebrated  in  his  new 
dwelling-place,  where  his  anecdotes  of  the  British  aristocracy  were  received 
with  pleasure  in  certain  circles. 

But  it  would  be  as  well  henceforth  that  Philip  should  deal  directly 
with  his  American  correspondents,  and  not  employ  the  services  of  so  very 
expensive  a  broker.  To  this  suggestion  he  could  not  but  agree.  Mean- 
while,— and  let  this  be  a  warning  to  men  never  to  deceive  their  wives  in 
any  the  slightest  circumstances;  to  tell  them  everything  they  wish  to 
know,  to  keep  nothing  hidden  from  those  dear  and  excellent  beings — 
you  must  know,  ladies,  that  when  Philip's  famous  ship  of  dollars  arrived 
from  America,  Firmin  had  promised  liis  wife  that  baby  should  have  a 
dear  delightful  white  cloak  trimmed  with  the  most  lovely  tape,  on  which 
poor  Charlotte  had  often  cast  a  longing  eye  as  she  passed  by  the  milliner 
and  curiosity  shops  in  Hanway  Yard,  which,  I  own,  she  loved  to  frequent. 
Well :  when  Philip  told  her  that  his  father  had  sent  home  forty  pounds,  or 
what  not,  thereby  deceiving  his  fond  wife,  the  little  lady  went  away 
straight  to  her  darling  shop  in  the  Yard — (Hanway  Yard  has  become  a 
street  now,  but  ah  !  it  is  always  delightful) — Charlotte,  I  say,  went  off, 
run  oft*  to  Hanway  Yard,  pavid  with  fear  lest  the  darling  cloak  should 
be  gone,  found  it — oh,  joy  I — still  in  Miss  Isaacson's  window ;  put  it  on 
baby  straightway  then  and  there;  kissed  the  dear  infant,  and  was 
delighted  with  the  effect  of  the  garment,  which  all  the  young  ladies  at 
Miss  Isaacson's  pronounced  to  be  perfect;  and  took  the  cloak  away  on 
baby's  shoulders,  promising  to  send  the  money,  five  pounds,  if  you  please, 
next  day.  And  in  this  cloak  baby  and  Charlotte  went  to  meet  papa 
when  he  came  home;  and  I  don't  know  which  of  them,  mamma  or  baby, 
was  the  most  pleased  and  absurd  and  happy  baby  of  the  two.  On  his 
way  home  from  his  newspaper,  Mr.  Philip  had  orders  to  pursue  a  certain 
line  of  streets,  and  when  his  accustomed  hour  for  returning  from  his 
business  drew  nigh,  Mrs.  Char  went  down  Thornhaugh  Srcet,  down 
Charlotte  Street,  down  Rathbone  Place,  with  Betsy  the  nursekin  and  baby 
in  the  new  cloak.  Behold,  he  comes  at  last — papa — striding  down  the 
street.  He  sees  the  figures :  he  sees  the  child,  which  laughs,  and  holds  out 
its  little  pink  hands,  and  crows  a  recognition.  And  "  Look — look,  papa, 
cries  the  happy  mother.  (Away  1  I  cannot  keep  up  the  mystery  about 
the  baby  any  longer,  and  though  I  had  forgotten  for  a  moment  the  child's, 
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sex,  remembered  it  the  instant  after,  and  that  it  was  a  girl  to  be  sure,  and 
that  its  name  was  Laura  Caroline).  "  Look,  look,  papa !  "  cries  the 
happy  mother.  "She  has  got  another  little  tooth  since  the  morning, 
such  a  beautiful  little  tooth— and  look  here,  sir,  don't  you  observe 
anything  ?  " 

"Any  what?"  asks  Philip. 

"  La  !  sir,"  says  Betsy,  giving  Laura  Caroline  a  great  toss,  so  that  her 
white  cloak  floats  in  the  air. 

"  Isn't  it  a  dear  cloak  ? "  cries  mamma ;  "  and  doesn't  baby  look  like  an 
angel  in  it  ?  I  bought  it  at  Miss  Isaacson's  to-day,  as  you  got  your  money 
from  New  York ;  and  oh,  my  dear,  it  only  cost  five  guineas." 

"  Well,  it's  a  week's  work,"  sighs  poor  Philip ;  "  and  I  think  I  need 
not  grudge  that  to  give  Charlotte  pleasure."  And  he  feels  his  empty 
pockets  rather  ruefully. 

"  God  bless  you,  Philip,"  says  my  wife,  with  her  eyes  full.  "  They 
came  here  this  morning,  Charlotte  and  the  nurse  and  the  baby  in  the  new 

—the  new  "    Here  the  lady  seized  hold  of  Philip's  hand,  and  fairly 

broke  out  into  tears.  Had  she  embraced  Mr.  Firmin  before  her 
husband's  own  eyes,  I  Bhould  not  have  been  surprised.  Indeed  she 
confessed  that  she  was  on  the  point  of  giving  way  to  this  most  senti- 
mental outbreak. 

And  now,  my  brethren,  see  how  one  crime  is  the  parent  of  many,  and 
one  act  of  duplicity  leads  to  a  whole  career  of  deceit.  In  the  first  place, 
you  see,  Philip  had  deceived  his  wife — with  the  pious  desire,  it  is  true,  of 
screening  his  father's  little  peculiarities — but,  ruat  ccelum,  we  must  tell  no 
lies.  No :  and  from  this  day  forth  I  order  John  never  to  say  Not  at  home 
to  the  greatest  bore,  dun,  dawdle  of  my  acquaintance.  If  Philip's  father 
had  not  deceived  him,  Philip  would  not  have  deceived  his  wife ;  if  he  had 
not  deceived  his  wife,  she  would  not  have  given  five  guineas  for  that  cloak 
for  the  baby.  If  she  had  not  given  five  guineas  for  the  cloak,  my  wife 
would  never  have  entered  into  a  secret  correspondence  with  Mr.  Firmin, 
which  might  but  for  my  own  sweetness  of  temper  have  bred  jealousy,  mis- 
trust, and  the  most  awful  quarrels — nay,  duels — between  the  heads  of  the 
two  families.  Fancy  Philip's  body  lying  stark  upon  Hampstead  Heath  with 
a  bullet  through  it,  despatched  by  the  hand  of  his  friend  !  Fancy  a  cab 
driving  up  to  my  own  house,  and  from  it — under  the  eyes  of  the  children 

at  the  parlour-windows — their  lather's  bleeding  corpse  ejected  1  

Enough  of  this  dreadful  pleasantry  1  Two  days  after  the  affair  of  the  cloak, 
I  found  a  letter  in  Philip's  handwriting  addressed  to  my  wife,  and  thinking 
that  the  note  had  reference  to  a  matter  of  dinner  then  pending  between 
our  families,  I  broke  open  the  envelope  and  read  as  follows : — 

"  Thornhaugh  Street,  Thursday. 
"My  dear,  kind  Godmamma, — As  soon  as  ever  I  can  write  and  speak, 
I  will  thank  you  for  being  so  kind  to  me.    My  mamma  says  she  is  very 
jealous,  and  as  she  bought  my  cloak  she  can't  think  of  allowing  you  to 
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pay  for  it.  But  she  desires  rae  never  to  forget  your  kindness  to  us,  and 
though  I  don't  know  anything  about  it  now,  she  promises  to  tell  me  when 
I  am  old  enough.  Meanwhile  I  am  your  grateful  and  affectionate  little 
goddaughter,  L.  C.  F." 

Philip  was  persuaded  by  his  friends  at  home  to  send  out  the  request  to 
his  New  York  employers  to  pay  his  salary  henceforth  to  himself ;  and  I 
remember  a  dignified  letter  came  from  his  parent,  in  which  the  matter  was 
spoken  of  in  sorrow  rather  than  in  anger  ;  in  which  the  doctor  pointed  out 
that  this  precautionary  measure  seemed  to  imply  a  doubt  on  Philip's  side  of 
his  father's  honour ;  and  surely,  surely,  he  was  unhappy  enough  and  unfortu- 
nate enough  already  without  meriting  this  mistrust  from  his  son.  The  duty 
of  a  son  to  honour  his  father  and  mother  was  feelingly  pointed  out,  and  the 
doctor  meekly  trusted  that  Philip's  children  would  give  him  more  con- 
fidence than  he  seemed  to  be  inclined  to  award  to  his  unfortunate  father. 
Never  mind.  He  should  bear  no  malice.  If  Fortune  ever  smiled  ou  him 
again,  and  something  told  him  she  would,  he  would  show  Philip  that  lie 
could  forgive  ;  although  he  might  not  perhaps  be  able  to  forget  that  in  his 
exile,  his  solitude,  his  declining  years,  his  misfortune,  his  own  child  had 
mistrusted  him.  This,  he  said,  was  the  most  cruel  blow  of  all  for  his 
susceptible  heart  to  bear. 

This  letter  of  paternal  remonstrance  was  enclosed  in  one  from  the 
doctor  to  his  old  friend  the  Little  Sister,  in  which  he  vaunted  a  discovery 
which  he  and  some  other  scientific  gentlemen  were  engaged  in  perfecting — 
of  a  medicine  which  was  to  be  extraordinarily  efficacious  in  cases  in 
which  Mrs.  Brandon  herself  was  often  specially  and  professionally  engaged, 
and  he  felt  sure  that  the  sale  of  this  medicine  would  go  far  to  retrieve  his 
shattered  fortune.  He  pointed  out  the  complaints  in  which  this  medicine 
was  most  efficacious.  He  would  send  some  of  it,  and  details  regarding  its 
use,  to  Mrs.  Brandon,  who  might  try  its  efficacy  upon  her  patients.  He 
was  advancing  slowly,  but  steadily,  in  his  medical  profession,  he  said; 
though,  of  course,  he  had  to  suffer  from  the  jealousy  of  his  pro- 
fessional brethren.  Never  mind.  Better  times,  he  was  sure,  were  in 
store  for  all;  when  his  son  should  see  that  a  wretched  matter  of  forty 
pounds  more  should  not  deter  him  from  paying  all  just  claims  upon  him. 
Amen  !  We  all  heartily  wished  for  the  day  when  Philip's  father  should 
be  able  to  settle  his  little  accounts.  Meanwhile,  the  proprietors  of  the 
Gazette  of  the  Upper  Ten  Thousand  were  instructed  to  write  directly  to 
their  London  correspondent. 

Although  Mr.  Firmin  prided  himself,  as  we  have  seen,  upon  his  taste 
and  dexterity  as  sub-editor  of  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette,  I  must  own  that  he 
was  a  very  insubordinate  officer,  with  whom  his  superiors  often  had  cause 
to  be  angry.  Certain  people  were  praised  in  the  Gazette — certain  others 
were  attacked.  Very  dull  books  were  admired,  and  very  lively  works 
attacked.  Some  men  were  praised  for  everything  they  did  ;  some  others 
were  satirized,  no  matter  what  their  works  were.    *'  I  find,"  poor  Philip 
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used  to  Bay,  with  a  groan,  u  that  in  matters  of  criticism  especially,  there 
are  bo  often  private  reasons  for  the  praise  and  the  blame  administered, 
that  I  am  glad,  for  my  part,  my  only  duty  is  to  see  the  paper  through 
the  press.  For  instance,  there  is  Harrocks,  the  tragedian,  of  Drury 
Lane :  every  piece  in  which  he  appears  is  a  masterpiece,  and  his  per- 
formance the  greatest  triumph  ever  witnessed.  Very  good.  Harrocks 
and  my  excellent  employer  are  good  friends,  and  dine  with  each  other ; 
and  it  is  natural  that  Mugford  should  like  to  have  his  friend  praised,  and 
to  help  him  in  every  way.  But  Balderson,  of  Covent  Garden,  is  also  a 
very  fine  actor.  Why  can't  our  critic  see  his  merit  as  well  as  Harrocks's  ? 
Poor  Balderson  is  never  allowed  any  merit  at  all.  He  is  passed  over  with 
a  sneer,  or  a  curt  word  of  cold  commendation,  while  columns  of  flattery 
are  not  enough  for  his  rival." 

"  Why,  Mr.  F.,  what  a  flat  you  must  be,  askin'  your  pardon," 
remarked  Mugford,  in  reply  to  his  sub-editor's  simple  remonstrance. 
"  How  can  we  praise  Balderson,  when  Harrocks  is  our  friend  ?  Me  and 
Harrocks  are  thick.  Our  wives  are  close  friends.  If  I  was  to  let  Balder- 
son be  praised,  I  should  drive  Harrocks  mad.  I  canV  praise  Balderson, 
don't  you  see,  out  of  justice  to  Harrocks  I " 

Then  there  was  a  certain  author  whom  Bickerton  was  for  ever  attack- 
ing. They  had  had  a  private  quarrel,  and  Bickerton  revenged  himself  in 
this  way.  In  reply  to  Philip's  outcries  and  remonstrances,  Mr.  Mugford 
only  laughed:  "  The  two  men  are  enemies,  and  Bickerton  hits  him  when- 
ever he  can.  Why,  that's  only  human  nature,  Mr.  F.," says  Philip's  employer. 

"  Great  heavens ! "  bawls  out  Firmin,  "  do  you  mean  to  say  that  the 
man  is  base  enough  to  strike  at  his  private  enemies  through  the  press  ?  " 

"  Private  enemies  1  private  gammon,  Mr.  Firmin  !  "  cries  Philip's 
employer.  "  If  I  have  enemies — and  I  have,  there's  no  doubt  about 
that — I  serve  them  out  whenever  and  wherever  I  can.  And  let  me 
tell  you  I  don't  half  relish  having  my  conduct  called  base.  It's  only 
natural;  and  it's  right.  Perhaps  you  would  like  to  praise  your  enemies, 
aud  abuse  your  friend  ?  If  that's  your  line,  let  me  tell  you  you  won't  do 
in  the  noospaper  business,  and  had  better  take  to  some  other  trade."  And 
the  employer  parted  from  his  subordinate  in  some  heat. 

Mugford,  indeed,  feelingly  spoke  to  me  about  this  insubordination  of 
Philip.  "  What  does  the  fellow  mean  by  quarrelling  with  his  bread  and 
butter  ?  "  Mr.  Mugford  asked.  "  Speak  to  him,  and  Bhow  him  what's 
what,  Mr.  P.,  or  we  shall  come  to  a  quarrel,  mind  you — and  I  don't  want 
that,  for  the  sake  of  his  little  wife,  poor  little  delicate  thing.  Whatever 
is  to  happen  to  them,  if  we  don't  stand  by  them  ?  " 

What  was  to  happen  to  them,  indeed  ?  Any  one  who  knew  Philip's 
temper,  as  we  did,  was  aware  how  little  advice  or  remonstrance  were  likely 
to  affect  that  gentleman.  "  Good  heavens  ! "  he  said  to  me,  when  I 
endeavoured  to  make  him  adopt  a  conciliatory  tone  towards  his  employer, 
"  do  you  want  to  make  me  Mugfbrd's  galley-slave  ?  I  shall  have  him 
standing  over  me  and  swearing  at  me  as  he  does  at  the  printers.  He 
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looks  into  my  room  at  times  when  he  is  in  a  passion,  and  glares  at  me,  as 
if  he  would  like  to  seize  me  by  the  throat ;  and  after  a  word  or  two  he 
goes  off,  and  I  hear  him  curse  the  boys  in  the  passage.  One  day  it  will 
be  on  mc  that  he  will  turn,  I  feel  sure  of  that.  I  tell  you  the  slavery  is 
beginning  to  be  awful.  I  wake  of  a  night  and  groan  and  chafe,  and  poor 
Char,  too,  wakes  and  asks,  *  What  is  it,  Philip  ?  '  I  say  it  is  rheu- 
matism. Rheumatism  !  "  Of  course  to  Philip's  malady  his  friends  tried 
to  apply  the  commonplace  anodynes  and  consolations.  He  must  be  gentle 
in  his  bearing.  He  must  remember  that  his  employer  had  not  been  bred 
a  gentleman,  and  that  though  rough  and  coarse  in  language,  Mugford  had 
a  kind  heart.  "  There  is  no  need  to  tell  me  he  is  not  a  gentleman,  I 
know  that,"  says  poor  Phil.  "  He  is  kind  to  Char  and  the  child,  that  is 
the  truth,  and  so  is  his  wife.  I  am  a  slave  for  all  that.  He  is  my  driver. 
He  feeds  mc.  He  hasn't  beat  me  yet.  When  I  was  away  at  Paris  I  did 
not  feel  the  chain  so  much.  But  it  is  scarcely  tolerable  now,  when  I  have 
to  see  my  gaoler  four  or  five  times  a  week.  My  poor  little  Char,  why  did  I 
drag  you  into  this  slavery?  " 

"  Because  you  wanted  a  consoler,  I  suppose,"  remarks  one  of  Philip's 
comforters.  "  And  do  you  suppose  Charlotte  would  be  happier  if  she 
were  away  from  you  ?  Though  you  live  up  two  pair  of  stairs,  is  any 
home  happier  than  yours,  Philip  ?  You  often  own  as  much,  when  you 
are  in  happier  moods.  Who  has  not  his  work  to  do,  and  his  burden  to 
bear?  You  say  sometimes  that  you  are  imperious  and  hot-tempered. 
Perhaps  your  slavery,  as  you  call  it,  may  be  good  for  you." 

"  1  have  doomed  myself  and  her  to  it,"  says  Philip,  hanging  down 
his  head. 

"  Does  she  ever  repine  ?  "  asks  his  adviser.  "  Does  she  not  think  her- 
self the  happiest  little  wife  in  the  world  ?  See  here,  Philip,  here  is  a  note 
from  her  yesterday  in  which  she  says  as  much.  Do  you  want  to  know 
what  the  note  is  about,  gir  ?"  says  the  lady,  with  a  smile.  "  Well,  then, 
she  wanted  a  receipt  for  that  dish  which  you  liked  so  much  on  Friday, 
and  she  and  Mrs.  Brandon  will  make  it  for  you." 

"  And  if  it  consisted  of  minced  Charlotte,"  says  Philip's  other  friend, 
"  you  know  she  would  cheerfully  chop  herself  up,  and  have  herself  served 
with  a  little  cream-sauce  and  sippets  of  toast  for  your  honour's  dinner." 

This  was  undoubtedly  true.  Did  not  Job's  friends  make  many  true 
remarks  when  they  visited  him  in  his  affliction  ?  Patient  as  he  was,  the 
patriarch  groaned  and  lamented,  and  why  should  not  poor  Philip  be 
allowed  to  grumble,  who  was  not  a  model  of  patience  at  all  ?  He  was  not 
broke  in  as  yet.  The  mill-horse  was  restive  and  kicked  at  his  work.  He 
would  chafe  not  seldom  at  the  daily  drudgery,  and  have  his  fits  of  revolt 
and  despondency.  Well  ?  Have  others  not  had  to  toil,  to  bow  the  proud 
head,  and  carry  the  daily  burden  ?  Don't  you  see  Pegasus,  who  was 
going  to  win  the  plate,  a  weary,  broken-knee'd,  broken-down  old  cab  hack 
shivering  in  the  rank ;  or  a  sleek  gelding,  mayhap,  pacing  under  a  corpulent 
master  in  Kotten  Row  ?    Philip's  crust  began  to  be  scanty,  and  was  dipped 
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in  bitter  waters.  I  am  not  going  to  make  a  long  story  of  this  part  of  his 
career,  or  parade  my  friend  as  too  hungry  and  poor.  He  is  safe  now,  and 
out  of  all  peril,  heaven  be  thanked  1  but  he  had  to  pass  th rough  hard 
times,  and  to  look  out  very  wistfully  list  the  wolf  should  enter  at  the 
door.  He  never  laid  claim  to  be  a  man  of  genius,  nor  was  he  a  successful 
quack  who  could  pass  as  a  man  of  genius.  When  there  were  French 
prisoners  in  England,  we  know  how  stout  old  officers  who  had  plied  their 
sabres  against  Mamelouks,  or  Russians,  or  Germans,  were  fain  to  carve 
little  jimcracks  in  bone  with  their  peuknives,  or  make  baskets  and  boxes 
of  chipped  straw,  and  piteously  sell  them  to  casual  visitors  to  their  prison. 
Philip  was  poverty's  prisoner.  He  had  to  make  such  shifts,  and  do  such 
work,  as  he  could  find  in  his  captivity.  I  do  not  think  men  who  have 
undergone  the  struggle  and  served  the  dire  task-master,  like  to  look  back 
and  recal  the  grim  apprenticeship.  When  Philip  says  now,  "  What  fools 
we  were  to  marry,  Char,"  she  looks  up  radiantly,  with  love  and  happiness 
in  her  eyes — looks  up  to  heaven,  and  is  thankful;  but  grief  and  sadness 
come  over  her  husband's  face  at  the  thought  of  those  days  of  pain  and 
gloom.  She  may  soothe  him,  and  he  may  be  thankful  too ;  but  the 
wounds  are  still  there  which  were  dealt  to  him  in  the  cruel  battle  with 
fortune.  Men  are  ridden  down  in  it.  Men  are  poltroons  and  run.  Men 
maraud,  break  ranks,  are  guilty  of  meanness,  cowardice,  shabby  plunder. 
Men  are  raised  to  rank  and  honour,  or  drop  and  perish  unnoticed  on  tho 
field.  Happy  he  who  comes  from  it  with  his  honour  pure !  Philip  did 
not  win  crosses  and  epaulets.  He  is  like  you  and  mc,  my  dear  sir,  not  a 
heroic  genius  at  all.  And  it  is  to  be  hoped  that  all  three  have  behaved 
with  an  average  pluck,  and  have  been  guilty  of  no  meanness,  or  treachery, 
or  desertion.  Did  you  behave  otherwise,  what  would  wife  and  children 
say  ?  As  for  Mrs.  Philip,  I  tell  you  Bhe  thinks  to  this  day  that  there  is  no 
man  like  her  husband, — is  ready  to  fall  down  and  worship  the  boots  in 
which  he  walks. 

How  do  men  live  ?  How  is  rent  paid  ?  How  does  the  dinner  como 
day  after  day  ?  As  a  rule  there  10  dinner.  You  might  live  longer  with 
less  of  it,  but  you  can't  go  without  it  and  live  long.  How  did  my 
neighbour  23  earn  his  carriage,  and  how  did  24  pay  for  his  house  ?  As  I 
am  writing  this  sentence  Mr.  Cox,  who  collects  the  taxes  in  this  quarter, 
walks  in.  How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Cox  ?  We  are  not  in  the  least  afraid  o* 
meeting  one  another.  Time  was — two,  three  years  of  time — when 
poor  Philip  was  troubled  at  the  sight  of  Cox ;  and  this  troublous  time  his 
biographer  intends  to  pass  over  in  a  very  few  pages. 

At  the  end  of  six  months  the  Upper  Ten  Thousand  of  New  York 
heart!  with  modified  wonder  that  the  editor  of  that  fashionable  journal  had 
made  a  retreat  from  the  city,  carrying  with  him  the  scanty  contents  of  the 
till ;  so  the  contributions  of  Philalethes  never  brought  our  poor  friend  any 
dollars  at  all.  But  though  one  fish  is  caught  and  eaten,  are  there  not 
plenty  more  left  in  the  sea?  At  this  very  time  when  I  was  in  a  natural 
state  of  despondency  about  poor  Philip's  affairs,  it  struck  Tregarvan,  the 
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wealthy  Cornish  member  of  parliament,  that  the  Government  and  the 
House  of  Commons  slighted  his  speeches  and  his  views  on  foreign  politics ; 
that  the  wife  of  the  Foreign  Secretary  had  been  very  inattentive  to  Lady 
Tregarvan ;  that  the  designs  of  a  certain  Great  Power  were  most  menacing 
and  dangerous,  and  ought  to  be  exposed  and  counteracted ;  and  that  the 
peerage  which  he  had  long  desired  ought  to  be  bestowed  on  him.  Sir 
John  Tregarvan  applied  to  certain  literary  and  political  gentlemen  with 
whom  he  was  acquainted.  He  would  bring  out  tho  European  Review. 
He  would  expose  the  designs  of  that  Great  Power  which  was  menacing 
Europe.  He  would  show  up  in.  his  proper  colours  a  Minister  who  was 
careless  of  the  country's  honour,  and  forgetful  of  his  own:  a  Minister 
whose  arrogance  ought  no  longer  to  be  tolerated  by  the  country  gentlemen 
of  England.  Sir  John,  a  little  man  in  brass  buttons,  and  a  tall  head,  who 
loves  to  hear  his  own  voice,  came  and  made  a  speech  on  the  above  topics 
to  the  writer  of  the  present  biography ;  that  writer's  lady  was  in  his 
study  as  Sir  John  expounded  his  views  at  some  length.  She  listened  to 
him  with  the  greatest  attention  and  respect.  She  was  shocked  to  hear  of 
the  ingratitude  of  Government ;  astounded  and  terrified  by  his  exposition 
of  the  designs  of — of  that  Great  Power  whose  intrigues  were  so 
menacing  to  European  tranquillity.  She  was  most  deeply  interested  in 
the  idea  of  establishing  the  Revietv.  He  would,  of  course,  be  himself  the 
editor;  and — and —  (here  the  woman  looked  across  the  table  at  her 
husband  with  a  strange  triumph  in  her  eyes).  She  knew,  they  both 
knew,  the  very  man  of  all  the  tcorld  who  was  most  suited  to  act  as  sub- 
editor under  Sir  John — a  gentleman,  one  of  the  truest  that  ever  lived — a 
university  man  ;  a  man  remarkably  versed  in  the  European  languages — 
that  is,  in  French  most  certainly.  And  now  the  reader,  I  dare  say,  can 
guess  who  this  individual  was.  "  I  knew  it  at  once,"  says  the  lady,  after 
Sir  John  had  taken  his  leave.  "  I  told  you  that  those  dear  children  would 
not  be  forsaken."  And  I  would  no  more  try  and  persuade  her  that 
the  European  Review  was  not  ordained  of  all  time  to  afford  maintenance 
to  Philip,  than  I  would  induce  her  to  turn  Mormon,  and  accept  all  the 
consequences  to  which  ladies  must  submit  when  they  make  profession  of 
tliat  creed. 

"  You  see,  my  love,"  I  say  to  the  partner  of  my  existence,  "  what 
other  things  must  have  been  ordained  of  all  time  as  well  as  Philip's 
appointment  to  be  sub-editor  of  the  European  Review.  It  must  have  been 
decreed  ab  initio  that  Lady  Plinlimmon  should  give  evening  parties,  in 
order  that  she  might  offend  Lady  Tregarvan  by  not  asking  her  to  those 
parties.  It  must  have  been  ordained  by  fate  that  Lady  Tregarvan  should 
be  of  a  jealous  disposition,  so  that  she  might  hate  Lady  Plinlimmon,  and 
was  to  work  upon  her  husband,  and  inspire  him  with  anger  and  revolt 
against  his  chief.  It  must  have  been  ruled  by  destiny  that  Tregarvan 
should  be  rather  a  weak  and  wordy  personage,  fancying  that  he  had  a 
talent  for  literary  composition.  Else  he  would  not  have  thought  of  setting 
up  the  Review.    Else  he  would  never  have  been  angry  with  Lord  Plin- 
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limmon  for  not  inviting  hira  to  tea.  Else  ho  would  not  have  engaged 
Philip  as  sub-editor.  So,  you  see,  in  order  to  bring  about  this  event,  and 
put  a  couple  of  hundred  a  year  into  Philip  Firmin's  pocket,  the 
Tregarvans  have  to  be  born  from  the  earliest  times :  tho  Plinlimmons 
have  to  spring  up  in  the  remotest  ages,  and  come  down  to  the  present 
day :  Doctor  Finuin  has  to  be  a  rogue,  and  undergo  his  destiny  of 
cheating  his  son  of  money  : — all  mankind  up  to  the  origin  of  our  race  are 
involved  in  your  proposition,  and  we  actually  arive  at  Adam  and  Eve,  who 
are  but  fulfilling  their  destiny,  which  was  to  be  the  ancestors  of  Philip 
Firmin." 

"  Even  in  our  first  parents  there  was  doubt  and  scepticism  and  mis- 
giving," says  the  lady  with  strong  emphasis  on  the  words.  "  If  you  mean 
to  say  that  there  is  no  such  tiling  as  a  Superior  Power  watching  over  us, 
and  ordaining  things  for  our  good,  you  are  an  atheist — and  such  a  thing 
as  an  atheist  does  not  exist  in  the  world,  and  I  would  not  believe  you  il 
you  said  you  were  one  twenty  times  over." 

I  mention  these  points  by  the  way,  and  as  samples  of  lady-like  logic. 
I  acknowledge  that  Philip  himself,  as  he  looks  back  at  his  past  career,  is 
very  much  moved.  "  I  do  not  deny,"  he  says,  gravely,  "  that  these 
things  happened  in  the  natural  order.  I  say  I  am  grateful  for  what  hap- 
pened ;  and  look  back  at  the  past  not  without  awe.  In  great  grief  and 
danger  may  be,  I  have  had  timely  rescue.  Under  great  suffering  I  have 
met  with  supreme  consolation.  When  the  trial  has  seemed  almost  too 
hard  for  me  it  has  ended,  and  our  darkness  has  been  lightened.  Ut  vivo 
et  valeo — si  vaUo,  I  know  by  Whose  permission  this  is, — and  would  you 
forbid  me  to  be  thankful ?  to  be  thankful  for  my  life;  to  be  thankful  for 
my  children ;  to  be  thankful  for  the  daily  bread  which  has  been  granted  to 
me,  and  the  temptation  from  which  I  have  been  rescued  ?  As  I  think  of 
the  past  and  its  bitter  trials,  I  bow  my  head  in  thanks  and  awe.  I  wanted 
succour,  and  I  found  it.  I  fell  on  evil  times,  and  good  friends  pitied  and 
helped  me — good  friends  like  yourself,  your  dear  wife,  many  another  I 
could  name.  In  what  moments  of  depression,  old  friend,  have  you  not 
seen  me,  and  cheered  me?  Do  you  know  in  the  moments  of  our  grief  the 
inexpressible  value  of  your  sympathy  ?  Your  good  Samaritan  takes  out 
only  twopence  maybe  for  the  wayfarer  whom  he  has  rescued,  but  the 
little  timely  supply  saves  a  life.  You  remember  dear  old  Ned  St.  George 
— dead  in  the  West  Indies  years  ago  ?  Before  he  got  his  place  Ned 
was  hanging  on  in  London,  so  utterly  poor  and  ruined,  that  he  had  not 
often  a  shilling  to  buy  a  dinner.  lie  used  often  to  come  to  us,  and  my 
wife  and  our  children  loved  him  ;  and  I  used  to  leave  a  heap  of  shillings 
on  my  study-table,  so  that  he  might  take  two  or  three  as  he  wanted  them. 
Of  course  you  remember  him.  You  were  at  the  dinner  which  we  gave  him 
on  his  getting  his  place.  I  forget  the  cost  of  that  dinner ;  but  I  remember 
my  share  amounted  to  the  exact  number  of  shillings  which  poor  Ned  had 
taken  off  my  table.  He  gave  me  the  money  then  and  there  at  the  tavern 
at  Blackwall.    He  said  it  seemed  providential.    But  for  those  shillings, 
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and  the  constant  welcome  at  our  poor  little  table,  he  said  he  thought 
he  should  hare  made  away  with  his  life.  I  am  not  bragging  of 
the  twopence  which  I  gave,  but  thanking  God  for  sending  me  there  to 
give  it.  Bencdico  benedictus.  I  wonder  sometimes  am  I  the  I  of  twenty 
years  ago  ?  before  our  heads  were  bald,  friend,  and  when  the  little  ones 
reached  up  to  our  knees?  Before  dinner  you  saw  me  in  the  library 
rending  in  that  old  European  Jievieiv  which  your  friend  Tregarvan 
established.  I  came  upon  an  article  of  my  own,  and  a  very  dull  one,  on 
a  subject  which  I  knew  nothing  about.  "Persian  politics,  and  the 
intrigues  at  the  Court  of  Teheran."  It  was  done  to  order.  Tregarvan 
had  some  special  interest  about  Persia,  or  wanted  to  vex  Sir  Thomas 
Nobbles,  who  was  Minister  there.  I  breakfasted  with  Tregarvan  in  the 
Albany,  the  facts  (we  will  call  them  facts)  and  papers  were  supplied  to 
me,  and  I  went  home  to  point  out  the  delinquencies  of  Sir  Thomas,  and 
the  atrocious  intrigues  of  the  Russian  Court.  Well,  sir,  Nobbles, 
Tregarvan,  Teheran,  all  disappeared  as  I  looked  at  the  text  in  the  old 
volume  of  the  Review.  I  saw  a  deal  table  in  a  little  room,  and  a  reading 
lamp,  and  a  young  fellow  writing  at  it,  with  a  sad  heart,  and  a  dreadful 
apprehension  torturing  him.  One  of  our  children  was  ill  in  the  adjoining 
room,  and  I  have  before  me  the  figure  of  my  wife  coming  in  from  time  to 
time  to  my  room  and  saying,  "  She  is  asleep  now,  and  the  fever  is  much 
lower." 

Here  our  conversation  was  interrupted  by  the  entrance  of  a  tall  young 
lady,  who  says,  "  Papa,  the  coffee  is  quite  cold :  and  the  carriage  will  be 
here  very  soon,  and  both  mamma  and  my  godmother  say  they  are  growing 
very  am-Tv.  Do  you  know  you  have  been  talking  here  for  two 
hours ?,; 

Had  two  hours  actually  slipped  away,  as  we  sate  prattling  about  old 
times?  As  I  narrate  them,  I  prefer  to  give  Mr.  Firmin's  account  of  his 
adventures  in  his  own  words,  where  I  can  recal  or  imitate  them.  Both  of 
us  are  graver  and  more  reverend  seigniors  than  we  were  at  the  time 
of  which  I  am  writing.  Has  not  Firmin's  girl  grown  up  to  be  taller  than 
her  godmother  ?  Veterans  both,  we  love  to  prattle  about  the  merry  days 
when  we  were  young — (the  merry  days  ?  no,  the  past  is  never  merry)— 
about  the  days  when  we  were  young ;  and  do  we  grow  young  in  talking 
of  them,  or  only  indulge  in  a  senile  cheerfulness  and  prolixity  ? 

Tregarvan  sleeps  with  his  Cornish  fathers  :  Europe  for  many  years  has 
gone  on  without  her  Iievietv:  but  it  is  a  certainty  that  the  establishment 
of  that  occult  organ  of  opinion  tended  very  much  to  benefit  Philip  Firmin, 
and  helped  for  a  while  to  supply  him  and  several  innocent  people 
dependent  on  him  with  their  daily  bread.  Of  course,  as  they  were  so 
poor,  this  worthy  family  increased  and  multiplied ;  and  as  they  increased, 
and  as  they  multiplied,  my  wife  insists  that  I  should  point  out  how  sup- 
port was  found  for  them.  When  there  was  a  second  child  in  Philip's 
nursery,  he  would  have  removed  from  his  lodgings  in  Thornhaugh  Street, 
but  for  the  prayers  and  commands  of  the  affectionate  Little  Sister,  who 
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insisted  that  there  was  plenty  of  room  in  the  house  for  everybody,  and 
who  said  that  if  Philip  went  away  she  would  cut  off  her  little  godchild 
with  a  shilling.  And  then  indeed  it  was  discovered  for  the  first  time,  that 
this  faithful  and  affectionate  creature  had  endowed  Philip  with  all  her 
little  property.  These  are  the  rays  of  sunshine  in  the  dungeon.  These 
are  the  drops  of  water  in  the  desert.  And  with  a  full  heart  our  friend 
acknowledges  how  comfort  came  to  him  in  his  hour  of  need. 

Though  Mr.  Firmin  has  a  very  grateful  heart,  it  has  been  admitted 
that  he  was  a  loud,  disagreeable  Firmin  at  times,  impetuous  in  his  talk, 
and  violent  in  his  behaviour  :  and  we  are  now  come  to  that  period  of  his 
history,  when  he  had  a  quarrel  in  which  I  am  sorry  to  say  Mr.  Philip  was 
in  the  wrong.  Why  do  we  consort  with  those  whom  we  dislike  ?  Why 
is  it  that  men  will  try  and  associate  between  whom  no  love  is  ?  I  think  it 
was  the  ladies  who  tried  to  reconcile  Philip  and  his  master ;  who  brought 
them  together,  and  strove  to  make  them  friends;  but  the  more  thej  met 
the  more  they  disliked  each  other ;  and  now  the  Muse  has  to  relate  their 
final  and  irreconcilable  rupture. 

Of  Mugford's  wrath  the  direful  tale  relate,  O  Muse  !  and  Philip's 
pitiable  fate.  I  have  shown  how  the  men  had  long  been  inwardly  en- 
venomed one  against  another.  "  Because  Firmin  is  as  poor  as  a  rat,  that's 
no  reason  why  he  should  adopt  that  hawhaw  manner,  and  them  high  and 
mighty  airs  towards  a  man  who  gives  him  the  bread  he  eats,"  Mugford 
argued  not  unjustly.  "  What  do  /  care  for  his  being  a  university  man  ?  I 
am  as  good  as  he  is.  I  am  better  than  his  old  scamp  of  a  father,  who  was 
a  college  man  too,  and  lived  in  fine  company.  I  made  my  own  way  in 
the  world,  independent,  and  supported  myself  since  I  was  fourteen  years 
of  age,  and  helped  my  mother  and  brothers  too,  and  that's  more  than  my 
sub-editor  can  say,  who  can't  support  himself  yet.  I  could  get  fifty  sub- 
editors as  good  as  he  is,  by  calling  out  of  window  into  the  street,  I 
could.  I  say,  hang  Firmin  !  I'm  a-losing  all  patience  with  hiin."  On  the 
other  hand,  Mr.  Philip  was  in  the  habit  of  speaking  his  mind  with  equal 
candour.  "  What  right  has  that  person  to  call  me  Firmin  ?  "  he  asked. 
"  I  am  Firmin  to  my  equals  and  friends.  I  am  this  man's  labourer  at  four 
guineas  a  week.  I  give  him  his  money's  worth,  and  on  every  Saturday 
evening  we  are  quits.  Call  me  Philip  indeed,  and  6trikc  me  in  the  side. 
I  choke,  sir,  as  I  think  of  the  confounded  familiarity  1"  "  Confound  his 
impudence  !  "  was  the  cry,  and  the  not  unjust  cry  of  the  labourer  and  hia 
employer.  The  men  should  have  been  kept  apart:  and  it  was  a  most 
mistaken  Christian  charity  and  female  conspiracy  which  brought  them 
together.  "  Another  invitation  from  Mugford.  It  was  agreed  that  I  was 
never  to  go  again,  and  I  won't  go,"  said  Philip  to  his  meek  wife.  "  Write 
and  say  we  are  engaged,  Charlotte." 

"  It  is  for  the  18th  of  next  month,  and  this  is  the  23rd,"  said  poor 
Charlotte.    "  We  cau't  well  say  that  we  are  engaged  so  far  off." 

"It  is  for  one  of  his  grand  ceremony  parties,"  urged  the  Little 
Sister.    "  You  can't  come  to  no  quarrelling  there.     He  has  a  good 
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heart.  So  have  you.  There's  no  good  quarrelling  with  him.  Oh, 
Philip,  do  forgive,  and  be  friends  I  "  Philip  yielded  to  the  remon- 
strances of  the  women,  as  we  all  do;  and  a  letter  was  sent  to  Hampstead, 
announcing  that  Mr.  and  Mrs.  P.  F.  would  have  the  honour  of,  &c. 

In  his  quality  of  newspaper  proprietor,  musical  profecsors  and  opera 
6ingcrs  paid  much  court  to  Mr.  Mugford ;  and  he  liked  to  entertain  them 
at  his  hospitable  table  ;  to  brag  about  his  wines,  cookery,  plate,  garden, 
prosperity,  and  private  virtue,  during  dinner,  whilst  the  artists  sate 
respectfully  listening  to  him ;  and  to  go  to  sleep  and  snore,  or  wake  up 
and  join  cheerfully  in  a  chorus,  when  the  professional  people  performed  in 
the  drawing-room.  Now,  there  was  a  lady  who  was  once  known  on  the 
theatre  by  the  name  of  Mrs.  Ravenswing,  and  who  had  been  forced  on  to 
the  stage  by  the  misconduct  of  her  husband,  a  certain  Walker,  one 
of  the  greatest  scamps  who  ever  entered  a  gaol.  On  Walker's  death, 
this  lady  married  a  Mr.  Woolsey,  a  wealthy  tailor,  who  retired  from  hia 
business,  as  he  caused  his  wife  to  withdraw  from  hers. 

Now,  more  worthy  and  honourable  people  do  not  live  than  Woolsey 
and  his  wife,  as  those  know  who  were  acquainted  with  their  history. 
Mrs.  Woolsey  is  loud.  Her  A's  are  by  no  means  where  they  should  be  ; 
her  knife  at  dinner  is  often  where  it  should  not  be.  She  calls  men  aloud 
by  their  names,  and  without  any  prefix  of  courtesy.  She  is  very  fond  of 
porter,  and  has  no  scruple  in  asking  for  it.  She  sits  down  to  play  the 
piano,  and  to  sing  with  perfect  good  nature,  and  if  you  look  at  her  hands 
as  they  wander  over  the  keys — well,  I  don't  wish  to  say  anything  unkind, 
but  I  am  forced  to  own  that  those  hands  are  not  so  white  as  the  ivory 
which  they  thump.  Woolsey  sits  in  perfect  rapture  listening  to  his  wife. 
Mugford  presses  her  to  take  a  glass  of  "  somcthink  "  afterwards  ;  and  the 
good-natured  soul  says  she  will  take  something  'ot.  She  sits  and  listens 
with  infinite  patience  and  good-humour  whilst  the  little  Mugfords  go 
through  their  horrible  little  musical  exercises;  and  these  over,  she  is  ready 
to  go  back  to  the  piano  again,  and  sing  more  songs,  and  drink  more  'ot. 

I  do  not  say  that  this  was  an  elegant  woman,  or  a  fitting  companion 
for  Mrs.  Philip ;  but  I  know  that  Mrs.  Woolsey  was  a  good,  clever,  and 
kindly  woman,  and  that  Philip  behaved  rudely  to  her.  He  never  meant 
to  be  rude  to  her,  he  said ;  but  the  truth  is,  he  treated  her,  her  husband, 
Mugford,  and  Mrs.  Mugford,  with  a  haughty  ill-humour  which  utterly 
exasperated  and  perplexed  them. 

About  this  poor  lady,  who  was  modest  and  innocent  as  Susannah, 
Philip  had  heard  some  wicked  elders  at  wicked  clubs  tell  wicked  stories  in 
old  times.  There  was  that  old  Trail,  for  instance,  what  woman  escaped 
from  his  sneers  and  slander?  There  were  others  who  could  be  named, 
and  whose  testimony  was  equally  untruthful.  On  an  ordinary  occasion 
Philip  would  never  have  cared  or  squabbled  about  a  question  of  pre- 
cedence, and  would  have  taken  any  place  assigned  to  him  at  any 
table.  But  when  Mrs.  Woolsey  in  crumpled  satins  and  blowsy  lace 
made  her  appearance,  and  was  eagerly  and  respectfully  saluted  by 
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the  host  and  hostess,  Philip  remembered  those  early  stories  about  the 
poor  lady :  his  eyes  flashed  wrath,  and  his  breast  beat  with  an  indigna- 
tion which  almost  choked  him.  Ask  that  woman  to  meet  my  wife  ?  he 
thought  to  himself,  and  looked  so  ferocious  and  desperate  that  the  timid 
little  wife  gazed  with  alarm  at  her  Philip,  and  crept  up  to  him  and 
whispered,  "  What  is  it,  dear  ?  " 

Meanwhile,  Mrs.  Mugford  and  Mrs.  Woolsey  were  in  full  colloquy 
about  the  weather,  the  nursery,  and  so  forth — and  Woolsey  and  Mugford 
giving  each  other  the  hearty  grasp  of  friendship.  Philip,  then,  scowling 
at  the  newly  arrived  guests,  turning  his  great  hulking  back  upon  the 
company  and  talking  to  his  wife,  presented  a  not  agreeable  figure  to  his 
entertainer. 

u  Hang  the  fellow's  pride !"  thought  Mugford.  "  He  chooses  to  turn  hia 
bock  upon  my  company,  because  Woolsey  was  a  tradesman.  An  honest 
tailor  is  better  than  a  bankrupt,  swindling  doctor,  I  should  think. 
Wooluy  need  not  be  ashamed  to  show  his  face,  I  suppose.  Why  did  you 
make  me  ask  that  fellar  again,  Mrs.  M.  ?  Don't  you  see,  our  society  ain't 
good  enough  for  him  ?  " 

Philip's  conduct,  then,  so  irritated  Mugford,  that  when  dinner  was 
announced,  he  stepped  forward  and  offered  his  arm  to  Mrs.  Woolsey ; 
baring  intended  in  the  first  instance  to  confer  that  honour  upon  Charlotte. 
*  ill  show  him,"  thought  Mugford,  "  that  an  honest  tradesman's  lady  who 
pays  his  way,  and  is  not  afraid  of  anybody,  is  better  than  my  sub-editor's 
wile,  the  daughter  of  a  bankrupt  swell."  Though  the  dinner  wa3 
illuminated  by  Mugford's  grandest  plate,  and  accompanied  by  his  very 
heat  wine,  it  was  a  gloomy  and  weary  repast  to  several  people  present, 
and  Philip  and  Charlotte,  and  I  daresay  Mugford,  thought  it  never  would 
he  done.  Mrs.  Woolsey,  to  be  sure,  placidly  ate  her  dinner,  and  drank 
her  wine;  whilst,  remembering  these  wicked  legends  against  her, 
Philip  sate  before  the  poor  unconscious  lady,  silent,  with  glaring  eyes, 
insolent  and  odious;  so  much  so,  that  Mrs.  Woolsey  imparted  to 
Mrs.  Mugford  her  surmise  that  the  toll  gentleman  must  have  got  out  01 
bed  the  wrong  leg  foremost. 

Well,  Mrs.  Woolsey 's  carriage  and  Mr.  Firmin's  cab  were  announced 
at  the  same  moment ;  and  immediately  Philip  started  up  and  beckoned  his 
away.  But  Mrs.  Woolsey's  carriage  and  lamps  of  course  had  the 
precedence;  and  this  lady  Mr.  Mugford  accompanied  to  her  carriage 
*tep. 

He  did  not  pay  the  same  attention  to  Mrs.  Firmin.  Most  likely  he 
forgot.  Possibly  he  did  not  think  etiquette  required  he  should  show  that 
sort  of  politeness  to  a  sub-editor's  wife:  at  any  rate,  he  was  not  so  rud;- 
as  Philip  himself  had  been  during  the  evening,  but  he  stood  in  the  hall 
looking  at  his  guests  departing  in  their  cab,  when,  in  a  sudden  gust  ol 
passion,  Philip  stepped  out  of  the  carriage,  and  stalked  up  to  his  host, 
who  stood  there  in  his  own  hall  confronting  him,  Philip  declared,  with  a 
niott  impudent  smile  on  his  face. 
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"  Come  back  to  light  a  pipe  I  suppose  ?  Nice  thing  for  your  wife, 
aiu't  it?"  said  Mugford,  relishing  his  own  joke. 

"  I  am  come  back,  sir,"  said  Philip,  glaring  at  Mugford,  "  to  ask  how 
you  dared  invite  Mrs.  Philip  Firmin  to  meet  that  woman  ?  " 

Here,  on  his  side,  Mr.  Mugford  lost  his  temper,  and  from  this  moment 
his  ..wrong  begins.  When  he  was  in  a  passion,  the  language  used  by 
Mr.  Mugford  was  not,  it  appears,  choice.  We  have  heard  that  when  angry, 
he  was  in  the  habit  of  swearing  freely  at  his  subordinates.  He  broke  out 
on  this  occasion  also  with  many  oaths.  He  told  Philip  that  he  would 
stand  his  impudence  no  longer  ;  that  he  was  as  good  as  a  swindling 
doctor's  son  ;  that  though  he  hadn't  been  to  college  he  could  buy  and  pay 
them  as  had ;  and  that  if  Philip  liked  to  come  into  the  back  yard  for  ten 
minutes,  he'd  give  him  one — two,  and  show  him  whether  he  was  a  man  or 
not.  Poor  Char,  who,  indeed,  fancied  that  her  husband  had  gone  back  to 
light  his  cigar,  sat  awhile  unconscious  in  her  cab,  nnd  supposed  that 
the  two  gentlemen  were  engaged  on  newspaper  business.  When  Mugford 
began  to  pull  his  coat  off,  she  sat  wondering,  but  not  in  the  least  understand- 
ing the  meaning  of  the  action.  Philip  had  described  his  employer  as 
walking  about  his  office  without  a  coat  and  using  energetic  language. 

But  when,  attracted  by  the  loudness  of  the  talk,  Mrs.  Mugford  came 
forth  from  her  neighbouring  drawing-room,  accompanied  by  such  of  her 
children  as  had  not  yet  gone  to  roost — when  seeing  Mugford  pulling  off* 
his  dress-coat,  she  began  to  scream — when,  lifting  his  voice  over  hers, 
Mugford  poured  forth  oaths,  and  frantically  shook  his  fists  at  Philip, 
asking  how  that  blackguard  dared  insult  him  in  his  own  house,  and  pro- 
posing to  knock  his  head  off  at  that  moment — then  poor  Char,  in  a  wild 
alarm,  sprang  out  of  the  cab,  ran  to  her  husband,  whose  whole  frame  was 
throbbing,  whose  nostrils  were  snorting  with  passion.  Then  Mrs.  Mug- 
ford springing  forward,  placed  her  ample  form  before  her  husband's,  and 
calling  Philip  a  great  cowardly  beast,  asked  him  if  he  was  going  to  attack 
that  little  old  man  ?  Then  Mugford  dashing  his  coat  down  to  the  ground, 
called  with  fresh  oaths  to  Philip  to  come  on.  And,  in  fine,  there  was  a 
most  unpleasant  row,  occasioned  by  Mr.  Philip  Firmin's  hot  temper. 
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We  cannot  wonder  at  the  interest  with  which  the  brain  has  been  regarded 
ever  since  it  was  discovered  that  consciousness  had  its  seat  within  it. 
What  a  strange  thing  it  seems  that  feeling  and  thought  should  be  traced 
up  to  a  soft  piece  of  marrow  within  the  head,  and  there  fixed.  How 
provocative  of  curiosity,  how  stimulative  to  hope  I  If  we  could  but 
penetrate  deeply  enough  into  this  little  bit  of  matter,  open  as  it  is  to  all 
our  senses,  with  microscopes  and  chemical  analysis  to  aid  them,  would 
not  the  whole  secret  of  life  stand  before  us  ?  Should  we  not  then  know 
why  we  think,  and  how  it  is  we  feel,  what  consciousness  depends  on,  and 
how  the  senses  are  made  the  ministers  not  of  impressions  only,  but  of 
knowledge  ?  The  whole  mystery  seems  to  be  in  our  hands.  'Tis  here, 
if  only  we  could  stay  the  fleeting  breath,  and  grasp  it  as  it  flics. 

So  men  have  reasoned  ;  as  we  should  reason  were  we  in  their  place. 
And  so  they  have  been  deluded  by  a  false  hope  into  the  attainment  of 
solid  benefits.  They  have  dug  into  the  field  of  the  brain  at  every  point 
in  search  of  a  treasure  which  was  never  there ;  but  a  rich  harvest  has 
repaid  them.  The  fable  of  the  old  man  and  his  sons  is  a  picture  of  our 
relation  to  nature.  We  are  ever  allured  to  labour  by  promise  of  a  hidden 
treasure,  and  ever  fruitful  fields  of  unsuspected  worth  reward  the  wasted 
toil.  The  philosopher's  stone  entrapped  men  into  chemistry;  the  hope 
of  astrologic  lore  into  the  knowledge  of  the  stars ;  the  pursuit  of  the 
hidden  secrets  of  the  soul  has  richly  cheated  us  into  an  acquaintance  with 
the  vital  laws  of  consciousness ;  and  so  has  revealed  to  us  the  method  of 
fulfilling  their  demands. 

Cells  in  the  centre,  and  fibres  running  to  and  from  them  (as  we  have 
seen  in  a  previous  paper),  constitute  the  spinal  cord  and  its  nerves  ;  and 
we  can  understand  tolerably  well  how  these  simple  elements  should 
suffice  for  the  ends  which  the  spinal  cord  and  its  nerves  fulfil.  Given 
the  groups  of  muscles  which  move  the  various  portions  of  the  body,  and 
let  them  be  connected  with  central  organs  capable  of  receiving  impres- 
sions, of  multiplying  and  reflecting  them  in  definite  directions,  and  we 
can  sec  how  an  exquisite  mechanical  arrangement  of  such  elements  should 
bring  to  pass  the  most  delicate  or  complex  movements.  Cells  to  generate 
force,  and  fibres  to  bring  and  carry  stimulus,  are  suitable  enough  to  pro- 
duce unconscious  actions,  however  rational  they  may  look,  or  fruitful  in 
uses  they  may  be.  There  is  an  adaptation  between  the  means  and  the 
eud.  We  may  even  explain  a  great  part  of  instinct  so.  But  what  have 
cells  and  fibres  to  do  with  thought,  with  love,  with  moral  choico  and 
will  ?  Yet  beyond  these  there  is  nothing  visible  in  the  brain.  In  studying 
vol.  v.— no.  28.  20. 
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the  spinal  cord,  we  have  made  acquaintance  with  all  that  the  acutest 
anatomist  can  show  us  there. 

Such  identity  of  structure,  such  difference  of  use !  It  is  very  per- 
plexing. Yet  we  need  not  fall  back  on  the  idea  urged  by  some,  that  since 
the  brain  is  used  for  feeling  and  for  thinking,  therefore  the  spinal  cord 
(which  is  just  like  it,  only  arranged  inside  out)  must  be  so  too ;  and  that, 
in  fact,  our  backs  contrive  and  will,  though  we  know  nothing  of  it. 
Disappointing  as  it  is  to  find  only  these  inexplicable  cells  where  we  might 
have  hoped  for  so  much  more,  we  may,  perhaps,  find  a  better  consolation 
than  that  theory  affords.  May  we  venture  to  suggest  a  larger  notion  ? 
Since,  in  this  instance  of  the  brain,  it  is  undeniable  that  material  actions 
depend  on  mind,  may  we  not  accept  this  as  the  rule  of  all  material 
actions?  "What  is  once,  surely  may  be  always.  The  brain  then  would 
not  differ  from  other  material  existences  in  being  connected  with  feeling 
and  with  thought,  but  would  be  distinguished  merely  by  being  connected 
with  thought  and  feeling  that  are  ours.  It  reveals  to  us,  so,  the  law  of 
all  matter — to  be  ruled  and  moved  by  mind :  but  the  brain  alone  is  thus 
ruled  and  moved  directly  by  our  mind.  Of  the  mind  that  rules  and  uses 
the  rest  of  nature  we  are  not  conscious;  it  is  not  "we,"  but  it  is  not 
therefore  non-existent.  The  brain  seems  to  us,  then,  so  strange  an  excep- 
tion in  nature,  because  only  at  this  one  point  do  we  rightly  perceive  it  as 
an  instrument  of  consciousness.  The  apparent  exception  comes,  not  from 
peculiarity  in  this  case,  but  from  our  not  perceiving  what  is  in  the  rest. 
One  point  in  favour  of  this  theory  would  be,  that  it  supposes  nothing  but 
what  we  are  obliged  on  any  theory  to  admit.  And  this  at  least  we  know, 
that  persistent  effort,  long-continued  Btudy,  or  persevering  will,  modify 
the  brain  of  man,  and  will  even  in  time  perceptibly  alter  its  form.  The 
brain  at  least  is  moved  by  mind. 

Cells  and  fibres!  Surely  no  one  would  have  believed  how  much  could 
be  done  with  them.  Being  the  simplest  means  of  effecting  the  offices 
needed  from  the  little  nervous  system  of  the  lowest  creatures,  they  are  still 
used  when  there  are  added  on  to  these  the  lofty  functions  of  human  life. 
For  it  is  part  of  nature's  grand  economy  ever  to  employ  existing  re- 
sources; to  construct  the  higher  from  the  lower,  and  on  the  pattern 
which  that  lower  affords.  The  advance  of  the  nervous  organization, 
therefore,  being  upwards  from  the  merely  unconscious  system,  which  is 
termed  "  reflex,"  the  superadded  parti  are  based  on  the  model  of  that ;  and 
the  reflected  actions  of  the  spinal  cord  thus  become  the  key  to  the  structure 
and  functions  of  the  brain.  In  its  germ — in  an  image,  perhaps,  we  should 
say — the  consciousness,  the  life  of  man  are  contained  in  his  spinal  cord. 
The  history  of  the  whole  may  be  read  there,  reduced  to  its  simplest  form. 

It  is  certain  that  we  have  not  been  able  to  find  the  mind  in  the  brain  ; 
but  it  is  hardly  too  much  to  say  that  we  can  find  the  brain  in  the  mind : 
that  is,  in  our  mode  of  feeling  and  thinking,  of  consciously  acting,  suffer- 
ing, and  enjoying,  we  may  find  reflected  the  constitution  of  the  brain,  and 
the  relations  of  its  parts.     Thus,  it  is  by  outward  impressions  that  our 
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mental  activity  is  called  forth ;  we  think  and  will  because  we  perceive  and 
feel.  And  when  perception  and  feeling  have  moved  us  to  reflection  and 
excited  us  to  act,  we  carry  out  our  determinations  by  a  simple  effort, 
unconscious  of  the  varied  machinery  we  have  to  put  in  motion  to  perform 
even  the  smallest  act  Clearly  there  is  a  "reflex  function"  here;  a 
stimulus  transmitted,  a  reception  at  a  centre  or  station — the  central  station 
of  all — and  a  transmission  again  of  a  stimulus  to  the  active  organs,  or 
muscles.  Consciousness  is  in  the  centre,  and  reflects,  and  Will  takes  the 
place  of  mere  physical  impulse ;  but  the  plan  and  arrangement  are  the 
same  as  in  the  spinal  cord. 

Now,  for  this  mode  of  operation,  what  order  of  parts  should  there  be  ? 
We  can  pretty  well  tell  it  beforehand.  There  is  wanted  first,  a  centre 
(consisting  of  cells,  of  course),  in  which  impressions  from  all  the  nerves 
should  be  received,  and  grouped,  ready  for  transmission  to  the  "  reflecting" 
organ  ■  then  there  musk  be  a  centre — another  mass  of  cells — for  the 
purpose  of  receiving  and  subjecting  to  the  process  of  reflection,  in  its 
double  sense,  these  impressions ;  and  finally  another  centre  to  receive  the 
single  impulse  of  the  will,  and  transmit  it  with  order  and  precision  to  the 
muscles  suited  to  carry  out  its  commands.  And  all  these  parts  must  be 
fully  united,  by  conducting  lines  of  fibres,  with  each  other  and  with  the 
spinal  cord. 

This  is  the  structure  of  the  brain  ;  speaking  generally,  of  course,  and 
disregarding  some  subordinate  parts.  In  the  main  it  consists  of  these  three 
centres,  with  their  connecting  fibres.  See  figure  1,  in  which  they  are 
exhibited,  for  simplicity's  sake,  with 
a  somewhat  exaggerated  distinct- 
ness, the  dark  portions  representing 
the  groups  of  cells.  It  will  be  seen 
that  the  gray  or  cellular  matter  is 
arranged  in  two  main  lines;— one 
covering  the  surface  in  a  continuous 
layer,  the  other  placed  in  a  series  of 
groups  at  the  base.  The  gray  matter 
which  is  at  the  surface  is  the  portion 
of  the  brain  concerned  in  thought; 
the  masses  at  the  base  are  the  centres 
of  sensation  and  motion.  The  higher 
portion  of  the  brain  is  termed  the 
hemispheres,  from  its  shape,  and  it  is  the  special  organ  of  the  mind.  It 
consists  of  cells  on  the  surface  and  fibres  within,  being  opposite  in  this 
to  the  spinal  cord,  in  which  the  fibres  are  outside.  In  the  figure,  a  is  the 
centre  for  smell,  and  sends  off  nerves  to  the  nose;  b  is,  probably,  the 


•  Is  it  not  curious  that  the  word  "  reflect "  should  possess  the  twofold  meaning 
which  it  has— assigned  to  it,  moreover,  long  before  the  construction  of  the  bruin  wan 
understood? 
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centre  for  motion,  and  c  that  for  feeling.  These  two  centres  are  connected 
by  fibres  with  those  parts  of  the  spinal  cord  from  which  the  nerves  of 
motion  and  of  feeling  arise ;  that  is  with  the  front  and  the  back  part  of  it 
respectively ;  e  represents  the  spinal  cord,  and  /  the  "  little  brain,"  which 
is  situated  behind  the  brain  properly  so  called  (or  cerebrum),  and  ia 
covered  in  by  it. 

Of  this  little  brain  or  cerebellum,  as  it  is  called  (that  being  the  diminu- 
tive of  cerebrum),  what  is  the  office  ?  This  is  rather  a  doubtful  point  as 
yet,  but  the  results  of  experiments  indicate  that  it  serves  the  purpose  of 
associating  the  various  muscles,  and  enabling  the  animal  to  execute  the 
complicated  movements  which  involve  their  united  action.    Fig9.  2  and  3 


Ffe.  2. 


Pigeon  from  which  the  little  train  has  been  rcmorcd. 


show  the  contrast  presented  by  a  pigeon  from  which  the  hemispheres  of 
the  true  brain  have  been  removed,  and  one  which  has  suffered  the  losa 
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of  the  little  brain.  In  the  former  case  the  bird  is  deprived  of  anything  like 
the  power  of  thought ;  it  stands  plunged  in  a  state  of  profound  stupor,  and 
is  almost  entirely  inattentive  to  surrounding  objects.  Occasionally  it  opens 
its  eyes  with  a  vacant  stare,  stretches  its  neck,  perhaps  shakes  its  bill 
once  or  twice,  or  smoothes  down  the  feathers  upon  its  shoulders,  and  then 
relapses  into  its  former  apathy.  At  the  same  time  it  seems  to  perceive 
impressions  on  its  senses  or  skin,  and  responds  to  them  by  slight  move- 
ments. It  may  even  follow  a  light  with  its  eyes  (see  fig.  2).  The  bird 
from  which  the  little  brain  has  been  removed,  on  the  other  hand,  is  in  a 
constant  state  of  agitation.  It  is  easily  terrified,  and  endeavours  frequently, 
and  with  violent  struggles,  to  escape  the  notice  of  those  who  are  watch- 
ing it,  but  its  movements  are  sprawling  and  unnatural,  and  are  evidently 
no  longer  under  the  control  of  the  will.  It  is  incapable  of  assuming  or 
retaining  any  natural  position;  but  its  legs  and  wings  are  almost  con- 
stantly agitated  with  irregular  and  ineffectual  struggles  (see  fig.  3).  The 
little  brain,  therefore,  seems  to  act  something  like  the  part  of  a  regulating 
wheel  to  an  engine,  in  respect  to  the  larger  brain  behind  which  it  liea 
concealed.  But  it  has  doubtless  other  functions  also;  one  of  which  ia 
very  likely  to  be  that  of  maintaining  the  nervous  activity  while  the  brain 
proper  is  asleep.  The  cells  on  its  surface  are  arranged  in  layers,  closely 
packed,  so  that  on  section  it  gives  an  appearance  somewhat  like  a  tree. 
Hence  it  was  called  the  "Arbor  Vita?,"  or  Tree  of  Life  (see  fig.  4),  in  the 
early  days  of  anatomy ;  and  the  name  seems  to  recal  to  us  the  vague 
sense  of  wonder  with  which  these  structures  could  not  fail  to  impress  their 
first  discoverers. 

The  effect  of  removing  the  hemispheres  of  the  brain,  as  described 
above,  proves  them  to  be  the  organs  of  thought;  but  similar  evidence  is 
furnished  by  other  facts.  Intelligence  is  exhibited  in  the  animal  world, 
in  close  correspondence  with  the  degree  of  development  of  these  organs. 
As  the  animal  rises  in  the  scale  so  do  the  upper  parts  of  the  brain  make 
their  appearance.  In  fishes  they  are  exceedingly  small.  The  brain-case 
of  the  shark  will  scarcely  admit  the  finger.  As  we  advance  among  the 
quadrupeds  they  become  larger,  and  their  surface  is  gathered  up  into  con- 
volutions so  as  to  afford  room  for  a  greater  extent  of  gray  matter.  In 
man  the  hemispheres  of  the  brain  constitute  nine-tenths  of  its  entire 
mass;  and  the  convolutions  attain  a  size  vastly  larger  than  in  any  other 
creature.  Taking  in  both  the  great  and  the  little  brain,  they  have  been 
calculated  to  afford  a  surface,  in  a  full  sized  adult,  of  670  square  inches. 
The  convolutions  follow  a  definite  order  in  their  development ;  they  are 
always  alike  in  animals  of  the  same  class,  and  correspond  strictly  on  the 
two  sides  of  the  head. 

The  brain  may  be  regarded  as  an  expansion  and  unfolding  of  the 
spinal  cord,  which  running  up  into  the  head,  spreads  out  into  bands  of 
radiating  fibres  on  each  side.  The  form  thus  resulting  may  be  compared, 
roughly,  to  that  of  the  root  and  first  pair  of  leaves  put  forth  by  a  growing 
seed.    The  fibres  on  each  side  curve  round  in  a  beautifully  spiral  manner 
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externally,  so  as  to  return  upon  themselves,  and  they  are  thus  hidden  from 
view  by  the  gray  matter  which  covers  their  surface.    In  fig.  4,  the  lower 

part  of  the  hemi- 


spheres being  re- 
presented as  cut 
away,  the  bands  of 
fibres  are  exhibited 
in  their  course. 
Upon  them  are 
situated  two  swell- 
ings on  each  side, 
consisting  of  the 
groups  of  cells 
which,  as  we  have 
seen  (fig.  1),  con- 
stitute the  centres 
for  feeling  and  for 
motion. 

The  fibres,  thus 
diverging  from 
each  other,  leave 
in  the  middle  line 
a  narrow  inter- 
space ;  and  arching 

upwards  and  down- 
Brain  seen  from  below,  a  and  b  centre*  of  morion  and  sensation ;  e  little         ,       ,  , 

bruin  ;  d  crovlng  of  the  tlbrcs pawing  from  the  brain  to  tlic spina!  cord ;  WarciS,  they  leave 
«  nerre  of  smell ;  /  nerre  of  sight.  .  , 

also    a  central 

cavity  upon  each  side.  These  spaces,  being  divided  by  bands  of  fibres 
here  and  there,  have  received  the  fanciful  name  of  the  "  ventricles"  (or 
little  stomachs)  of  the  brain ;  and  five  of  them  are  enumerated.  They 
answer  the  purpose  of  permitting  the  free  passage  of  blood  to  and  from 
the  interior  of  the  brain,  and  are  filled  with  the  same  fluid  that  bathes 
its  exterior.  For  the  whole  of  the  central  nervous  system,  brain  and 
spinal  cord  alike,  reposes  on  a  water  bed ;  it  is  surrounded  by  a  mem- 
brane folded  on  itself  (like  a  double  night-cap  when  placed  on  the  head), 
and  filled  with  a  thin  layer  of  fluid,  closely  resembling  water.  This  fluid 
separates  the  brain  from  its  bony  case,  guards  it  from  shocks,  and  gives  it, 
both  externally  and  in  the  ventricles  within,  the  most  delicate  and  exact 
support  in  all  its  motions. 

Beneath  this  double  membrane  a  fine  tissue,  carrying  a  close  mesh  of 
blood-vessels,  immediately  overlies  the  surface  of  the  brain,  and  dipping 
down  between  the  convolutions  bathes  them  with  a  copious  supply  of 
blood ;  and  around  the  whole  there  is  wrapped  a  tough  membrane  which 
lines  tho  bones,  separates  the  various  portions  of  the  brain  by  strong 
partitions,  sends  off  sheaths  around  the  nerves,  and  furnishes  channels  for 
the  returning  blood. 
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The  brain,  then,  is  a  double  organ,  consisting  of  two  distinct  halves 
precisely  corresponding  to  each  other.  In  fact,  though  they  are  contained 
within  one  cavity,  we  have  as  truly  two  brains  as  we  have  two  eyes  or  two 
hands.  On  their  superior  aspect  these  two  brains  are  separated  by  a  deep 
interval  in  which  we  can  lay  the  hand.  They  are  united,  however,  in  man 
and  the  higher  animals,  by  large  and  numerous  bands  of  fibres  passing 
from  one  to  the  ether. 

The  doubleness  of  the  brain  has  given  rise  to  some  carious  specula- 
tions. Dr.  Wigan  argues  that  the  mind  is  double  also,  explaining  on  this 
principle  some  forms  of  mental  disease.  And  though  we  may  not  accept 
this  idea,  we  certainly  seem  to  find  in  our .  experience  many  traces  of  the 
influence  of  our  double  brain.  How  often,  for  example,  we  are  conscious 
of  carrying  on  a  train  of  thought,  and  at  the  same  time  calmly  criticizing 
ourselves  in  doing  it.  In  day-dreaming,  do  we  not  think  in  two  ways 
at  once;  indulging  unbounded  fancies  on  the  one  hand  (or  brain)  and 
holding  on  to  the  cold  reality  by  the  other  ?  If  the  latter  also  were  to 
slip  its  grasp,  how  far  should  we  be  from  temporary  madness?  In 
disease,  these  characteristics  of  thought  become  still  more  marked: 
delirium  often  begins  with  the  feeling  of  being  two  persons,  or  in  two 
conditions,  at  once ;  or  illusions  are  at  the  same  time  felt  as  realities  and 
yet  known  to  be  fake.  Can  we  help  referring  these  conditions  to  a 
disharmony  between  the  brains?  Or  those  strange  experiences  called 
"double  consciousness,"  in  which  a  person  passes  alternately  from  one 
condition  of  thought,  apprehension,  memory,  into  another  entirely  different, 
forgetting  wholly  in  the  one  state  what  lias  happened  during  the  other — do 
we  not  naturally  ascribe  them  to  an  alternate  activity  and  torpor  of  the 
two  4 'organs  of  the  mind?"  We  may  not  be  quite  right  in  these  ideas, 
but  we  can  hardly  avoid  entertaining  them.  And  even  in  healthful, 
vigorous  thought,  is  not  the  action  of  both  brains  to  be  traced?  May  not 
attention  be  the  bringing  both  of  them  to  bear  on  one  subject,  as  looking 
is  directing  both  eyes  to  a  common  point  ?  Do  we  not  almost  feel,  when 
intent  upon  a  thought,  as  if  we  grasped  it  with  one  part  of  our  mind  and 
worked  upon  it  with  another,  holding  it  steady,  as  it  were,  while  we  bring 
our  force  to  bear  upon  it  ? 

But  besides  any  uses  of  this  kind,  the  doubleness  of  the  brain  also 
serves  the  purpose  of  providing  a  surplusage  or  excess  of  power,  beyond 
that  which  is  habitually  in  demand.  We  possess  a  reservoir  of  nervous 
faculty  not  drawn  upon  in  ordinary  life,  so  that  great  losses  may  be 
sustained  by  the  brain  without  giving  rise  to  any  apparent  symptoms. 
Large  portions  of  one  hemisphere  have  been  destroyed  by  disease  or 
injury,  and  yet  the  mental  powers  have  seemed  entirely  unimpaired ;  just 
as  a  person  may  be  almost  blind  on  one  side  for  a  long  while  without 
discovering  his  loss.  Of  this  the  most  striking  instance  on  record  is, 
perhaps,  the  following,  which,  incredible  as  it  may  seem,  is  reported  on 
good  authority.  A  pointed  iron  bar,  three  and  a  half  feet  long  and 
one  inch  and  a  quarter  in  diameter,  was  driven  by  the  premature  blasting 
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of  rock  completely  through  the  side  of  the  head  of  a  man  who  vas 
present.  It  entered  below  the  temple,  and  made  its  exit  at  the  top 
of  the  forehead,  just  about  the  middle  line.  The  man  was  at  first 
stunned,  and  lay  in  a  delirious,  semi-stupefied  state  for  about  three 
weeks.  At  the  end  of  sixteen  months,  however,  he  was  in  perfect 
health,  with  the  wounds  healed  and  with  the  mental  and  bodily  functions 
unimpaired,  except  that  the  sight  was  lost  in  the  eye  of  the  injured  side.* 
Those  curious  cases,  too,  in  which  one  side  of  the  body  suffers  some  pecu- 
liar affection  exactly  limited  to  the  middle  line,  are  attributable  to  a  divert 
action  of  the  two  hemispheres  of  the  brain.  Some  persons  perspire  only 
on  one  side,  and  they  are  apt  to  be  thrown  into  this  partial  perspiration 
by  any  nervous  agitation.  Sir  Henry  Holland  mentions  the  case  of  a 
horse  which  had  this  peculiarity,  and  became  giddy  when  heated-  Many 
affections  of  the  skin,  also,  which  are  greatly  under  the  influence  of  the 
nervous  system,  are  precisely  limited  in  the  same  way. 

The  brain,  however,  consists  of  two  brains  united  into  one,  only 
because  the  body  also  is,  in  strictness,  two  bodies  united  into  one.  Each 
half  of  the  body  is  presided  over  by  its  own  half  of  the  brain ;  but  not 
by  that  which  is  nearest  to  it.  The  fibres,  descending  from  the  brain 
to  the  limbs,  cross  each  other,  and  go  to  the  opposite  side.  (See  fig.  4.) 
The  execution  of  Solomon's  judgment  was  physically,  as  well  as  morally, 
impossible.  To  divide,  is  virtually  to  decapitate,  the  living  frame.  Each 
mangled  portion  would  contain  not  its  own  brain,  but  its  fellow's.  So  it 
is  that  when  paralysis  ensues  from  disease  in  one  hemisphere  of  the  brain, 
the  opposite  side  of  the  body  is  deprived  of  its  powers.  This,  however, 
does  not  hold  of  the  face;  from  the  same  cause  the  face  may  be  rendered 
motionless  on  one  side,  and  the  limbs  on  the  other. 

But,  indeed,  the  brain  might  have  been  made  to  startle  us  with 
unforeseen  results.  Who,  for  instance,  would  have  supposed  that  the  sei: 
of  sensibility  should  be  itself  entirely  insensitive  ?  Yet  this  is  the  fact. 
While  all  parts  of  the  spinal  cord,  and  all  the  nerves,  are  sensitive  to  any 
irritant,  to  a  touch,  a  prick,  or  an  electric  shock,  any  one  of  these  exciting 
intense  pain  or  producing  convulsive  movements,  the  chief  part  of  the 
brain  is  insensible  to  them  all.  It  may  be  cut,  contused,  burnt,  electri- 
fied, done  anything  to,  with  no  result  save  that  loss  of  its  powers,  which 
follows  destruction  of  its  substance.  And  this  character  of  indifTerence  to 
direct  stimulation  seems  to  extend  (according  to  the.  careful  experiments 
of  Flourens)  just  to  those  parts  of  the  brain  which  are  concerned  in  the 
mental  processes.  Where  consciousness  is  connected  with  the  function, 
there  sensibility  to  physical  stimulus  is  lost  There  is  thus  a  sort  of 
oppositeness  between  those  portions  of  the  nervous  system  which  conduct 
impressions  to  the  central  organ,  and  those  whose  office  it  is  to  present 
these  impressions  to  the  mind.  Each  is  susceptible  of  its  appropriate 
stimulus,  and  of  that  alone.    The  brain  responds  directly  to  the  mental 

*  Treatise  on  Human  Physiology,  by  Jorci  C.  Daltow,  jtm. 
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forces  of  thought  and  will,  but  to  physical  stimuli  only  when  conveyed  to 
it  through  the  appointed  nervous  channel.  The  spinal  cord  and  nerves 
are  directly  amenable  to  physical  stimuli,  but  obey  the  mental  power  only 
when  conveyed  to  them  through  the  brain.  Each  portion  is  thus  the  con- 
verse of  the  other.  If  we  imagine  the  nervous  system  spread  out  before 
us,  it  would  be  sensitive  to  irritation  in  all  parts  except  its  centre,  while 
in  that  centre  alone  would  be  found  the  power  of  awakening  conscious- 
ness. The  brain  sits  there  like  a  monarch,  inaccessible  except  through 
his  ministers. 

Perhaps  there  is  something  similar  to  this  in  our  mental  constitution. 
We  know  well  how  little  we  can  do  by  direct  effort  in  the  way  of  remem- 
brance or  of  thinking.  Thought,  as  well  as  sensation,  has  its  appointed 
channels,  and  cannot  be  commanded.  We  cannot  compel  an  idea  to 
arise ;  we  can  only  facilitate  its  up-springing  by  opening  our  minds  to  that 
class  of  subjects  which  shall  most  readily  suggest  it  to  us.  The  mind  has 
its  own  system  of  nerves,  to  the  impulses  of  which  alone  it  will  respond ; 
these  ramify  over  the  entire  body  of  our  knowledge,  and  find  their 
expression  in  the  laws  of  the  "  association  of  ideas." 

But  one  of  the  most  curious  points  connected  with  the  action  of  the 
brain,  is  the  part  it  seems  to  play  in  what  may  be  termed  "  unconscious 
thinking."  Sir  William  Hamilton  has  pointed  out  that  our  perceptions 
are  often  made  up  of  a  number  ol  impressions,  each  of  which  is  itself 
unperceived.  When  the  roaring  of  the  sea  is  heard  at  a  distance,  the 
total  sound  is  an  aggregate  of  a  multitude  of  smaller  sounds,  those  of  the 
separate  waves,  themselves  too  weak  to  reach  the  ear.  In  a  somewhat 
similar  way,  intellectual  results  are  arrived  at  by  a  course  of  thoughts  (if 
we  must  call  them  so),  each  step  in  which  seems  too  slight  or  too  evanes- 
cent to  be  itself  perceived.  Dr.  Lay  cock  has  especially  pursued  this 
subject,  and  has  shown  how  constant  and  how  important  a  part  of  our 
experience  it  is  which  assumes  this  form.  Every  one  knows  how  often  a 
new  light  arises  on  matters  which  have  perplexed  us,  without  any  effort 
or  even  consciousness  of  our  own  about  them,  as  if  our  ideas  re-arranged 
themselves  while  we  slept,  or  attended  to  other  things;  and  the  highest 
flights  of  genius,  the  inspirations  alike  of  the  poet  and  the  man  of  science, 
are  the  forms  of  thought  which  seem  most  emphatically  to  partake  of  this 
character.  Of  these  achievements,  often,  nothing  can  be  said,  even  by  their 
authors,  but  that  "  they  come  to  them."  Now,  in  such  cases  there  seems 
good  reason  to  believe  that  physiological  laws  express  themselves.  Changes 
proceeding  in  the  brain,  in  harmony  with  nature,  afford  results  which 
partake  of  nature's  perfection ;  the  more  perfect  because  free  from  the 
bias  or  constraint  imposed  by  deliberate  effort.  The  fantastic  dreams 
which  ensue  from  the  perverted  action  of  the  brain  under  stimulant  or 
narcotic  poisoning,  present  a  parallel  but  contrasted  case.  Sometimes  in 
disease  very  singular  results  are  manifested  from  this  cause. 

In  some  of  the  odd  freaks,  again,  known  as  absence  of  mind,  we  see 
another  illustration  of  unconscious  action  in  the  brain.    There  are  two 
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kinds  of  such  absence :  sometimes  an  intense  activity  of  certain  powers 
throws  the  other  faculties  into  undue  abeyance.  Sir  Isaac  Newton  forgot 
to  cat ;  and  Socrates  is  said  to  have  stood  motionless  for  a  whole  day  and 
night.  But  sometimes  the  activity  of  these  other  faculties  is  in  excess, 
and  the  absorbed  attention  seems  to  give  an  unrestrained  liberty  to  pro- 
cesses which  should  be  held  in  check.  Thus  an  unfortunately  absent  man 
may,  quite  unknowingly,  take  up  money  not  his  own,  if  it  lies  before  him, 
and  transfer  it  to  his  own  pocket;  the  stimulus  of  sight  and  habit  not 
being  balanced  by  the  reflecting  powers.  The  possibility  of  this  occur- 
rence, which  is  quite  beyond  doubt  as  a  matter  of  fact,  might  well  be 
allowed  to  plead  on  the  side  of  mercy  in  some  cases  of  apparent  theft. 
Like  this,  too,  are  the  instances  in  which  dying  men  have  enacted  over 
again  the  parts  which  they  have  been  accustomed  to  play  in  life — the 
merchant  counting  up  his  books,  the  judge  charging  the  jury. 

But,  in  truth,  the  more  closely  we  scrutinize  our  mental  powers,  and 
note  the  laws  they  follow,  the  more  we  are  struck  with  the  narrow  limits 
within  which  our  own  action  is  restricted.  To  a  vast  extent  we  are  quite 
passive,  and  rather  suffer  our  thoughts  than  think  them.  "We  may  even 
bo  said  rather  to  suffer  than  to  do  a  large  proportion  of  our  own  actions. 
Much  of  our  life  passes  before  us  like  a  panorama,  in  which  we  are  indeed 
the  most  interested  of  spectators,  but  can  hardly  be  accounted  the  actors. 
Nay,  we  find  that  to  a  very  great  extent  our  effort  is  habitually  required, 
and  exerted,  to  control  actions  that  would  otherwise  take  place  ;  to  com- 
mand quiescence  rather  than  movement.  The  body  is  quick  to  respond  to 
innumerable  stimuli,  operating  upon  it  at  all  times  and  in  every  variety  of 
mode;  its  pent-up  force  is  ever  ready  to  break  forth,  and  does  break  forth, 
save  as  a  regulating  power  is  exerted  upon  it,  either  through  the  will 
or  the  operation  of  the  superior  parts  of  the  nervous  system.  We, 
may  take  winking  as  an  instance.  What  an  effort  it  demands  to  pre- 
vent our  eyes  from  closing,  when  any  object  threatens  to  come  into 
contact  with  them.  It  seems,  indeed,  impossible  to  avoid  tlie  action 
beyond  a  certain  nearness  of  approach,  even  when  there  is  the  most 
perfect  confidence  that,  no  contact  will  ensue,  and  there  is,  therefore, 
no  struggle  of  the  will. 

It  is  in  facts  of  this  kind  that  the  nature  of  the  brain,  and  the  part  it 
plays  in  our  experience,  are  perhaps  best  to  be  seen.  We  may  call  it  an 
instrument,  but  we  must  remember  that  it  is  itself  an  active  one.  Nay, 
for  this  very  reason  it  is  suitable  to  be  an  instrument  for  us.  Itself  a  part  of 
nature,  with  nature's  laws  expressing  themselves  within  it  in  constantly 
recurring  activities,  it  lays  for  our  consciousness  exactly  the  basis  that  we 
need.  We  are  thus  brought,  by  its  means,  into  relation  with  the  material 
world  in  its  highest  and  intensest  form,  and  read  off,  as  it  were,  in  the  form 
of  thoughts,  the  culminating  processes  of  Life — itself  the  crown  and  flower 
of  all  the  physical  developments  of  force.  The  brain  presents  Nature  to 
our  conscious  part,  and  presents  it  worthily. 

Again,  the  brain,  united  by  means  of  the  nerves  with  every  portion  of 
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our  bodily  frames,  and  thus  transmitting  to  every  portion  in  its  turn  the 
stimulu*  which  results  from  the  actions  that  take  place  within  it,  renders 
the  whole  body  the  representative  and  exponent  of  the  soul.  Expressed 
to  consciousness,  on  the  one  hand,  in  the  form  of  emotion  or  of  thought, 
these  same  actions  in  the  brain,  upon  the  other,  penetrate,  and  mould  by 
a  subtle  alchemy,  the  most  interior  recesses  of  the  body,  and  their  effects 
proclaim  themselves  on  lip  or  cheek,  in  eye  or  hand.  Thus  the  subordina- 
tion of  the  body  to  the  mind  is  effected  perfectly,  and  without  care  on  our 
jwrt  ;  as,  indeed,  no  care  of  ours  could  ever  avail  to  maintain  it  through 
nil  the  innumerable  variations  of  the  mental  states.  And  here  the  signifi- 
cance of  the  various  "  centres,"  or  groups  of  cells,  which  we  have  seen  to 
enter  into  the  formation  of  the  brain  again  becomes  apparent.  Besides 
the  actions  which  take  place  unconsciously  within  us,  even  those  of  which 
ve  are  distinctly  conscious  are  of  different  kinds.  Some  are  immediately 
dependent  upon  sensations.  The  act  of  sneezing,  for  example,  is  one  which 
do  eflTort  of  the  will  can  exactly  reproduce ;  it  follows  directly  upon  a 
peculiar  feeling,  and  demands  for  its  production  that  the  feeling  should  be 
of  a  certain  intensity.  Tears  and  laughter,  when  caused  by  physical 
sensations — by  tickling  or  by  pain — come  under  the  same  category.  There 
is  tons  a  whole  class  of  actions  which  depend  upon'  sensation,  and  these 
have  their  own  demonstrable  centre  in  the  brain.  At  least,  there  is  suffi- 
cient evidence  to  make  it  exceedingly  probable  that  one  of  the  swellings 
^hich  are  formed  upon  the  fibres  coming  up  from  the  spinal  cord  and 
expanding  outwards  to  the  hemispheres,  is  this  centre  (see  figs.  1  and  4)* 
Impressions  on  the  nerves  may  reach  this  spot,  and  be  at  once  reflected 
—that  is,  may  excite  a  change  in  the  cells  collected  there,  and  put  into 
activity  the  nerves  proceeding  to  certain  groups  of  muscles,  or  to  certain 
glands.  When  this  is  the  case,  we  have  an  action  dependent  on,  or  at 
l«ut  connected  with,  sensation,  and  not  involving  any  of  the  higher 
faculties,  as  thought  or  will. 

In  the  tendency  of  the  brain  to  give  rise  to  actions  of  this  class,  lies 
a  chief  source  of  the  power  of  habit,  and  the  fatal  bondage  under  which 
the  victim  of  habitual  vice  is  laid,  and  so  often  struggles  in  vain.  The 
chain  between  sensation  and  its  consequent  acts  grows  stronger  with 
practice,  and  acquires  ever  new  directions.  It  is  thus  that  irresistible 
influence  of  the  desire  lor  drink,  which  is  now  recognized  as  nothing  less 
than  a  distinct  form  of  insanity  by  the  best  pathologists,  becomes  esta- 
blished ;  the  taste  or  even  the  sight  becomes  all-powerful,  and  brings  on 
the  accustomed  act  while  the  will  is  almost  asleep. 

And  very  far  short  of  this  utter  wreck  and  ruin  of  the  man,  the  pre- 
dominance of  the  inferior  portion  of  the  brain  may  still  be  exhibited  in  the 
undue  influence  of  sense,  in  various  ways.  There  is  ever  a  tendency  in  us 
to  Buffer  the  immediate  link  of  sensuous  feeling  with  thought  or  action  to 
anticipate  or  set  aside  the  verdict  of  the  nobler  powers ;  and  this  tendency 
i*  no  less  visible  in  the  intellectual  than  in  the  moral  life  of  man,  and  vitiates 
kiief  no  less  than  deeds.    The  demand  upon  our  manhood  ever  is  to 
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counteract  this  facile  connection  between  sensation  and  its  natural  conse- 
quents. The  struggle  which  constitutes  our  life  is  thus  forewritten  in  our 
brains. 

The  last  and  highest  "  centre  "  in  the  brain  is  the  gray  matter  spread 
upon  its  surface,  and  embracing  in  its  many  folds  the  substance  of  the 
hemispheres.  Here  we  approach  the  very  throne  of  thought,  but  we 
recognize  essentially  the  same  relations  that  we  have  met  with  before. 
The  final  secret  of  our  will  is  not  to  be  read  even  here.  The  highest  por- 
tions of  the  nervous  system  consent  to  be  governed  by  the  same  laws 
which  regulate  the  operation  of  the  inferior  parts ;  like  them  receiving  and 
reacting  on  impressions.  The  thoughts  that  pass  through  our  minds  give 
rise  to  actions  that  may  be  quite  involuntary,  and  indicate  merely  the 
reflecting  of  a  stimulus  from  the  hemispheres  of  the  brain ;  just  as  in 
other  cases  it  is  reflected  from  the  centre  of  feeling  at  its  base,  or  from 
the  spinal  cord.  Certain  exaggerated  actions  of  this  kind  have  furnished 
ground  for  much  wonderment  and  some  imposture,  and  have  been  set 
forth,  under  the  name  of  "  electro-biology,"  and  so  on,  as  the  basis  of  new 
sciences ;  yet  they  present  nothing  of  the  marvellous  to  any  one  who  has 
mastered  the  physiological  significance  of  the  hearty  laugh  which  a  good 
and  timely  joke  never  fails  to  elicit  from  a  well-constituted  mind.  Ideas, 
simply  as  ideas,  or  through  the  influence  of  emotions  excited  by  them, 
produce  actions  in  the  body,  if  not  prevented  either  by  the  presence  of 
other  ideas  or  by  an  active  will.  No  one  who  has  uttered  an  involuntary 
exclamation  of  joy,  or  lifted  his  hands  in  surprise,  or  been  nauseated  by 
an  idea  suddenly  suggested,  can  doubt  the  fact.  Nor  is  it  difficult  to 
understand.  Those  nervous  cells,  apart  from  which  ideas  never  come  to 
us,  were  spread  over  the  fibres  of  the  brain  in  order  that  it  might  be  so. 
When,  therefore,  a  ring  suspended  from  the  fingers  strikes  the  hour  against 
a  glass,  or  hats  and  tables  are  endowed  with  abnormal  energy  by  the 
laying  on  of  hands ;  or  when  a  patient,  first  reduced  to  a  passive  and 
absorbed  condition,  acts  out  the  part  suggested  to  him ; — we  simply  have 
exhibited  to  us,  isolated,  and  as  it  were  dissected  out,  certain  elements 
which  are  essential  to  our  nature,  and  without  which,  in  their  due 
balance  and  proportion,  man  would  lose  some  of  his  most  characteristic 
&ttrit)  iitcs  • 

The  plan  on  which  the  nervous  system 
Fig.  5.        Jr    is  constructed   is   well  illustrated  by  the 
^      subjoined   diagrams,  which  we  copy  from 
Dr.  Draper.     Fig.  5  exhibits  the  simple 
nervous  circle :  a  fibre  to  receive  an  impres- 
sion, a  cell  at  the  centre,  and  another  fibre 
passing  off  from  it  to  convey  the  stimulus  to 
a  muscle.    The  next  step  is  the  addition  to 
these  simple  elements  of  another  centre  (a 
cell  or  number  of  cells),  connected  with  the  former,  to  which  a  portion 
of  the  stimulus  is  conveyed,  and  in  which  a  certain  amount  of  force  may 
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be  stored  up  for  future  use,  and  serve  to  modify  the  influence  of  future 
impressions.  Thus  we  understand  how  variable  results  may  be  produced 
by  the  same  stimuli  (fig.  6).  In  fig.  7,  the 
fibre  conveying  the  stimulus  away  from  the 
centre  is  suppressed,  so  that  the  total  efFect 
of  the  impression  received  is  stored  up. 
The  first  of  these  forms  (fig.  5)  represents 
the  structure  of  the  spinal  cord ;  the  second 
and  third  (figs.  6  and  7)  represent  the  cord 
combined  with  the  "  centre  of  sensation," 
in  the  base  of  the  brain.  Fig.  8  shows 
the  addition  of  yet  a  third  centre— that  of  thought.  Here  the  inter- 
mediate centre  is  shown  double  ;  one  portion  being  assigned  for  the 
reception  of  impressions  (centre  of  sensation),  the 
other  for  the  transmission  of  stimuli  to  the  muscles 
(centre  of  motion).  Under  these  simple  forms  all  the 
modes  of  action  of  the  nervous  system  may  be  c 
classed  : — a  represents  the  intellectual  brain  ;  6,  the 
sensational  brain,  and  probable  seat  of  instinct ;  and  b 
ct  the  spinal  cord  (or  "  automatic  brain  ").  These 
three  conjoined,  and  mutually  modified  in  their  action  0 
by  each  other,  exhibit  the  sum  total  of  the  nervous  life. 
Of  course,  upon  the  "  intellectual  brain "  the  mind 
or  spirit  operates.  At  least  in  our  present  ignorance  we  must  so  speak. 
On  physiological  grounds,  some  power  which  operates  on  the  nervous 
system  fiom  above  may  be  reasonably  postulated ;  but  whether  (if  we 
knew  how  to  look  for  it)  a  truer  notion  might  not  be  obtained,  which 
might  enable  us  to  avoid  the  hopeless  chasm  that  seems  to  separate 
"  mind  and  matter,"  we  need  not  here  anticipate.  We  must  also  leave 
on  one  side  the  question  of  phrenology  or  the  supposed  division  of  the 
intellectual  brain  into  distinct  organs. 

In  endeavouring  to  trace  the  mutual  influence  of  the  brain  and  the 
other  organs  of  the  body,  our  great  guide  is  found  in  the  principle  of  the 
constancy  of  force.  If  we  remember  that  an  action  once  commenced,  in 
the  material  world,  does  not  cease,  but  goes  on  indefinitely  producing 
equivalent  effects,  and  that  this  law  holds  good  as  much  in  the  living 
body  as  in  the  rest  of  nature,  the  foundation  of  this  mutual  interaction, 
difficult  though  it  may  be  to  trace  in  all  its  details,  becomes  perfectly 
simple.  The  nervous  system,  indeed,  may  be  regarded  as  a  structure 
adapted  for  turning  this  law  of  nature  to  account,  and  for  employing  on 
useful  purposes  the  indestructible  force  that  is  ever  circulating  through  the 
body.  The  nerves  afford  to  it  channels  of  least  resistance,  and  conduct  it 
where  it  will  produce  results  that  are  needful  for  the  animal,  or  at  least — 
when  no  derangement  is  present — harmless.  Thus  the  muscles  carry  off, 
and  return  into  the  world  without,  the  force  arising  from  the  brain- 
changes  which  our  conscious  life  involves.    They  are  at  once  instruments 
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of  motion  and  safety-valves ;  sometimes  one  of  these  offices  predominating, 
sometimes  the  other.  Laughing  is  an  evident  instance  of  the  latter  use ; 
-walking  may  be  either.  Conversely,  the  nervous  system  takes  up,  and  is 
thrown  into  action  by,  the  force  resulting  from  the  innumerable  changes 
which  take  place  in  the  other  organs. 

If  the  influence  which  the  brain  thus  exerts  be  prevented  from  travelling 
in  one  direction,  it  takes  another.  But  it  never  fails.  Thus  it  is  that 
controlled  emotion,  or  passion  which  finds  no  outward  vent,  is  so  powerful! 
and  often  so  disastrous,  in  its  effects  upon  the  health.  The  will  has  a  certain 
power  to  direct  the  action  through  one  or  another  set  of  nerves,  but  some 
equivalent  action  it  cannot  avert.  Manifest  or  hidden,  every  mental  state 
will  have  its  full  proportionate  effect. 

The  power  of  the  brain  over  the  vital  condition  of  the  body  is  exerted 
through  a  particular  set  of  nerves,  which  have  been  called  the  "  sympa- 
thetic system."  These  are  somewhat  smaller  and  simpler  than  the  nerves 
of  sensation  and  of  motion,  with  which,  however,  they  are  intimately 
connected.  They  are  distributed  to  the  organs  on  which  life  depends  (the 
lungs,  heart,  stomach,  and  to  the  blood-vessels  all  over  the  body. 
Blushing  is  effected  through  their  agency,  and  through  them,  too,  the 
pallor  which  accompanies  fear  or  anger.  And  in  these  instances  we  have 
revealed  to  us  the  main  secret  of  the  control  exerted  by  the  brain  over 
all  the  vital  processes.  The  condition  of  the  blood-vessels  everywhere, 
and  especially  in  the  most  vital  organs,  is  regulated  from  moment  to 
moment  by  its  changing  moods.  Even  the  vessels  from  which  it  draws 
its  own  supply  are  subject  to  the  same  influence,  and  it  immediately  con- 
trols the  nutrition,  not  only  of  its  servitors,  but  of  its  own  substance. 

Thus  the  condition  of  the  brain  is  necessarily  the  key  to  that  of  the 
whole  body ;  both  directly,  by  its  power  over  the  heart  and  the  breathing, 
and  still  more  profoundly  by  its  indirect  control  over  the  supply  of  blood, 
its  influence  is  universally  paramount.  There  is  no  mystery  in  the  effects 
produced  on  health  by  excess  of  mental  labour,  or  by  long-continued  care, 
nor  in  the  bodily  torpor  which  attends  a  merely  inactive  mind.  "  Nervous- 
ness "  naturally  results  from  an  over-taxed  brain :  it  is  an  expression  of 
its  deranged  circulation  and  imperfect  nutrition.  The  wonder  surely  is, 
not  that  it  occurs  so  often,  but  that  amid  the  rude  shocks  to  which  our 
life  is  subject  it  is  not  more  frequently  experienced.  The  self-regulating 
power  which  preserves  the  balance  true,  amid  such  variety  of  circumstance, 
might  well  excite  our  surprise.  It  is  like  that  adapting  power,  possessed 
in  its  greatest  degree  by  man  alone  of  all  the  higher  animals,  by  which  all 
climates  can  be  borne  and  all  diets  assimilated.  And  if  we  could  see 
aright,  doubtless  we  should  find  that  man  exceeds  other  creatures  as 
much  in  his  power  to  bear  safely  mental  changes  as  those  of  external 
circumstance.  We  might  thus  explain  the  frequent  instances  narrated  of 
the  death  of  animals  separated  from  their  fellows  or  their  masters.  Their 
lower  nature  may  lm  more  difficult  to  rouse,  but  their  brain  succumbs 
more  readily. 
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The  intimate  relations  which  mast  exist  between  the  brain  and  the 
health  of  the  whole  body,  appear  still  more  manifest,  if  we  take  into  account 
the  relative  amount  of  the  activity  that  is  concentrated  within  this  single 
organ.  In  no  other  is  the  poise  of  the  forces  apparently  so  delicate  or 
so  easily  disturbed,  and  in  none,  accordingly,  is  there  anything  like  the 
same  amount  of  change.  Of  the  beautiful  contrivances  by  which  the 
supply  of  blood  is  regulated,  and  a  channel  furnished  to  guard  against 
disturbing  circumstances,  we  have  not  had  time  to  speak  ;  but  the  mere 
quantity  of  blood  sent  to  the  brain  speaks  volumes.  It  has  been 
variously  estimated  at  from  a  fourth  to  a  fifth  of  the  whole  blood  in  the 
body ;  and  the  same  tale  of  immense  activity  is  told,  not  only  by  the 
phosphorus  which  exists  in  large  measure  in  the  nervous  substance,  and 
especially  in  the  cells,  but  by  the  vast  amount  of  waste  of  which 
evidence  is  given  after  mental  labour.  According  to  the  best  comparisons 
that  have  been  made,  the  total  bodily  waste  from  this  cause  vastly  exceeds 
in  amount  that  which  attends  an  equal  period  of  hard  muscular  exertion. 
From  this  it  is  easy  to  understand  the  ill  effects  of  too  protracted  or 
exhausting  mental  toil.  But  another  lesson  is  equally  taught  by  the  same 
facts — a  lesson  of  an  opposite  kind,  indeed,  yet  resting  on  the  same 
physiological  basis,  and  warranted  by  an  experience  not  less  conclusive. 
If  exhaustive  labour  of  the  brain  overstrains  the  vessels,  and  consumes 
the  vital  energy  at  a  greater  rate  than  it  can  be  replaced,  the  absence  of 
its  clue  use  is  no  less  certainly  hurtful  on  the  other  side.  The  energies 
of  every  vital  function  receive  a  considerable  and  essential  portion  of 
their  stimulus  from  the  activity  which  the  brain  is  adapted  to  carry 
on.  The  torpid,  unhealthy  frame,  and  languid  circulation  of  the  idiot, 
are  but  an  exaggerated  instance  of  the  unnatural  torpor  to  which  he 
condemns  himself  who  wastes  his  life  in  indolence,  or  consumes  it  in 
dissipation.  To  him  Nature,  indeed,  has  been  kinder,  but  he  docs  but 
abuse  her  bounty  to  be  a  worse  enemy  to  himself. 

If  we  would  have  our  bodies  healthy,  our  brains  must  be  used,  and  used 
in  orderly  and  vigorous  ways,  that  the  life-giving  streams  of  force  may  flow 
down  from  them  into  the  expectant  organs,  which  can  minister  but  as  they 
are  ministered  unto.  We  admire  the  vigorous  animal  life  of  the  Greeks, 
and  with  justice  we  recognize,  and  partly  seek  to  imitate,  the  various  gym- 
nastic and  other  means  which  they  employed  to  secure  it.  But  probably 
we  should  make  a  fatal  error  if  we  omitted  from  our  calculation  the  hearty 
and  generous  earnestness  with  which  the  highest  subjects  of  art,  specu- 
lation, and  politics  were  pursued  by  them.  Surely  in  their  case  the 
beautiful  and  energetic  mental  life  was  expressed  in  the  athletic  and 
graceful  frame.  And  were  it  a  mere  extravagance  to  ask  whether  some 
part  of  the  lassitude  and  weariness  of  life,  of  which  we  hear  so  much  in 
our  day,  might  be  due  to  lack  of  mental  occupation  on  worthy  subject^ 
exciting  and  repaying  a  generous  enthusiasm,  as  well  as  to  an  over-exer- 
cise on  lower  ones? — whether  an  engrossment  on  matters  which  have  not 
substance  enough  to  justify  or  satisfy  the  mental  grasp,  be  not  at  the  loot 
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of  some  part  of  the  maladies  which  affect  our  mental  convalescence? 
Any  one  who  tries  it  soon  finds  out  how  wearying,  how  disproportionately 
exhausting,  is  an  overdose  of  "  light  literature,"  compared  with  an  equal 
amount  of  time  spent  on  real  work.  Of  this  we  may  be  sure,  that  the 
due  exercise  of  brain — of  thought — is  one  of  the  essential  elements  of 
human  life.  The  perfect  health  of  a  man  is  not  the  same  as  that  of  an 
ox  or  a  horse.  The  preponderating  capacity  of  his  nervous  part  demands 
a  corresponding  life. 

But  the  very  same  causes  which  make  the  normal  exercise  of  the  brain 
especially  needful,  render  its  excess  especially  baneful.  The  signs  of  this 
excess — or  excess  combined  with  misdirection — meet  us  on  all  hands ;  in 
weariness,  despondency,  disgust,  or  causeless  anger ;  in  racking  neuralgic 
pains,  or  gradual  decay  of  vital  power,  or  in  the  insidious  threatenings  of 
serious  disease.  How  could  these  results  be  guarded  against,  we  ask? 
The  answer  can  be  but  one.  Health  can  no  more  be  obtained  without  its 
price  than  anything  else.  Nature  has  for  ever  forbidden  it.  The  flame 
of  life  can  neither  be  fed  nor  renewed  with  stolen  fire.  The  one  condition 
of  rescue  from  the  effects  of  overwork  is  rest  and  change;  fresh  air  and 
the  soothing  influence  of  natural  scenery  if  they  can  be  obtained ;  and  he 
is  a  false  promiser  who  offers  any  other. 

*\Ve  are  apt  to  grumble  at  the  condition,  and  say  it  cannot  be  fulfilled. 
There  are  some  cases  in  which  it  cannot :  some  heroic  lives  (the  happiest 
they  of  all)  which  must  be  laid — either  by  the  force  of  internal  impulse, 
or  the  claims  of  inexorable  duty — a  sacrifice  upon  that  altar  which  the 
human  race  feeds  ever  with  new  victims.  And  of  these,  not  a  few  names 
are  fresh  in  the  memories,  and  should  be  warm  in  the  hearts  of  men : 
Lord  Herbert,  Mr.  Wilson,  Augustus  Welby  Pugin,  rise  to  our  thoughts 
at  once.  But  if  we  look  with  a  more  heedful  eye,  it  may  be  that  this 
demand  for  moderation  in  mental  toil  will  appear  as  beautiful  as  it  is 
inevitable ;  as  good  and  full  of  benefits  for  man,  as  it  is  demonstrably 
involved  in  the  nature  of  his  frame.  True,  the  command  to  rest  imposes 
limits,  often  painfully  felt,  on  human  activity.  But  let  us  suppose  that 
these  limits  had  been  wanting,  or  indefinitely  removed — were  not  human 
life  blasted  in  its  fairest  parts  ?  If  unbounded  work  could  have  been  done 
by  man,  would  not  his  moral  nature  have  been  utterly  dwarfed  and 
crushed  ?  Disease  and  death— good  angels  in  disguise — step  in  to  inter- 
pose between  us  and  fatal  ills.  Our  life  is  selfish  and  cruel  enough;  but 
what  would  it  have  become  if  a  common  weakness  had  not  bound  men 
together  ?  Even  now  we  hear,  not  without  indignation,  of  houses  in 
which,  though  one  week's  holiday  is  granted  in  the  year,  it  is  withheld  if 
through  sickness  the  stipulated  seven  days  have  been  consumed  ;  so  that 
the  men  who  need  it  most  pass  years  in  such  employ,  and  get  no  holiday. 

For  the  sake  of  the  moral  lessons  it  teaches  man,  we  may  welcome 
the  demand  to  limit  labour,  even  when  it  presses  most  vexatiously  upon 
us.  But  there  is  another  lesson,  also,  which  it  might  help  us  to  learn. 
Incessant  work  and  worry  kill  the  man  through  his  brain.    The  brain, 


Digitized  by  Google 


THE  BRAIN  AND  ITS  USE. 


425 


then,  is  not  constructed  for  a  world  that  demands  incessant  work  and 
worry ;  it  rejects  that  view  of  it,  and  of  our  life,  with  an  emphatic 
negative.  The  world  for  which  it  was  designed  was  one  on  which  thought 
might  rest  in  peace,  and  exertion  be  restrained  within  reasonable  bounds. 
It  was  a  world  about  which  we  need  not  fret  ourselves,  and  our  interests 
in  which  we  might  hold  lightly.  Is  there  not  the  glimmer  of  a  revelation 
here  ?  In  the  very  nature  He  has  given  us,  does  not  our  Maker  vouch  that 
this  world  is  such  an  one,  if  we  did  but  know  it  truly  ?  Our  life  is  a  riddle, 
doubtless ;  but  we  may  know  what  sort  of  a  solution  it  shall  have. 

A  few  points  respecting  the  brain,  and  the  use  of  it,  we  have  thus 
picked  out ;  leaving  the  tale,  perforce,  much  less  than  half  told.  With  a 
few  words  more  we  must  conclude.  The  relations  which  the  brain  bears 
to  nature  afford  us  the  most  instructive  guidance  as  to  the  means  which 
are  adapted  to  maintain  its  health.  The  very  life  of  it  is  in  change. 
"We  have  seen  that  its  activity  is  always  elicited  by  excitors — that  is,  by 
changes  in  the  circumstances  under  which  it  is  placed.  It  is  perpetually 
being  raised  up  to  a  certain  pitch  or  level,  and  then  perpetually  readjusting 
itself  to  new  conditions.  Monotony  is  stagnation,  and  to  it  stagnation  is 
decay.  It  is  by  variety  that  its  powers  are  developed  and  maintained. 
Thus,  for  example,  it  is  neither  in  an  exclusively  rustic  life,  nor  in  one 
passed  wholly  in  a  city,  that  the  most  perfect  energy  of  brain  or  mind  can 
be  expected ;  but  rather  in  alternations  between  the  two*  Each  condition 
then  prepares  for  the  highest  operation  of  the  other.  The  organization 
rapidly  adjusts  itself  to  conditions  which  are  permanent ;  and  in  the  purer 
air  the  entire  level  of  the  life  is  carried  to  a  different  pitch  rather  than 
special  energy  developed.  The  invention  of  towns  were  a  pure  gain  to 
humanity,  if  due  admixture  of  the  country  life  can  be  secured.  And  to 
obtain  this  advantage  for  our  labouring  populations  is  one  of  the  great 
tasks  of  our  age.  Our  physiology  teaches  us  that  the  vice  and  misery  of 
our  great  towns  can  never  be  combated  successfully  in  the  strongholds 
which  they  have  made  their  own,  and  fortified  for  ages :  the  courts  and 
alleys  where  the  poisonous  atmosphere  combines  with  all  hateful  sights 
and  sounds  at  once  to  deaden  and  to  irritate  the  nervous  sensibility.  From 
the  continued  breathing  of  a  vitiated  atmosphere  inevitably  arises  either 
apathy  or  a  craving  for  intoxicating  drinks ;  in  all  probability,  each  in 
turn.  The  dark  blood,  accumulating  in  the  vessels,  at  first  acts  as  an 
irritant,  and  then  reduces  the  organs  to  a  state  of  lowered  activity  ;  both 
conditions  alike  exciting  the  taste  for  poisonous  doses  of  alcohol.  To 
deliver  the  brains  of  the  industrious  poor  from  these  oppressive  demons 
of  bad  air  and  hateful  sights,  were  a  task  worthy  of  the  highest  ambition. 
Nor  is  it  foreign  to  our  theme.  For  of  all  work  for  the  idle,  or  change 
for  those  who  have  been  overborne  by  their  own  pressing  cares,  what 
but  a  genuine  interest  in  the  pains  and  aspirations  of  those  who  need  our 
aid  comes  nearest  to  the  true  "  Use  of  the  brain  ? " 

vol.  v. — ko.  28.  21. 
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Ox  the  19th  of  last  month,  an  explosion  at  the  Cethin  Colliery  in 
South  Wales  added  forty-eight  victims  to  the  long  list  of  those  killed 
in  coal-mines  by  fire-damp;  and  a  year  ago,  more  than  a  hundred 
lives  were  destroyed  by  the  same  terrific  agency  at  Risca,  in  the  same 
principality.  A  clergyman  from  Cethin  writes  that  he  has  known 
three  hundred  lives  lost  in  fourteen  years  in  his  district,  and  a  recent 
Parliamentary  Return  informs  us  that,  in  ten  years,  commencing  with 
1851,  no  less  than  eight  thousand  four  hundred  and  sixty-six  lives 
have  been  lost  in  our  coal-mines.  In  a  country  containing  the  first 
scientific  men  of  the  age,  deeply  penetrated  with  benevolent  feeling,  and 
inhabited  by  a  people  who  have  done  more  for  the  sorrows  and  sufferings 
of  humanity  than  any  other  people  on  the  earth,  there  appears  to  be  an 
annual  death-list  of  from  eight  hundred  to  one  thousand  coal- miners  of 
various  ages.  An  awful  sacrifice  of  life,  that  no  amount  of  relief  to  sur- 
vivors can  atone  for,  and  which  points  to  some  flagrant  neglect  of  the 
precautions  imperatively  demanded  in  collieries. 

When  we  analyse  the  origin  and  circumstances  of  the  deaths,  we 
find  that  many  are  due  to  secondary  causes— or  causes  of  secondary 
importance,  as  regards  the  numbers  destroyed  at  one  and  the  same  time. 
Thus,  falls  of  stone  from  the  roofs  of  coal-mines  frequently  occasion 
injury  and  death,  and  fatal  accidents  in  the  shafts  are  also  very  numerous; 
so  much  so,  that  in  1839,  there  were  deaths  equivalent  to  one  every  other 
day  in  the  shafts  of  mines.  But  the  most  extensively  fatal  calamities 
are  those  which  arise  from  explosions  of  fire-damp,  and  from  the  con- 
sequent creation  of  choke-damp ;  the  former  burning,  the  latter  suffo- 
cating its  victims. 

What  is  this  terrible  and  unconquered  foe — this  fearful  Fire-damp  ? 
Chemical  books  inform  us  of  its  chemical  nature  and  relations,  but  we 
very  soon  exhaust  the  little  any  one  can  say  about  it.  We  learn  that  it 
is  a  hydro-carbon,  known  as  light  carburetted  hydrogen  gas;  that  it 
abounds  in  marshes  and  swamps,  and  is  therefore  familiarly  named 
"  marsh  gas  ;"  that  it  will  burn  like  common  street  gas  (which  is  heavy 
carburetted  hydrogen),  though  it  has  little  more  than  half  the  gravity  of 
common  air,  and  that  it  is  highly  explosive,  but  in  different  degrees, 
according  to  its  predominance  in  the  atmosphere.  Thus,  an  atmospheric 
mixture  containing  one  fourteenth  part  of  fire-damp  is  simply  dangerous, 
the  danger  increasing  with  the  increase  of  gas  from  the  coal,  until  the 
mixture  reaches  the  maximum  of  danger :  namely,  when  the  proportions 
of  fire-damp  vary  from  one-ninth  to  one-eighth  ;  that  is,  in  other  word*, 
eight  volumes  of  common  air  with  one  of  fire-damp  constitute  a  highly 
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explosive  mining  atmosphere,  which  a  momentary  contact  with  flame  will 
kindle  and  explode.  Sir  Humphry  Davy  tried  the  inflammability  of 
different  proportions  with  a  common  candle,  and  the  results  were  those 
just  stated.  The  knowledge  of  these  results  bears  directly  upon  the 
importance  of  sufficient  ventilation ;  for  if  inadequate,  it  may  be  worse 
than  none  at  all,  since  if  the  air  sent  into  a  pit  is  but  just  sufficient  to 
dilute  the  fire-damp  to  the  degree  of  greatest  explosibility,  so  this 
imperfect  ventilation  may  actually  cause  the  very  evil  it  is  designed 
to  prevent,  as  it  may  constitute  an  explosive  compound,  where  without 
it  there  would  have  been  none. 

Beyond  thia  point,  and  mere  chemical  technicalities,  all  the  books  in  che- 
roistiy  we  have  seen  are  unsatisfactory.  In  relation  to  the  state  of  this  gas  in 
coal-pits,  its  original  sources,  its  mode  of  exudation,  the  causes  of  the  great 
variations  in  its  quantity,  the  unaccountable  or  unaccounted-for  circum- 
stances of  explosions,  the  reasons  for  its  sudden  and  enormous  effusion,  and 
then  its  immediate  subsequent  quiescence :  on  these  and  other  collateral 
topics,  chemical  treatises  are  more  or  less  silent.  Nor  does  their  silence 
much  discredit  the  authors  or  compilers,  since  a  man  must  necessarily 
have  observed  and  studied  in  and  around  gaseous  coal-pits  before  he 
can  acquire  any  satisfactory  information  on  so  obscure  a  subject. 

Let  us  endeavour  to  make  the  reader  acquainted  with  some  of  the 
more  generally  intelligible  results  of  what  local  observation  and  reflection 
upon  ascertained  facts  has  brought  out  within  recent  years. 

There  can  be  no  doubt  that  the  gases  evolved  from  coal  are  the  con- 
sequence of  the  continued  decomposition  of  its  substance,  or  of  the  vege- 
table matter  which  originally  gave  rise  to  its  formation.  Gas  is  stored  up 
in  small  cells  and  larger  cavities  of  the  coal-seam,  and  finds  its  way 
out  at  every  port  and  crevice.  In  some  seams — and  those  generally  the 
best  for  burning,  and  therefore  the  most  marketable  coal — it  abounds 
beyond  all  ordinary  belief,  and  proves  its  presence  by  hissing  out  with  the 
noise  of  a  simmering  tea-kettle  :  we  have  listened  to  this  low  yet  dis- 
tinctly audible  hissing  twelve  hundred  feet  underground.  In  one  mine 
the  viewer — the  late  Mr.  T.  J.  Taylor— (from  whom  we  have  learnt 
more  respecting  this  gas  than  from  any  other  man)  ordered  for  our  special 
gratification  a  general  "  firing  "  of  the  gas  in  the  main  passage  near  the 
bottom  of  the  shaft ;  when  instantly  upon  the  lifting  of  a  candle  to  the 
roof,  a  bright  blue  lambent  flame  played  in  one  sheeted  length  down  the 
whole  passage :  and  it  would  have  played  on  to  this  day,  in  all  probability, 
had  it  not  been  extinguished  by  flapping  against  the  roof  with  bags  and 
jackets.  At  the  bottom  of  the  shaft  itself  an  entire  circle  of  ever- burning 
gas-lights  displayed  the  force  and  the  abundance  of  the  gas  conducted  in 
private  pipes  from  the  interior  of  the  pit. 

But  any  visitor  to  Newcastle  may  see  something  of  the  supply  of 
this  gas,  by  repairing  to  Wallsend  at  night,  without  descending  the 
mine.  Standing  near  the  old  colliery,  he  will  perceive  a  tall  slender  pipe 
whence  issues  a  perpetual  flame  of  several  feet  in  length,  which  streams 
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about  with  the  wind,  illuminating  the  adjacent  fields,  and  casting  a  broad 
glare  over  the  blackness  around.  There  is  something  terribly  significant 
in  that  unceasing  flame,  for  it  is  the  perpetual  combustion  of  a  huge 
reservoir  of  fire-damp  below — a  barred-up  district  of  about  fifty  acres 
of  a  valuable  but  very  fiery  seam  of  coal.  For  twenty  or  thirty  years  has 
this  jet  of  fire-damp  been  flaming  night  and  day,  and  though  its  size  and 
brilliancy  have  much  diminished  of  late  years,  it  still  burns,  and  may  burn 
on  for  twenty  or  thirty  years  more.  It  was  computed  at  first  that 
eleven  hogsheads  of  gas  came  forth  from  the  mine  every  minute  to  feed 
this  flame  :  that  is,  the  almost  incredible  quantity  of  fifteen  thousand 
eight  hundred  and  forty  hogsheads  of  gas  in  twenty-four  hours;  but 
varying  the  expression  to  cubic  feet,  and  taking  the  mean  of  several 
observations,  the  average  discharge  has  been  estimated  at  sixty-six  cubic 
feet  of  gas  each  minute,  and  the  mean  quantity  annually  evolved  at 
thirty-four  and  a  half  millions  of  cubic  feet,  which  is  equal  to  the  solid 
contents  of  a  bed  of  coal  five  feet  thick  and  one  hundred  and  sixty  acres 
in  extent.  Such  is  the  issue  of  one  year's  consumption,  and  the  issue 
of  the  first  twenty  years  would  in  all  be  very  nearly  seven  hundred 
millions  of  cubic  feet  of  gas ! 

A  few  years  ago,  the  viewer  of  the  mine  had  occasion  to  unclose 
and  enter  this  subterranean  gasometer,  for  the  purpose  of  forming 
a  road  near  it  for  mining  business.  Upon  his  entrance,  an  immense  dis- 
charge of  gas  greeted  him;  this  was  met  with  a  strong  pressure  of 
fresh  air,  the  two  atmospheres  buffeting  with  each  other  in  aerial  conflict, 
until  the  gas  gave  way,  and  the  pure  air  made  its  entrance  good,  together 
with  the  viewer.  At  length  he  completed  the  desired  road,  and  built  up 
a  strong  brick  wall  as  a  barrier  to  the  extension  of  the  fire-damp ;  then 
he  retreated,  and  returning  to  the  surface,  relit  the  slender  tube,  which 
again  emitted  eight  or  nine  feet  of  streaming  flame  by  night  and  by 
day.  Other  fiery  pipes  might  be  erected  and  kindled  in  other  fiery  coal- 
fields. Near  the  scene  of  the  Cethin  explosion,  at  Aberdare,  in  Glamor- 
ganshire, a  manager  of  a  coal-pit  collected  and  carried  off  fire-damp 
from  a  subterranean  reservoir  through  a  series  of  pipes  to  the  surface; 
and  when  the  uppermost  pipe  was  lit,  at  a  height  of  five  feet  from  the 
ground,  a  flame  of  three  yards  in  length  burst  forth. 

These  instances  enable  us  to  estimate  the  abundance  of  fire-damp;  and 
others  will  qualify  us  to  judge  of  its  force.  While  the  hewers  were  at 
work  at  Walker's  colliery  on  the  Tyne,  in  1846,  a  large  mass  of  coal, 
eight  feet  long  on  one  side  and  four  feet  on  another,  with  a  height  of  six 
feet,  and  of  eleven  tons  weight,  was  forced  violently  from  its  natural  bed 
and  followed  by  a  copious  discharge  of  fire-damp.  Two  men  labouring 
in  an  adjacent  passage  of  the  pit  with  safety -lamps,  saw  one  of  their  lamps 
extinguished,  and  the  other  nearly  covered  with  small  fragments  of  coal ; 
fortunately  they  were  able  to  communicate  with  the  other  miners,  who 
extinguished  their  lamps  and  hastened  to  the  bottom  of  the  shaft,  when 
they  speedily  signalled  and  were  drawn  up.    This  escape  of  gas  rendered 
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foul  forty-one  thousand  cubic  feet  of  the  air-ways  in  the  mine,  and  placed 
that  range  of  space  in  such  an  explosive  state,  that  a  momentary  contact 
of  flame  would  have  blown  up  the  whole  mine.  Another  gaseous  discharge 
occurred  in  the  same  pit,  and  not  far  from  the  same  place,  while  the  miners 
were  cautiously  advancing  with  experimental  bore-holes,  exploring  for 
gas.  Above  one  of  these  bore-holes  a  violent  hissing  was  suddenly  beard, 
like  the  blowing-off  of  steam,  and  immediately  on  outburst  of  fire-damp 
filled  the  air- ways  for  a  length  of  six  hundred  and  forty -one  yards,  ren- 
dering explosive  an  area  of  eighty-six  thousand  cubic  feet.  At  four 
hundred  yards  from  the  point  of  efflux,  one  of  the  officers  of  the  mine 
encountered  the  foul  air ;  seeing  the  flame  of  his  Davy-lamp  enlarge,  he 
drew  down  the  wick,  but  trembled  to  see  the  flame  still  enlarging  until  it 
filled  the  cylinder  and  made  its  wires  red  hot :  the  flame  fortunately  soon 
went  out,  and  the  holder  of  the  lamp  speedily  followed  its  example.  At 
six  hundred  and  forty-one  yards  from  the  point  of  efflux,  four  men  and 
boys  met  the  rushing  gas;  they  saw  the  lamps  fill  with  flame,  and  had 
the  presence  of  mind  (and  the  opportunity)  to  immerse  them  in  water. 
After  the  lapse  of  fifteen  minutes  there  was  no  further  appearance  of  gas, 
except  near  the  point  of  original  issue,  and  any  one  then  traversing  the 
mine  would  have  pronounced  it  perfectly  safe. 

A  singular  measure  of  the  force  of  this  subtle  element  was  found  at 
Pelton  Colliery,  in  the  great  Northern  coal-field,  in  1845.  During  the 
formation  of  several  exploratory  borings,  several  "  feeders  "  of  fire-damp 
were  met  with  and  easily  dispersed  by  ventilation,  thus  rendering  them  in- 
nocuous. On  the  22nd  of  April,  however,  whilst  one  of  the  men  was  fixing 
a  wooden  prop,  he  observed  an  unusual  movement  of  the  floor  of  the  pit, 
and  immediately  afterwards  an  immense  discharge  of  water  occurred,  to 
such  an  amount  that  in  a  very  short  time  it  was  flowing  along  the  passage 
at  a  rate  of  not  less  than  six  hundred  gallons  every  minute.  The  most 
remarkable  circumstance,  however,  is  that  this  water  was  accompanied 
with  gas :  at  first,  indeed,  only  to  a  small  amount,  so  as  merely  to  induce 
the  man  to  retreat ;  but  in  a  few  days1  time  the  water  decreased  to  about 
half  its  previous  discharge,  while  the  gas  increased  until  it  began  to  roar 
(as  the  miners  said)  and  to  cause  a  great  commotion :  the  water  bubbled 
like  a  boiling  cauldron  with  the  force  of  the  escaping  gas.  Having 
occasion  to  blast  some  adjacent  stone,  the  men  laid  down  and  lighted 
a  fuse,  at  which  the  gas  unfortunately  ignited ;  it  burnt  most  furiously 
upon  the  surface  of  the  water,  sometimes  darting  forth  tongues  of  flame 
until  the  passage  was  one  fiery  mass,  and  then  slowly  subsiding  and 
withdrawing  under  the  brow  of  the  stone,  until  it  was  nearly  out  of  sight. 
Suddenly  it  would  flash  forth  again  with  a  roaring  noise,  and  as  the  water 
dashed  occasionally  against  the  roof,  it  was  expected  that  it  would  extin- 
guish the  flame ;  but  to  the  surprise  and  alarm  of  the  miners,  the  ignited 
gas  soon  advanced  in  one  solid  flame  full  forty  yards  beyond  the  brow  of 
the  stone  behind  which  it  had  formerly  withdrawn.  A  council  was  held 
on  the  spot,  and  it  was  decided  to  attempt  the  extinction  of  the  fire  by  the 
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concussion  of  exploded  gunpowder,  and  a  favourable  opportunity  wa9 
seized  to  lay  a  train  of  twelve  pounds  of  powder  with  a  sufficient  length 
of  fuse  for  safety.  When  it  was  fired,  the  concussion  certainly  produced 
the  desired  effect.  This,  though  apparently  a  perilous  mode  of'extin- 
guishing  a  fire,  has  frequently  been  found  effectual  in  coal-pits. 

There  has  scarcely  ever  been  a  better  opportunity  for  estimating  the 
impulsive  force  of  the  gas  than  the  one  here  recorded.  About  ten  thousand 
cubic  feet  of  air  per  minute  was  passing  through  the  pit  at  this  time,  as  a 
ventilating  current;  yet,  during  the  outburst  of  the  flame,  this  current  was 
driven  back  as  effectually  as  if  a  wall  of  masonry  had  been  built  across  the 
passage,  and  for  half  a  minute  at  a  time  the  ventilating  air  would  appa- 
rently stand  still,  baffled  and  beaten  back,  until  the  gas  retreated  to  its  lair. 
Still,  although  it  retreated,  it  was  not  conquered  ;  it  had  been  extinguished, 
but  not  exhausted :  it  was  merely  gathering  fresh  power  and  impulse ;  and 
in  the  middle  of  May,  when  the  water  had  decreased  to  one  hundred  and 
fifty  gallons  per  minute,  there  recommenced  what  the  viewer  termed  "  an 
incessant  fight  with  the  gas,"  which  continually  increased  up  to  the  middle 
of  July.  Immense  eruptions  frequently  occurred  in  the  form  of  blowers; 
that  is,  of  outbursts,  as  if  from  a  blowing-hole.  On  one  occasion  the  gas 
was  ignited  by  way  of  experiment,  in  order  to  ascertain  the  force  with 
which  it  was  issuing ;  the  result  was  that  it  came  forth  as  if  under  a 
pressure  of  sixty-seven  and  a  half  pounds  weight  upon  each  square  inch 
of  surface.  We  know  that  the  atmosphere  presses  upon  all  things  at  the 
earth's  surface  with  a  weight  of  fifteen  pounds  to  the  square  inch,  and 
most  persons  have  seen  its  crushing  effect  exhibited  by  lecturers  in  expe- 
riments with  the  air-pump ;  such  effects  would  require  to  be  multiplied 
four  and  a  half  times  in  order  to  display  the  force  of  this  gas :  in  philo- 
sophical phraseology,  its  force  is  that  of  four  and  a  half  atmospheres. 

Several  incidental  occurrences  further  demonstrated  the  astonishing 
force  of  the  fire-damp  in  this  mine.  The  miners  declare  that  some  of  its 
outbursts  were  terrific,  and  that  the  noise  they  caused  in  their  passage 
through  the  water  was  like  that  of  small  artillery.  Work  was  urgently 
necessary  near  the  blower,  but  frequently  every  man  in  its  neighbourhood 
found  that  the  air  became  irrespirable,  and  was  compelled  to  retreat. 
Orlicers  of  the  mine  belonging  to  what  is  termed  tho  "  safety  staff"  (that 
is,  a  body  of  subordinates  having  the  safety  of  the  pit  under  their  special 
charge)  perambulated  this  part  at  regular  and  short  intervals:  and  shortly 
after  one  of  them  had  departed,  having  inspected  the  passages  and  found 
them  safe  for  workmen,  a  young  pitman  rushed  out  of  this  very  district, 
panic-struck  and  unable  to  articulate  a  word.  So  soon  as  he  recovered 
his  power  of  utterance,  he  affirmed  that  no  man  could  live  in  that  place, 
and  that  he  would  return  to  it  no  more.  Scarcely  had  he  said  thus  much, 
when  four  men  hastened  out  after  him,  and  declared  that  they  had  with 
difficulty  saved  themselves,  and  that  their  lamps  had  gone  out.  The 
safety-staff  man  who  had  before  examined  the  place  now  returned  to  it, 
stuffing  his  handkerchief  into  his  mouth  to  preclude  the  entrance  of  gas. 
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Ho  had  not  proceeded  fer,  before  he  met  with  an  unaccountable  moving 
object,  which  he  at  first  feared  as  a  token  of  diabolical  interference :  a 
huge  tub  came  rolling  along  in  the  darkness  with  a  rumbling  sound,  and 
apparently  of  its  own  motion.  On  it  rumbled  over  the  rough  stony  floor, 
for  a  moment  slowly,  then  more  rapidly,  always  irregularly,  and  swaying 
a  little  from  side  to  side ;  at  last  it  thumped  clattering  against  the  Avail. 
The  poor  safety-staff  man  was  bewildered  to  such  an  extent  that,  what 
with  his  gagged  mouth,  the  bad  air,  the  thick  darkness  luridly  illumined 
by  his  Davy-lamp,  and  the  mysterious  tub  again  showing  signs  of  another 
rumbling  revolution,  he  stood  fixed  to  the  spot  with  terror.  In  an  other 
minute  round  rolled  the  tub  again,  and  on  it  came  directly  to  the  feet  of 
the  trembling  inspector  !  He  could  not  stir,  he  could  not  utter  a  word, 
and  was  nearly  overcome  with  terror,  when  he  discerned  a  pair  of  human 
legs  projecting  from  the  tub,  and  a  part  of  something  like  a  human  body 
within  it !  Up  caine  the  tub,  and  the  inspector  had  just  power  enough 
left  to  give  it  a  slight  kick,  when  it  paused,  and  slowly  out  of  its  interior 
rose  up  a  human  head,  muffled  up  in  a  pitman's  jacket,  which  being 
partly  removed,  the  Davy-lamp  disclosed  the  familiar  features  of  one  of 
the  pitmen.  "  What,  Geordie,  lad,"  exclaimed  the  safety-staff  man, 
"  what'st  thou  a-doing  with  this  tub  ?  I  maist  thought  I  had  met  the 
deevil."  Geordie  then  explained  that  finding  himself  nearly  disabled  with 
the  bad  air.  and  noxious  gas  which  he  had  inhaled  in  the  interior,  and 
having  little  or  no  strength  left,  lie  seized  the  tub  which  was  lying  near 
him,  threw  himself  on  all  fours,  and  putting  his  head  into  the  tub,  began 
to  roll  it  along  the  passage,  to  serve  as  a  partial  guide  to  the  mainway 
and  a  kind  of  head-protector  from  the  gas.  By  keeping  his  head  near  the 
ground  he  inhaled  less  gas  than  he  would  have  done  while  erect,  and  by 
muffling  his  head  in  his  jacket,  and  availing  himself  of  the  tub  besides, 
he  had  contrived  to  advance  zigzag  so  far :  in  fact,  he  owed  his  life  to  his 
ready  ingenuity.  Had  he  not  met  with  and  used  the  tub,  he  would  by 
that  time  have  required  a  coffin  I 

Other  instances  of  the  eruptive  impulse  of  this  gas  might  be  adduced. 
At  Hebburn  Colb'ery  a  boring  was  made  for  a  depth  of  twenty-two  feet 
in  the  direction  of  a  thin  seam  of  coal,  whereupon  a  powerful  discliarge 
of  gas  ensued.  The  upper  part  of  the  bore-hole  was  then  widened  to 
admit  a  three-inch  pipe,  fitted  with  a  safety-valve  on  the  top,  and  capable 
of  being  loaded  up  to  fifty-six  pounds  weight  to  the  square  inch.  When 
the  pipe  had  been  wedged  in,  and  all  was  completed,  the  gas  was  allowed 
to  enter  it,  and  presently  the  valve  blew  off  at  thirty  pounds  pressure  to 
the  square  inch ;  it  continued  to  blow  off  up  to  the  limit  of  forty  pounds 
pressure  to  the  square  inch,  when  the  floor  itself  was  forced  upwards  by 
the  gaseous  pressure,  and  an  end  was  put  to  experiments.  This,  however, 
was  a  force  (within  its  maximum)  equivalent  to  nearly  three  atmospheres, 
or  three  times  the  pressure  of  common  air. 

At  another  colliery  on  the  Tyne  (now  closed)  a  very  favourable  oppor- 
tunity occurred  of  witnessing  the  elasticity  of  the  gas  in  comparison  and 
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by  measure  of  a  column  of  water.  In  consequence  of  an  inundation 
which  nearly  filled  up  the  mine,  the  pressure  of  a  column  of  water  and  of 
a  column  of  fire-damp  were  brought  into  direct  competition.  Finally, 
the  gas  escaped  through  the  water,  rushed  with  great  velocity  up  the 
shaft,  tearing  away  in  its  violent  course  a  portion  of  the  fixed  woodwork 
of  the  mine,  encountering  and  overcoming  the  resistance  of  a  great  body 
of  water  which  had  nearly  filled  the  shaft,  bubbling  up  through  it  all, 
and  sending  forth  a  most  copious  and  persistent  gaseous  stream  into  the 
atmosphere.  Its  tension  being  measured  by  a  column  of  water  nineteen 
and  a  half  fathoms  in  height,  it  was  found  to  be  very  nearly  equal  to 
three  and  a  half  atmospheres  :  adding  the  resistance  of  the  exterior 
atmosphere  to  this,  we  have  four  and  a  half  atmospheres  as  the  tension  of 
the  gas  at  the  moment  of  issue.  This,  too,  is  not  a  momentary  impulse, 
for  the  discharge  was  continued  for  several  hours;  and  it  was  calculated 
that  during  the  whole  period  of  discharge  (many  days)  nearly  thirteen 
millions  of  cubic  feet  of  fire-damp  escaped  from  this  one  barred-up  mine. 

It  is  established  by  the  above-cited  cases,  I  think,  that  the  natural 
condition  of  fire-damp  in  the  coal  is  one  of  great  elasticity.  That  elasticity 
can  certainly  be  measured  by  four  atmospheres  ;  and  even  this  may  not 
be  its  maximum.  It  certainly  pressed,  on  three  or  four  well-observed 
occasions,  with  a  weight  of  sixty  pounds  per  square  inch  of  surface;  and  it 
may  exert  a  greater  pressure,  or  it  may  exert  a  less,  on  other  occasions. 
Thus,  I  think,  it  is  fair  to  infer  (with  the  late  Mr.  Taylor)  that  these 
eruptions  are  indications  of  its  natural  and  normal  state  while  im- 
prisoned in  the  coal.  If  so,  then,  it  is  always  urging  its  course  through 
every  minute  cell  of  the  mineral  or  stone,  and  along  the  lines  of  the 
cleavage  of  coal — more  particularly  in  the  direction  of  natural  fractures 
and  dislocations  of  the  strata  and  the  seams — in  its  efforts  to  escape. 
These  efforts  man  is  continually  aiding  by  his  mining  excavations ;  as 
the  more  coal  he  hews  down,  the  more  hindrances  to  escape  he  removes. 
S(tcretly,  yet  in  the  end  too  surely,  the  now  liberated  gas  finds  its  way, 
and  steals  out  into  the  passages  of  the  pit,  hissing  here,  and  crumbling 
the  coal  there ;  but  only  breaking  the  silence,  where  human  feet  do  not 
tread,  by  slight  crepitations  of  the  mineral :  Btealthily  making  its  esCOpe, 
it  hides  its  presence  by  involving  itself  in  the  common  air,  and  diffusing 
itself  with  the  sweeping  current  of  ventilation. 

There  is,  then,  a  continual  natural  drainage  of  gas,  promoted  by  exca- 
vations, and  adding  fresh  and  frequent  supplies  to  the  pit;  and  such 
drainage  will  always  keep  the  working  places  foul,  unless  they  aro  artifi- 
cially purified.  In  those  parts  of  a  coal-pit  where  workings  have  been 
carried  on  and  abandoned,  the  fire-damp  will  continue  to  come  forth,  and 
fill  such  places  to  overflowing;  in  fact,  cause  them  to  become  natural 
gasometers  charged  to  repletion.  In  the  open  air-ways  of  the  mine,  how- 
ever, no  such  accumulations  will  be  permitted  to  take  place  ;  currents  of 
air  will  be  constantly  urged  on  to  cleanse  them  and  carry  off  the  dangerous 
clement.    Still  the  efflux  of  fire-damp  in  fiery  mines  will  always  be 
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striving  to  overmaster  the  influx  of  atmospheric  air;  hence  in  such 
places  there  will  be  a  constantly  floating  and  fluctuating  quantity  of  fire- 
damp :  this,  however,  will  differ  from  the  great  issues  from  blowers  in 
this  respect,  that  it  has  already  expended  much  of  ks  impulsive  power 
in  making  its  escape  from  the  solid  coal,  and  is  in  a  feebler  and  more 
languid  motion  in  the  damp,  hot,  steaming  galleries  of  the  mine.  It  may 
be  regarded  as  a  gaseous  mass  which  is  more  or  less  affected  by  the  state 
of  the  external  atmosphere ;  when  that  is  heavy  and  dense,  this  mass  of 
gas  will  be  pressed  upon  with  a  proportionate  weight;  and  when  the 
outer  atmosphere  is  lighter,  the  gas  will  proportionately  expand  and  make 
entrances  from  its  sources.  To  this  extent,  a  fall  in  the  barometer  will 
give  freedom  to  fire-damp,  and  a  considerable  fall  should  (and  indeed  in 
the  Northern  mines  generally  does)  awaken  the  vigilance  of  the  managers 
of  ventilation. 

Many  pages  of  the  Reports  of  Parliamentary  Committees  of  older  and 
more  recent  date  bear  evidence  of  the  numerous  inquiries  which  have 
been  instituted  into  the  causes  and  circumstances  of  explosions  in  coal- 
mines. Conflicting  testimony  has  been  given  on  nearly  every  occasion ; 
and  nothing  is  more  confounding  to  the  uninitiated  reader  of  these  ponderous 
Blue-books  than  the  vagueness,  the  contradiction,  and  the  final  inde- 
cision of  the  whole  inquiry.  One  of  the  most  prominent  general  recom- 
mendations has  been  increased  ventilation ;  and  a  good  and  necessary 
recommendation  it  is  for  many  coal-mining  districts,  although  least 
applicable  to  the  best  pits  of  the  Tyne  and  the  Wear.  But  no  witness  has 
ever  (so  far  as  I  have  read)  taken  up  the  subject  of  fire-damp  as  it  is 
treated  above,  and  carried  out  his  thoughts  in  the  direction  of  what  is 
really  attainable,  and  what  may  be  unattainable  by  such  ventilation  as 
can  be  devised.  The  gist  of  the  whole  subject  may  be  popularly  put 
forward  in  a  few  sentences  founded  upon  the  foregoing  facts  and 
inferences. 

The  most  regular,  manageable,  and  commonly  approved  system  of 
ventilation  is  that  which  is  known  as  the  Furnace  system,  and  which  is 
carried  to  its  full  power  in  the  largest  and  best-conducted  pits  on  the 
Tyne,  the  Wear,  and  the  Tees.  Its  details  would  be  somewhat  technical, 
but  its  motive  principle  is  a  large  furnace  situated  near  the  bottom  of  one 
of  two  shafts,  and  which,  when  in  full  fiery  action,  rarefies  the  air  of  each 
shaft,  producing  a  draught  in  it  like  that  of  a  common  chimney,  and 
thereby  causing  a  "  pull "  in  the  passages  of  the  pit,  while  the  pure  air 
rushing  down  the  other  and  unheated  shaft,  obeys  and  follows.  Numer- 
ous mechanical  arrangements  are  in  use  to  compel  the  air  current  to  visit 
every  part  of  the  pit,  and  these  have  been  reduced  to  a  complete  and 
satisfactory  system.  By  employing  double  furnaces,  or  three  or  four 
furnaces,  and  laying  out  the  air-currents  correspondingly,  a  double,  or 
treble,  or  quadrupled  amount  of  ventilation  can  be  produced.  Thus,  in  the 
great  Hetton  pits  in  Durham,  whence  the  chief  portion  of  our  fancied 
u  Wallsend  coal "  now  comes,  a  very  powerful  and  elaborate  arrangement 
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of  ventilating  currents  is  formed,  and  one  hundred  thousand  cubic  feet  of 
air  can  be  sent  down  into  the  mine  every  minute :  from  records  extend- 
ing over  some  time,  the  actual  quantity  of  air  has  varied  from  seventy 
thousand  to  eighty  and  ninety  thousand  cubic  feet  This  may  be  taken 
as  the  maximum  of  the  furnace  plan,  and  it  is  doubtful  if  any  greater 
ventilation  can  be  continually  caused  by  it.  From  this  maximum  down  to 
a  moderate  number  of  cubic  feet,  the  ventilating  currents  of  the  Durham 
pits  descend.  At  the  maximum  power,  however,  there  is  liability  to 
waste,  and  there  are  difficulties  incident  to  the  plan. 

Now  it  is  quite  possible  to  sweep  out  by  such  an  amount  of  air  the 
ordinary  floating  and  fluctuating  mass  of  diffused  fire-damp  to  which  I 
have  just  adverted;  but  a  very  different  and  difficult  question  follows 
upon  this,  viz.,  will  such  a  sweeping  of  the  mine  suffice  for  absolute 
safety?  It  can  only  be  advanced  in  reply  that  while  the  ventilation 
masters  the  exudations  of  gas  the  mine  will  be  safe,  and  that  when  the 
reverse  is  the  case  the  mine  will  be  unsafe.  The  question  is  then  reduced 
to  a  comparison  of  forces.  On  the  one  side  we  have  gas  with  an  elastic 
power  of  three  or  sometimes  (if  not  always)  four  atmospheres.  On  the 
other  side  we  have  a  ventilating  power  which  cannot  be  brought  into 
competition  with  the  gas  at  its  full  tension.  Without  entering  into  calcu- 
lations to  demonstrate  by  how  much  the  ventilating  current  is  weaker 
than  this  gaseous  tension,  let  it  suffice  to  say  that  it  will  be  found  to  be  at 
its  best  many  times  weaker ;  while  at  its  worst,  or  anything  approaching  to 
its  worst,  it  is  so  much  weaker,  that  the  gas  will,  as  it  were,  contend  with 
and  overpower  the  air-current,  as  a  strong  man  would  a  languid  invalid. 
I  am  afraid  that  no  improvement  of  the  Furnace  system  will  ever  reverse 
the  conditions  of  the  conflict.  Mechanical  ventilation  will  bring  into  action 
more  power,  but,  as  it  is  considered  by  the  Northern  viewers,  not  so 
manageable  and  orderly  a  power  as  the  common  furnace.  We  can  have  a 
coal-pit  swept  out  by  ventilating  "  funs  "  as  with  a  broom,  and  there  are 
those  who  strongly  urge  their  adoption  ;  yet  they  have  not  always  proved 
successful,  and,  whether  justly  or  not,  they  are  not  favourably  regarded  by 
the  old  and  experienced  viewers.  One  conclusion  must  be  arrived  at — 
and  after  the  phenomena  instanced  cannot  be  resisted ; — it  is  this,  that  no 
ventilation  yet  devised  (or  rather  adopted)  has  succeeded  in  always 
counteracting  and  adequately  diluting  the  greater  issues  of  fire-damp. 
Explosions  havo  happened  of  late  years  in  what  are  considered  well- 
ventilated  mines,  as  indeed  at  Cethin  recently ;  and  rigid  inquiry  and 
close  and  long  scrutiny  frequently  fail  to  detect  their  causes.  I  think, 
however,  a  sudden  and  violent  discharge  of  new  and  undiluted  gas  may 
have  been  the  true  cause  of  apparently  unaccountable  calamities. 

Is  ventilation,  then,  of  no  use  ?  Quite  the  reverse :  it  is  of  great  use  ; 
and,  if  regarded  as  a  partial  preventive  of  explosions,  cannot  bo  too 
earnestly  recommended  ;  but  if  proposed  as  an  effectual  remedy,  it  must 
be  urged  that  it  has  failed  on  many  occasions,  and  that  signally.  Doubtless, 
if  a  good  plan  of  ventilation  were  universally  adopted,  we  should  have  fewer 
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explosions :  if  the  Durham  system  were  generally  carried  out,  we  should 
have  far  fewer  explosions  ;  but  neither  that,  nor  any  other  known  system, 
has  succeeded  in  preventing  them  altogether.  Patent  plans  are  numerous 
and  various  projects  are  vaunted,  but  the  really  experienced  and  practical 
viewers  see  their  several  defects  and  weak  points  at  once,  and  decline 
to  adopt  them.  This  may  arise  from  obstinacy,  prejudice,  and  blindness, 
as  the  several  inventors  loudly  proclaim  ;  but  the  parties  thus  charged 
ask,  who  is  likely  to  be  best  informed  and  most  interested  in  these 
matters  ? 

Is  there  no  complete  remedy,  then  ?  Can  nothing  more  be  done  ?  One 
thing,  and  one  thing  most  important  can  be  done,  and  that  is  to  enforce 
the  extensive  and  general  employment  of  safety-lamps.  The  men  who 
have  escaped,  in  many  cases  have  escaped  by  the  period  of  immunity 
afforded  them  by  having  safety- lamps :  without  these,  they  would  have 
been  suddenly  left  in  utter  darkness,  or  with  unprotected  candles  they 
would  have  been  (owing  to  certain  explosion)  in  eternity.  There  is  no  good 
and  sufficient  excuse  for  not  using  safety -lamps  in  every  fiery  mine  in  the 
kingdom,  and  there  does  not  appear  to  be  any  insuperable  impediment  to 
the  rendering  such  use  of  them  obligatory.  Every  excuse  has  been  shown, 
or  can  be  shown,  to  be  unsound,  and  every  objection  ultimately  untenable. 
The  Davy-lamp  gives,  it  is  true,  but  little  light,  but  reflectors  will 
increase  that  light ;  there  is  some  trouble  in  cleaning  and  caring  for  these 
lamps  every  day,  but  it  is  as  nothing  to  the  benefit  conferred  by  them.  There 
is  some  expense  attending  their  purchase  and  employment,  but  it  is  trifling 
compared  with  the  damage  done  by  an  explosion :  the  expense  of  lighting 
a  mine  where  there  are  one  hundred  and  eighty  hewers,  by  means  of  the 
Davy-lamp  in  every  part,  has  been  estimated  by  a  competent  calculator 
to  be  less  in  the  aggregate  than  by  the  customary  mixed  method  of  candles, 
oil-lamps,  and  Davy-lamps.  It  has  also  been  shown,  by  calculation, 
that  the  cost  of  lighting  a  whole  mine  with  Davy-lamps  will  not  amount 
to  quite  one  penny  per  ton  of  coal  raised.  With  these  facts  before  us,  the 
saving  of  one  penny  per  ton  of  coal  is  a  most  unjustifiable  and  base 
economy  in  comparison  with  the  value  of  human  life. 

In  connection  with  this  topic  arises  another — the  absolute  safety  of  die 
Davy -lamp.  This  has  been  much  discussed  and  disputed.  The  viewers 
of  the  Northern  coal-mines  in  general,  and  as  a  body,  are  satisfied  with  the 
simple  Davy-lamp.  Those  who  are  dissatisfied  with  it,  have  only  to 
employ  Stephenson's,  or  Mueseler's,  or  Mackworth's,  or  any  one  of  the 
six  or  eight  improved  lamps  which  they  may  prefer :  in  one  or  other  of 
these  can  be  found  a  very  near  approach  to  absolute  safety.  The  Davy 
is  the  cheapest,  the  lightest  to  carry,  and  the  simplest ;  the  others  cost  more, 
weigh  heavier,  and  are  more  complex.  Consider  the  case  how  we  will,  we 
must  express  a  long-matured  opinion  that  there  will  be  no  great  and 
regular  diminution  of  explosions,  until  safety-lamps  are  obligatory,  and 
until  inspectors  are  empowered  to  enforce  this  obligation  by  penalties,  and 
bold  enough  to  levy  them  in  every  case  of  non-compliance. 
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A  word  or  two  on  the  Government  system  of  inspection  of  coal-mines. 
There  are  twelve  inspectors,  six  of  whom  have  a  good  deal  of  work,  and* 
three  or  four  of  whom  have  a  great  deal  too  much,  and  cannot  efficiently 
perform  it.  There  are  nearly  three  thousand  collieries  to  inspect  in  the 
United  Kingdom,  and  these  have  all  to  be  visited  periodically ;  but  when 
an  inspector  has  (as  in  one  district)  more  than  three  hundred  collieries  on 
his  list,  what  can  be  expected  of  him  ?  Another  gentleman  is  apparently 
responsible  for  the  supervision  of  more  than  four  hundred  collieries  (in 
South  Staffordshire),  while,  singularly  enough,  some  gentlemen  seem 
to  be  responsible  for  comparatively  few.  On  the  whole,  however, 
weighing  their  difficulties  against  their  opportunities  and  actual  powers, 
it  is  undeniable  that  the  inspectors,  as  a  body,  have  done  some- 
thing; that  they  have  failed  to  secure  anything  approaching  to  ex- 
emption from  accident,  is  equally  undeniable;  and  that  they  may 
be  more  effectively  empowered  to  obtain  compliance  with  their  opinions, 
is  well  known.  The  system  of  inspection  is  but  in  its  early  stage, 
and  therefore  must  not  be  judged  too  severely  ;  the  inspectors  are  not 
ubiquitous,  and  it  will  be  evident,  from  what  has  been  explained  of 
fire-damp,  that  a  pit  may  be  safe  one  hour  and  explosive  the  next.  In- 
spection, then,  will  not,  simply  as  inspection,  abolish  accidents ;  but  it  may 
abolish  evil  and  inefficient  management,  and  may  accomplish  much  and 
increasing  good  :  especially  if  some  palpable  defects  are  remedied.  Capital 
amounting  to  thirteen  millions  sterling  is  invested  in  the  great  Northern 
coal-field  alone ;  and  surely  where  so  much  money  has  been  sunk,  we  may 
reasonably  expect  a  little  more  to  be  invested  in  perfecting  arrange- 
ments for  the  safety  of  the  miners. 

Fire-damp  is  as  a  thief  in  the  night,  rendering  necessary  all  the 
cumbrous  and  costly  apparatus  of  ventilation  and  inspection;  but  this 
thief  has  an  accomplice  who  follows  him  whenever  he  has  made  good 
his  entrance,  and  the  accomplice  is  the  most  dangerous  and  murderous  o* 
the  two :  though  the  miners  may  escape  the  first,  they  rarely  elude  the 
second.  This  accomplice  is  commonly  known  as  Choke-damp,  or  after- 
damp— and  commonly  fills  the  mine  instantly  after  an  explosion  of  fire- 
damp. The  first  damp  burns,  the  after-damp  stifles:  a  pitman  may 
possibly  escape  the  first  with  a  singe  or  a  scald,  but  the  second  stops  his 
breath  without  disfiguring  him,  and  he  sinks  down  calmly  and  sleeps 
the  sleep  of  death.  With  a  melancholy  curiosity,  it  has  been  observed 
that  the  victim  of  after-damp  seems  to  pass  away  painlessly  and  almost 
unconsciously.  The  writer  of  this  article  has  looked  at  the  dead  bodies  of 
a  little  company  of  pitmen  who  were  overcome  with  choke-damp,  and 
never  saw  calmer  expressions  on  any  countenance.  Probably  most  of  the 
Hartley  miners  were  thus  suffocated ;  their  attitudes  when  discovered 
indicating  very  plainly  the  mode  of  death.  In  the  Northern  district, 
one  man  who  perished  by  after-damp  some  years  ago  was  found  with  his 
arm  uplifted  and  his  pick  in  his  hand,  arrested  doubtless  in  the  very  act 
of  hewing.    At  Cethin,  too,  last  month,  one  unhappy  pitman  was  stifled 
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while  in  the  very  act  of  conveying  a  piece  of  his  bread  to  his  mouth ;  and 
another  while  hiB  hand  was  in  a  small  box  of  provisions,  and  as  if  at  the 
moment  in  which  he  had  grasped  a  portion  of  bread  to  add  to  the  cheese 
found  between  his  lips.  On  the  breast  of  a  third  man  his  little  dog  was 
found  sitting,  the  poor  animal  having  crawled  to  his  beloved  master  in  the 
moment  of  death,  and  yielded  its  life  to  the  same  subtle  poison.  Choke- 
damp  appears  to  seize  softly  upon  the  springs  of  vital  action,  and  to  do  its 
deadly  mischief  in  a  second  or  two.  Some  singular  effects,  however, 
suggest  the  idea  that  in  many  of  the  cases  attributed  to  choke-damp, 
death  may  really  be  the  effect  of  the  sudden  concussion  produced  by  the 
first  or  second  explosion  of  fire-dnmp. 

If  men  can  be  dragged  into  the  pure  air  before  they  inhale  too  much 
choke-damp,  they  may  be  revived ;  therefore,  the  means  and  materials  for 
reviving  them  should  always  be  near  at  hand.  It  is  the  prospect  of  res- 
cuing the  half-suffocated  men  which  prompts  their  fe'.low-labcurers  to 
descend  and  cautiously  explore  an  exploded  pit,  and  it  is  in  such  cases 
that  the  extraordinary  and  admirable  heroism  among  the  miners  is 
evinced.  I  have  known  some  few  instances  of  this  kind  of  impulse  which 
exalt  our  common  humanity.  I  know  the  names  of  these  heroes  of  sub- 
terranean life,  and  tho  circumstances  are  indisputable.  One  man  volun- 
teered for  a  forlorn  hope  when  a  mine  had  exploded :  the  whole  assem- 
blage at  the  surface  considered  it  certain  death  to  descend,  and  he  alone 
had  the  courage  to  make  the  attempt.  He  was  lowered,  and  the  general 
opinion  was  that  he  must  be  lost :  for  nearly  twenty  minutes  his  late  was 
doubtful :  it  would  not  have  been  doubtful,  but  that  another  followed  him 
and  brought  him  up  to  the  free  air  in  a  state  of  unconsciousness.  Happily 
he  was  restored :  and  that  man  afterwards  descended  and  rescued  three 
colliers.  In  another  case,  two  men  groped  their  way  into  a  passage  full 
of  choke-damp,  stuffing  handkerchiefs  into  their  mouths,  and  advancing 
crab-like  so  as  to  keep  their  faces  nearest  to  the  entrance,  and  they 
succeeded  in  dragging  forth  three  or  four  men  and  lads  who  were  on  the 
very  verge  of  suffocation. 

Such  instances  of  self-devotion  are  numerous  in  the  annals  of  the  pit ; 
and  they  at  least  deserve  to  be  publicly  recorded.  The  Civic  crown  of 
the  Romans  would  have  descended  on  not  a  few  shaggy  heads  of  pit- 
men; and  these  noble  impulses  prompt  us  to  cast  over  the  vices  and  faults 
of  the  whole  mass  the  mantle  of  that  charity  which  covereth  a  multi- 
tude of  sins. 
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TTalkikg  up  and  down  the  platform  of  a  small  junction  railway  station  in 
the  North  of  England  one  autumnal  evening,  in  the  year  of  grace  18 — , 
was  a  gentleman,  bearded  and  moustached,  in  the  days  when  beards  and 
moustaches  were  more  unusual  distinctions  than  they  arc  at  present- 
lie  was  a  good-looking  man,  slightly  built,  and  not  above  the  average 
height,  with  a  pale  complexion,  a  pair  of  brilliant,  restless  blue-black  eyes, 
and  a  large  cigar  set  well  between  his  teeth.  There  was  an  indolence  and 
deliberation  in  hi3  movements  and  speech,  that  contradicted  the  im- 
pression conveyed  by  eyes  which  never  seemed  still  or  sleepy  ;  altogether 
he  gave  the  idea  of  an  energetic  and  irritable  temperament,  held  well  ill 
hand  by  the  owner,  who  might  be  a  philosopher  by  force  of  will,  but  never 
by  bent  of  nature. 

To  the  left  a  short  auxiliary  train  was  waiting  to  convey  passengers 
from  the  south  directly  into  the  more  secluded  districts,  its  contiguity 
betrayed  by  the  puffing  of  the  engine.  A  hard-headed,  intelligent-look- 
ing station-master  came  at  intervals  from  within,  on  the  look-out  for  the 
expected  train. 

"  Has  anything  happened  to  the  express,  station-master?  it's  twenty 
minutes  late." 

"  Tm  sure  I  don't  know,  sir ;  I  dare  say  she's  on  her  road,  but  I'll  see," 
He  retired,  and  after  working  the  telegraph  wires,  returned.  "  No,  sir, 
she's  all  right ;  the  night's  dark,  and  a  bit  soft  and  thick,  but  she'll  be 
here  in  five  minutes,  or  less." 

41  Did  you  ever  see  a  railway  accident,  station-master  ?  " 

"  I've  seen  a  man  killed  on  the  trams  ;  but  I've  never  seen  a  regular 
smash,  nor  I  don't  want  to,  least  of  all  on  our  line,  and  near  my  station: 
it  might  be  as  much  as  my  place  was  worth." 

"  Worse  luck  for  the  poor  fellows  where  it  does  happen." 

u  Yes,  sir."  A  pause.  "  A  chap  that  came  this  way  did  tell  me  that 
it  was  all  as  good  as  settled  beforehand,  and  that  there'd  be  so  many 
accidents,  and  so  many  people  killed  by  'em  every  year,  keep  what  look- 
out we  might." 

"  And  do  you  think  that  is  so  ? " 

"  It  may  be,  sir,  and  it  may  not.  Providence,  my  wife  says,  is  one 
thing,  and  luck's  another.  I  expect  things  depend  a  good  deal  on  the 
state  of  the  tram  lines,  and  the  wages  the  men  get ;  but  if  there  are  to  be 
mishaps,  we  mostly  try  to  keep  them  from  our  beat,  and  shove  them  on  to 
others.  If  they  must  come,  we  must  look  to  Providence  and  ourselves  to 
6ee  they  don't  come  over  nigh." 
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"Exactly;  charity  begins  at  home  with  you  canny  north-country 
fellows." 

M  It  do  sound  selfish,  sir;  but  I've  a  wife  and  four  children,  and  I  must 
live : — but  the  north  train's  due,  sir." 

Just  then  a  whistle  sounded,  and  then  another  in  the  opposite  direction. 

"  They  are  both  coming  at  once,  I  think."  And  so  in  effect  they  did, 
but  the  south  one  won  by  a  minute.  Only  one  passenger  alighted ;  a  tall 
nnd,  so  far  as  the  undulating  mass  of  rich  drapery  might  leave  one  to  a 
guess,  a  young,  elegant,  and  wealthy  woman.  Her  face  was  covered  with 
a  provokingly  thick  veil,  which  allowed  nothing  but  fine  eyes  to  be  disco- 
vered. The  gentleman — whose  name  we  may  as  well  mention  was 
Morrice  Gwynne — had  his  admiration,  not  to  speak  of  his  curiosity, 
excited.  To  have  descended  here  argued  that  the  unknown  was  about  to 
proceed  by  this  little  side  branch,  out  of  the  world ;  where  she  would 
possibly,  nay,  probably,  die  of  ennui — since  it  is  now  set  forth  that  not 
old  age,  but  ennui,  is  the  real  disease  of  which  women  die.  So  while  the 
station-master  was  busying  himself  in  the  due  exercise  of  his  functions, 
as  regarded  guards  and  luggage,  Morrice  closely  watched  the  lady,  and 
kept  as  near  to  her  as  he  found  practicable.  Suddenly  she  walked  to  the 
station-master,  tapped  him  on  the  shoulder,  and  said,  in  a  tone  that  was 
melodious  certainly,  but  amazingly  sharp  and  clear,  "  Don't  trouble  your- 
self; I  have  no  luggage."  That  voice  Morrice  recognized  as  being 
strangely  familiar  to  his  ears:  but  how  came  it  to  be  owned  by  a 
mysterious  woman,  who  descended  at  ten  o'clock  of  the  night  without 
luggage,  and  was  going  nobody  knew  where?  Just  then  the  second 
whistle  was  repeated.    The  first-arrived  train  was  set  in  motion. 

"  Cross  directly,  sir ;  here's  the  express  for  the  south." 

"  But  the  lady  ?  n  said  Morrice,  incoherently. 

"  She's  no  luggage  ;  and  the  train  won't  wait." 

"  Mercenary  wretch ;  he  values  people  according  to  their  luggage," 
thought  Gwynne,  as,  with  one  prolonged  glance,  which  was,  however, 
quite  unequal  to  penetrating  the  veil,  he  leisurely  crossed  the  line,  and 
ensconced  himself  in  a  snug  coupd,  leaving  his  belongings,  after  the  man- 
ner of  first-class  people,  to  be  attended  to  by  the  servants  of  the  company. 
Reference  here  is,  of  course,  only  made  to  first-class  male  passengers ;  the 
officials  complain  that  the  reverse  Bystem  is  practised  in  excess  by  the 
opposite  sex. 

"  If  that  is  not  Adelaide  Dalzell,  I'll  never  trust  my  eyes  and  cars 
again,"  he  exclaimed;  and  he  endeavoured,  by  pushing  himself  half  out 
of  the  window,  to  take  more  observations.  By  the  dim  lights  of  the 
station,  he  could  just  discern  her  taking  her  place  in  the  branch  train 
which  was  waiting.  "  I'm  right,"  he  soliloquized ;  "  I'd  lay  a  pony 
to  a  shilling :  but  what  is  she  doing  here  ?  No  luggage,  no  com- 
pany— going  into  the  wilderness  !  "  And  he  threw  himself  back  among 
the  cushions,  and  being  alone,  and  not  having  the  fear  of  a  certain  clause 
before  his  eyes,  he  proceeded  to  light  a  full-sized  and  full-flavoured 
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Manilla  cigar,  which  he  preferred,  rightly  or  wrongly,  to  Havannah 
tobacco :  and  here,  I  may  remark,  that  the  former  kind  is  thought  to  dis- 
pose to  somnolence  ;  and  sleepy  cigars,  like  sleepy  women,  have  a  special 
attraction  for  some  men  of  a  very  vif  composition. 

Meanwhile,  the  shorter  train  accomplished  about  fourteen  miles  in  the 
leisurely  manner  which  distinguishes  all  movements  on  branch  lines,  and 
came  to  a  final  halt.  Mrs.  Dalzell  again  alighted,  and  in  the  same  tone 
and  manner  made  known  her  requirements  to  the  man  in  authority.  "  I 
wish  to  be  driven  to  naming  a  little  hamlet  about  five  miles  dis- 
tant. An  emaciated  mare  was  harnessed  to  an  ancient,  rickety -looking 
vehicle,  of  the  kind  once  known  as  shandrydan.  Into  this  she  was 
assisted ;  a  call  for  Job  Mayfield  was  followed  by  the  appearance  of  an 
old  man,  rheumatic  indeed,  and  much  perfumed  with  strong  waters,  but 
apparently  equal  to  the  occasion,  for  he  took  his  place  beside  his  passenger, 
and  the  oddly  matched  couple  set  forth  into  the  darkness.  There  was  very 
little  conversation;  not, however,  owing  to  any  fault  of  Job's. 

"  You'll  be  going  to  one  foreign  madam  ?  "  he  inquired  respectfully ; 
but  only  received  a  brief  monosyllable  of  assent  by  way  of  reply.  Down 
hill  and  up  hill  they  rocked  and  jolted ;  the  mare  always  taking  a  preli- 
minary rest  at  the  foot  of  each  ascent,  and  insisting  on  a  similar  indul- 
gence at  the  summit. 

"  She  do  yeat  over  much  for  her  work  surety :  she's  full  o'beans,  full 
o'beans,  that's  where  it  is,"  said  Job,  audaciously ;  but  his  pleasantry 
brought  forth  no  response,  and  thenceforward  they  progressed  in  silence. 

Further  colloquy,  whether  of  the  nature  of  insidious  interrogation 

that  should  defy  evasion,  or  of  preposterous  assertions  which  must 

invite  contradiction,  was  simply  impossible  in  the  face  of  a  resolute 

silence.     If  any  such  project  was  entertained  by  Job,  the  words  which 

should  have  expressed  it  were  frozen  on  his  lips;    and  thus  morally 

secured  against  outward  disturbing  influences,  Mrs.  Dalzell  was  at  liberty 

to  indulge  in  her  own  thoughts,  pleasant  or  not,  as  the  case  might  be. 
•  *•*#• 

Five  miles  farther,  through  the  clouds  of  white  .mist  which  are  rising 
fast — five  miles  more,  through  the  golden  light  of  the  hunter's  moon — 
five  miles  more,  over  moor  and  fell,  into  the  heart  of  the  wildest  of  our 
northern  dales,  there  stands  a  little  rustic  cottage,  where  all  the  doors  are 
latched,  and  everything  is  audible  from  one  room  to  the  other;  where  the 
roofs  are  all  low,  and  the  chimnies  are  all  wide ;  where  slate  and  coals  are 
equally  unknown,  and  the  roof  is  of  thatch,  and  the  fire  of  turf.  In  one 
room,  reading  by  the  light  of  an  oil-lamp,  there  sat  an  old  lady  of  some- 
what foreign  aspect,  with  a  clear  olive  complexion,  quick  black  eyes,  as 
yet  undimmed  by  age,  very  distinctly  marked  dark  brows,  and  that  square, 
compact,  resolute  jaw,  and  thin  red  lip,  possessed  by  so  many  of  our  fair 
countrywomen  on  the  other  side  of  the  water.  Time,  dealing  less 
leniently  in  other  respects,  had  thickly  sprinkled  her  hair  with  white ;  but 
little  of  it  was  visible :  it  was  almost  covered  by  a  large  cambric  hand- 
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kerchief,  hung  with  rich  old  lace,  now  discoloured  by  age,  worn  in  the 
fashion  of  a  cap,  and  tied  securely  beneath  the  chin.  A  bonbonniere  full 
of  sweetmeats  and  a  cup  of  chocolate  stood  on  a  table  beside  her,  and 
from  time  to  time  the  old  lady  refreshed  herself  with  these  condiments. 

How  this  rather  singular  and  old-world  looking  personage  came  to  be 
there  can  only  be  suggested,  not  accounted  for,  by  stating  who  and  what 
she  was.  Her  maiden  name  was  one  once  held  in  esteem  by  the  French 
nation ;  and  some  fifty  years  ago  her  father  had  been  a  gay-hearted,  open- 
handed  French  gentleman,  in  the  days  when  a  gay  heart  and  an  open 
hand  were  more  the  fashion  than  at  the  present  moment.  He  married 
while  still  young,  and  according  to  arrangements  made  by  the  guardians 
on  both  sides,  a  very  ardent-tempered  Milesian,  moderately  provided  with 
dower,  and  not  without  pretensions  to  beauty.  Monsieur  was  in  politics  a 
sentimental  republican,  while  madame  was  a  divine-right  royalist;  his 
religion  also  was,  strictly  speaking,  that  of  a  Pagan,  and  not  one  of  the 
most  exalted  of  Pagans,  while  she  was  a  very  devoted  Catholic ;  from  which 
diversities  had  flowed  some  discord  in  the  household  and  a  little  unhappi- 
ness :  though  of  this  last  less  than  might  have  been  reasonably  predicted, 
owing,  principally,  to  the  easy  temper  of  the  gentleman.  Their  child 
(they  had  only  one  little  girl)  was  brought  up  subject  to  these  conflicting 
influences,  and  was  old  enough  when  her  mother  died  not  only  to  feel  the 
effects,  but  to  remember  the  mode  in  which  they  operated,  and  the  kind  of 
argument  by  which  each  was  supported.  After  that  event  monsieur  retained 
the  education  of  his  daughter  entirely  in  his  own  hands,  aided  by  such 
advantages  as  the  frequent  society  of  his  intimates  could  give ;  if,  indeed, 
this  could  be  reckoned  as  an  advantage.  The  men  who  had  the  entree  of 
his  house  comprised  all  sorts  of  patriots  from  all  sorts  of  countries,  many 
of  them  distinguished  as  much  by  pure  and  exalted  sentiments  as  by  an 
utter  absence  of  common  sense  :  at  least  one  brace  of  priests  whose  words 
and  deeds  had  not  tended  to  make  them  in  good  odour  with  their  spiritual 
authorities,  or  particularly  anxious  to  invite  inspection  of  their  course  of 
life ;  a  selection  of  philosophers  and  professors  of  brilliant  capabilities,  but 
of  eccentric  habits  of^thought  and  faith ;  and  two  or  three  Jesuits,  who, 
unless  they  were  much  belied,  were  worthy  of  being  ranked  among  the 
most  skilful  of  their  order,  in  that  they  intrigued  much,  spoke  little,  and 
never  committed  themselves  in  writing.  A  few  old  ladies  of  the  ancien 
regime  in  creed,  manner,  and  morals,  had  been  used  to  accord  a  frank 
welcome  to  monsieur,  sinking  the  point  of  his  objectionable  politics  in 
favour  of  his  better  birth,  fine  person,  and  unquestionable  breeding,  and 
they  were  good  enough  to  extend  that  kindness  to  his  daughter.  The 
result  of  this  strangely  compounded  education  was  to  produce  a  character 
which,  indeed,  sin  and  originality  had  studded  as  profusely  and  effectively 
as  poppies  spot  cornfields.  After  a  life  which,  if  variety  of  sojourn,  scene, 
and  society,  and  a  wide  experience  in  intrigue,  anxiety,  and  pleasure 
could  be  the  gauge  of  its  length,  father  and  daughter  would  have  attained 
to  twice  their  real  age,  the  marriage  of  the  latter  was  arranged  and  car- 
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ried  into  effect.  It  was  little  more  than  a  nominal  one,  and  was  followed 
in  three  months  by  an  amicable  separation.  Within  five  years  the  wile 
was  a  widow,  and  once  more  became  the  companion  of  her  father  through  a  , 
lengthened  course  of  wanderings ;  until  death  broke  the  tie  between  them  : 
and  the  light-hearted  French  gentleman  died  almost  as  gaily  and  uncon- 
cernedly as  he  had  lived.  It  never  could  be  surmised  what  motive 
induced  a  Bohemian  and  cosmopolitan  by  inheritance,  nature,  and  educa- 
tion, like  Madame  la  Fargue,  to  select  the  hamlet  of  ,  in  the  heart  of 

one  of  the  most  secluded  and  romantic  regions  of  Northern  England  as  her 
final  place  of  abode ;  but  so  it  was.  She  made  herself  proprietor  of  a 
cottage  and  a  few  surrounding  acres  of  land,  consisting  of  garden,  planta- 
tion, and  a  small  meadow ;  and  this  little  property  was  farmed  on  a  scale 
limited  to  its  proportions.  The  whole  menage  was  presided  over  by  an 
ancient  English  serving-man  and  a  middle-aged  Frenchwoman.  These 
two  potentates  declared  war  and  proclaimed  peace  with  each  other,  made 
treaties,  broke  them,  and  renewed  feuds  as  other  sovereigns  do,  and  in 
that  and  all  other  respects  acted  much  as  they  pleased.  Madame  adhered 
to  her  French  habits,  and,  provided  she  had  her  chocolate  in  the  morning, 
and  her  fruit  and  flowers  at  the  second  dejedner,  meddled  little  with  their 
proceedings.  She  seldom  went  beyond  the  limits  of  her  garden ;  on  the 
rare  occasions  that  she  exceeded  that  boundary  it  was  to  pay  ceremonial 
visits  to  the  only  other  two  proprietors  of  which  the  village  could  boast 
At  such  times  madame  wore  neither  bonnet  nor  cap,  but  a  head-dress 
similar  in  appearance  to,  though  richer  in  texture  than,  the  one  which  has 
been  described  ;  her  face  was  duly  protected  against  the  sun's  rays  by  a 
large  red  umbrella,  and  she  was  preceded  either  by  her  old  man,  or  maid 
Babette  :  thus  the  performance  of  this  duty  was  invested  with  a  certain 
stateliness  and  grandeur  in  the  eyes  of  the  few  rustics  who  beheld  the 
procession.  Madame  had  been  brought  up  in  the  Catholic  faith,  and  had 
at  one  period  bid  fair  to  have  become  an  ardent  devotee ;  but  her  father's 
precepts  and  example  somewhat  turned  the  edge  of  this  sentiment,  and 
little  of  it  remained :  so  far  as  appearances  went.  "  I  have  believed  :  let 
that  be  sufficient,"  she  had  replied,  when  reproached  for  attending 
neither  church  nor  chapel ;  and  she  made  that  act  of  faith  do  duty  for  the 
rest  of  her  life. 

But  if  her  practice  was  lax,  her  theory  was  strict;  and  in  politics, 
major  and  minor,  by  which  is  to  be  understood  those  of  the  world  and 
those  of  domestic  life,  she  was  an  enlightened  and  philosophical  despot. 
A  rapid  and  insatiable  reader,  her  studies  were  not,  indeed,  what  might 
have  been  prescribed  as  conducive  to  a  correct  mode  of  thought ;  they 
were  mostly  classical,  not,  however,  excluding  the  works  of  French 
authors  of  note,  both  ancient  and  modern.  These  branches  of  literature 
were  often  by  no  means  fit  for  the  perusal  of  les  jeunes  JilUs,  as  madame 
was  candid  enough  to  confess :  nor  of  young  boys  either,  she  might  have 
added  with  at  least  equal  truth. 

"  Ca  ne  me  derange  pas  les  idces"  was  her  reply,  when  some  remark 
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of  the  kind  was  made  to  her :  "  qxCest  ce  que  qa  me  fait  f  "  and  she  read  on, 
sipping  her  chocolate  and  laughing  to  herself.  She  gave  alms,  too,  out  of 
her  little  means  to  the  poor,  with  a  munificence  and  catholicity  of  spirit 
■which  won  the  hearts  of  these  misguided  beings,  as  yet  without  experience 
of  tracts,  missions,  and  clothing-clubs.  But  she  never  went  to  mass 
(performed,  it  is  true,  about  eighteen  miles  away),  neither  did  she  ever 
appear  at  church  ;  seeing  this,  the  clergyman  essayed  to  convert  her, 
but  gave  up  the  attempt  almost  immediately. 

"  If  you.  are  planning  to  convert  me,"  said  the  sharp-witted  old  lady, 
as  the  first  theological  shot  was  fired,  "  I  will  send  for  my  director, 
though  he  lives  at  an  enormous  distance,  and  it  will  cause  much  expense 
and  trouble  ;  but  he  will  certainly  not  fail  to  come."  And  this  threat  was 
sufficient.  When  in  the  world  a  creed  dies,  a  philosophy  rises  on  its 
ruins,  and  when  a  faith  perishes  it  leaves  a  phantom  shadow  of  its  former 
self  to  haunt  the  grave. 

So  raadame  had  her  philosophy  and  her  phantom,  and  by  their  aid  and 
light  she  regulated  her  life  and  ways. 

Twenty  years  had  not  dulled  senses  naturally  acute.  For  an  hour  past 
the  conveyance  we  have  described  had  been  on  the  road,  and  now  began 
to  send  out  of  the  distance  sounds  of  its  approach ;  but  long  before  it 
actually  stopped  before  the  house,  madame  was  at  the  door,  flanked  by  her 
two  retainers.    There  was  much  exclamation  and  embracing. 

"  Dear  aunt !  " 

"My  niece,  Adelaide,  ma  belle  des  belles!11 

And  the  old  lady  saluted  her  rapidly  on  both  cheeks,  held  her  away 
to  examine  her  the  better,  and  repeated  the  former  ceremony  once,  twice, 
thrice. 

The  agitation  of  arrival  and  welcome  began  to  snbside. 

"  I  will  command  an  omelette  and  some  wine,  my  niece.  Meanwhile 
to  what  fortunate  circumstance  am  I  indebted  for  your  charming  society  ?  " 

But  at  this  harmless  question  Mrs.  Dalzell's  violet-coloured  eyes 
flashed  fire,  and  then  seemed  much  disposed  to  shower  down  the  sort  of  rain 
which  follows  a  summer  storm. 

44  The  idea  had  come  to  her,"  she  said ;  "  a  freak,  a  fancy.  Marmaduke 
was  in  London,  and  did  not  busy  himself  about  her."  Here  the  well-cut 
nostril  dilated,  and  the  crimson  lips  quivered.  "And — and  we  will  talk 
about  something  else,  dear  aunt." 

Here  the  supper  arrived,  of  all  moments  the  most  opportune;  that 
being  despatched,  the  conversation,  at  first  lively,  languished  decidedly, 
and  Adelaide,  under  pretence  of  resting,  closed  her  eyes  and  began  to 
analyse  her  own  sensations.  And  what  were  they?  A  mixture  of 
Kurprisc  and  disappointment.  But  why  ?  For  this  reason  :  she  had,  she 
knew,  taken  what  is,  for  any  woman,  a  very  decifuve  and  daring  step. 
She  had  left  her  husband's  house  without  his  permission,  or  even  his 
knowledge: — that  was  the  truth  of  the  matter;  and  having  cast  the  die, 
and  testified,  in  so  far  as  actions  can  testify,  her  readiness  to  abide  the 
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result,  ehe  was  surprised  and  a  little  disappointed  to  find  that  she  felt 
much  the  same.  She  had  vaguely  expected,  that  in  the  very  nature  of  the 
action,  its  accomplishment  would  have  superinduced  within  her  the  emo- 
tions proper  to  saints,  martyrs,  and  heroines;  and  none  such  had  come: 
she  seemed  to  herself  neither  better  nor  worse  than  the  day  before.  This 
feeling  we  have  almost  all  of  us  experienced.  We  marry  a  wife,  or  we 
bury  one  ;  we  enter  a  profession,  or  come  into  a  fortune,  or  we  register 
some  vow  before  God  and  man:  these  things  are  regarded  by  us  as 
crises— turning-points  of  our  life,  and  we  make  many  plans  hinging  on 
the  change  which  we  suppose  they  will  effect  in  us.  But  the  sun  shines 
on  us  next  day,  and  we  feel  much  as  we  did  before :  our  sins  and  our 
sorrows  are  still  on  us;  neither  are  our  wishes  or  our  dispositions 
miraculously  altered,  except  in  rare  and  exceptional  cases.  We  have 
looked  on  these  events  as  baptisms  for  good  or  evil,  and  regeneration  has 
not  come,  nor  have  we  heard  the  still,  small  voice  of  condemnation.  It  is 
only  later  that  we  begin  to  understand  how  consequences  come  slowly,  but 
come  surely ;  that  the  tree  which  we  plant  shall  bear  the  fruit  we  must 
eat,  and  the  children  we  beget  must  also  abide  with  us.  It  is  the  same 
in  the  invisible  world  of  thought.  We  entertain  many  a  vindictive,  or 
unscrupulous,  or  cowardly  project,  and  fancy  we  are  no  worse,  because 
we  preserve  a  human  aspect  and  love  those  who  love  us.  If  every  time 
we  lay  down  with  wicked  thoughts,  we  rose  up  with  horns,  hoof,  and 
tail !  Ah  me  I  how  long  would  the  wife  of  our  bosom  be  able  to  endure 
the  sight  of  us  ? 

While  apparently  employed  in  cutting  open  the  leaves  of  a  new  book, 
the  keen  eyes  of  the  elderly  lady  scrutinized  rapidly  and  frequently  the 
disturbed  and  beautiful  face  opposite  to  her.  "  Forced  fruit  always  lacks 
flavour,"  said  madame  to  herself;  "  in  due  time  I  will  confess  her."  And 
the  confession  was  made,  and  effectively  made  too;  though  there  was 
about  it  a  flavour  of  impenitence  more  apparent  than  real.  But  this 
is  anticipating. 

The  glow  of  the  fire,  and  the  whistling  and  moaning  of  the  shut-out 
wind,  began  to  arouse  vague  sensations  of  regret  and  discomfort.  Sur- 
rounding warmth  and  comfort  gave  edge  to  mental  pain,  and  Adelaide 
began  to  have  that  sort  of  feeling  which  our  brilliant  neighbours  call 
pitie  de  soi-meme,  and  to  think  that  it  would  be  a  relief  to  unburden 
her  mind.  For  some  time  she  successfully  resisted  this  inward  prompt- 
ing, and  pleading  fatigue,  said  her  adieu  for  the  night,  and  vanished.  But 
when  she  had  shut  herself  off  into  her  pleasant  little  room,  with  its 
latched  door  and  white  hangings  and  bachelor  aspect,  the  sensation  of 
miserable  loneliness  became  unendurable.  Marmaduke  was  already 
avenged,  though  he  knew  it  not.  She  began  what  ladies  call  "  doing 
their  hair,"  by  which  is  to  be  understood  not  that  partial  and  frag- 
mentary attention  to  the  portion  which  is  appropriated  as  covering  to 
the  intellectual  regions,  but  letting  down  like  a  shower  the  entire  length, 
weight,  and  glory  of  her  hair ;  and  arming  herself  with  the  requisite 
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implement,  she  commenced  a  vigorous  discipline.  But  the  white  arms  were 
unused  to  such  manual  labour;  for  the  owner  of  them,  belonging  to  the 
upper  ten  thousand,  had  of  late  led  that  life  of  ardent  listlessness  which 
has  in  all  ages  been  the  most  fruitful  soil  for  the  operations  of  the  enemy. 
Presently  the  arms  relaxed,  and  Adelaide  subsided  into  a  wicker-chair, 
and  gazed  dreamily  into  the  fire.  Vacuo  pectore  regnat  amor.  While  she 
sat  thus  wrapped  in  a  white  covering,  flecked,  barred,  and  nearly  covered 
to  her  very  knees  with  long  hair  black  as  wing  of  raven,  the  door  opened 
gently,  and  madame  entered. 

"My  niece,  I  have  brought  you  some  negus;  "  and  she  presented 
Adelaide  with  a  glass  of  that  beverage,  made,  as  women  say  they  prefer  to 
have  it  made,  very  hot,  very  sweet,  and  very  weak.  Solitary  confinement 
even  for  a  few  minutes  has  been  known  to  have  had  a  good  effect  on 
naughty  children,  and  Adelaide  seemed  more  moved  by  this  little  act  of 
kindness  than  the  greatness  of  the  service  required,  for  she  sprang  up  and 
threw  her  arms  round  madame's  neck,  refusing  to  quit  that  position,  as  if 
it  were  a  relief  to  do  something,  or  be  near  some  one. 

"  Dear  aunt,  I  fear  I  must  have  appeared  unaccountably  rude  and 
stupid  in  some  of  my  replies  to  you  to-night  1 " 

"  Never,  Adelaide,"  returned  the  old  lady,  promptly ;  "  when  the  heart 
is  full,  and  the  judgment  perplexed,  the  senses  arc  often  dull,  and  the  tongue 
slow ;  but  old  age  can  make  allowances  where  youth  might  be  at  fault. 
Experience  in  suffering  should  teach  the  old  somewhat,  Adelaide." 

It  would  be  difficult  to  say  what  suffering  of  this  special  description  had 
at  any  time  befallen  madame,  but  the  sentiment  was  a  consoling  one.  She 
eat  down  cosily  in  a  vacant  chair,  and  her  niece  rested  at  her  feet  with 
the  comfortable  sensation  that  madame  knew  her  heart  was  full,  and  her 
mind  perplexed.  Toute  femme  veut  etre  devine'e  :  the  confession  was  well 
begun.    What  a  relief  I 

"Marmaduke  does  not,  and  will  not,  know  that  I  am  here,  dear 
aunt." 

Now  Marmaduke  was  not  so  ignorant  as  she  supposed.  Nevertheless, 
in  making  this  statement,  Adelaide  spoke  the  truth  as  far  as  she  knew  it: 
and  we  don't  always  do  that  even  by  accident. 

"  Ah,  my  niece,  but  he  will  know  shortly." 

"  You  will  not  betray  me,  aunt  ?  I  had  thought  I  was  safe  with  you." 

"  Assuredly,  he  will  know  only  when  you  write  to  him — as  you  will  in 
two  or  three  days — to  tell  him  that  you  are  about  to  return,  and  that  he  is 
to  come  and  bring  you  back." 

"  If  you  knew  all  1  " 

"  I  divine  most,  my  child :  you  would  not  have  left  your  husband 
without  the  most  serious  reason,  and  due  consideration." 

"  I  did  consider  "  (she  had  considered  for  half-an-hour).  "  I  had  a  serious 
reason  :  the  strongest  reason  woman  could  have,"  said  poor  Adelaide,  trying 
to  fortify  herself  by  thinking  on  her  wrongs  ;  which  just  then,  being  more 
troubled  than  she  wished  to  admit,  she  was  unable  to  advance  in  a  sufficiently 
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imposing  and  formidable  shape.  Like  a  wise  woman,  mndame  had  not 
arraigned  her  penitent  as  a  criminal,  nor  laid  a  finger  on  her  amour  proprt ; 
she  had  assumed  at  once  the  iniquity  of  the  other  offender,  and  seemed  to 
be  rather  asking  for  explanation  of  the  offence,  than  justification  for  the 
severity  of  the  punishment.  The  tears  were  welling  in  Adelaide's  eyes,  as 
her  unsteady  gaze  into  the  fire  and  frequent  gulps  betrayed.  "  The  wound 
is  recent,  "  thought  raadame  ; "  we  must  probe  it  before  it  has  time  to  close." 
"Give  me  the  history  of  the  three  last  days,"  she  said;  and  Adelaide, 
grateful  for  the  aid,  responded,  woman- like,  to  the  spirit,  rather  than  to  the 
strict  letter  of  the  query. 

"  The  day  before  yesterday,  Marmaduke  came  home  in  a  violent  hurry, 
saying  that  he  had  to  go  down  to  his  lawyers  on  business,  about  seven  or 
eight  miles  out  of  town,  and  should  stay  the  night  there.  He  ordered  his 
servant  to  pack  his  valise,  lamenting  all  the  time  that  he  was  obliged  to 
leave  me,  and  I- — I  believed  him :  he  had  never  during  the  short 
space  of  our  married  life  told  me,  so  far  as  I  know,  the  shadow  of  an 
untruth." 

"  It  is  without  doubt  an  evil  to  possess  a  too  excellent  character.  It 
goes  for  something  perhaps  in  a  servant ;  but  in  ordinary  life  we  rejoice 
over  the  lo6t  sheep  and  the  prodigal  son,  while  we  are  astonished  and  pro- 
voked at  the  failure  of  the  good,"  observed  madame,  with  a  sarcasm  which 
raised,  as  she  intended  to  do,  a  reactionary  sentiment  in  Adelaide's  breast. 

For  the  moment  Mrs.  Dalzeli  found  herself  almost  wishing  to  take  her 
husband's  part.  Women  (let  us  gratefully  confess  it)  will  on  occasions 
abuse  the  man  they  love  best,  but  at  the  dimmest  prospect  of  obtaining  a 
convert  from  among  their  hearers,  they  shrink  aghast  at  their  success. 
She  hurriedly  resumed, — "  I  am  not  often  alone,  you  know,  so  feeling  time 
hang  heavily,  I  drove  to  St.  John's  Wood  to  call  on  Mrs.  Carruthers. 
Well,  aunt,  the  cabman  was  either  intoxicated,  or  he  could  not  have 
known  the  neighbourhood,  for  he  drove  me  from  one  place  to  the  other 
in  a  very  reckless  way;  when  I  remonstrated  he  became  exceedingly 
insolent,  and  I  felt  quite  alarmed." 

14  It  is  not  with  you  as  with  us,  my  niece.  Your  demoiselles  are  all 
courage,  and  your  married  women  are  all  timidity.  In  England,  when  a 
young  girl  marries  she  loses  her  individuality  ;  in  France,  on  the  con- 
trary, it  is  not  until  then  that  we  gain  it.  But  continue.  So  you  had  fear : 
the  cabman  was  not  complaisant — mutinous,  in  fact  ?  I,  too,  have  had 
controversies  with  these  people  :  they  were  frightful.  What  one  gains  in 
economy,  one  loses  in  time  and  pleasure." 

41  At  last,  aunt,  I  ordered  him  to  stop,  saying  that  I  should  get  out. 
This  at  first  he  refused  to  do ;  but  as  I  persisted  in  it,  he  condescended  to 
obey.  I  alighted,  and  asked  him  his  fare,  which,  according  to  his  account, 
was  simply  enormous.  I  took  his  ticket — I  had  often  heard  Marmaduke 
say  that  was  the  way  to  do — and  placing  a  sovereign  in  the  man's  hand, 
I  told  him,  that  fchough  that  was  less  than  the  sum  he  demanded,  it  was, 
I  knew,  far  more  than  he  had  any  right  to,  and  that  he  was  to  give  roe 
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the  proper  change.  I  had,  I  suppose,  overrated  the  power  of  the  ticket, 
for  he  only  took  the  money,  and  drove  off  as  quickly  as  possible,  leaving 
mc  standing  in  the  middle  of  the  road,  feeling  rather  foolish  and  very 
indignant." 

"  But  you  had  the  ticket,  my  child?" 

"  Yes ;  but  I  lost  it  somehow :  and,  in  any  case,  I  should  not  have 
appeared  against  the  man  in  a  police-court.  There  I  was,  utterly  lost. 
I  had  not  the  slightest  idea  in  what  part  of  the  neighbourhood  I  was,  and 
felt  much  as  I  used  to  do  when,  as  a  child,  with  bandaged  eyes,  I  was 
turned  round  and  round  for  a  dozen  times  at  blind-man's  buff.  However, 
not  wishing  to  attract  observation,  I  walked  on,  trusting  that  I  might,  in 
one  of  those  pretty  shady  walks,  meet  some  nursemaid,  of  whom  I  might 
inquire  my  road.  I  encountered  only  one,  accompanied  by  a  soldier,  of 
course,  and  a  foolish  fit  of  shyness  prevented  me  accosting  her.  So 
I  passed  on,  lost  sight  of  them  in  a  turn  of  the  road,  and  not  beholding  any 
other  living  being  far  or  near,  I  determined  that  I  would  enter  one  of  the 
outer  doors,  and  ask  for  the  requisite  directions  at  some  of  the  villas.  I  dare- 
say, aunt,  you  will  call  me  very  bete ;  but  I  passed  a  dozen  before  I  could 
summon  up  courage  to  make  the  essay.  At  last,  perceiving  one  standing 
half  open,  I  'talked  in,  advanced  along  some  grounds  prettily  laid  out  with 
clumps  of  shrubs,  and  trees,  in  the  midst  of  which  stood  a  white,  low- 
built  house,  not  much  unlike  those  I  have  seen  in  pictures  as  belonging  to 
Indian  planters.  It  was  surounded  by  a  wide  verandah,  supported  by 
pillars,  round  which  were  twined  roses,  jessamine,  and  creepers  of  dif- 
ferent kinds  in  great  luxuriance.  Playing  with  a  little  dog  was  a  pretty 
child,  apparently  about  three  years  old ;  one  small  dimpled  arm  was 
round  the  dog's  neck,  and  in  the  other  hand  was  a  blue  ribbon  attached  to 
the  animal's  collar.  She  looked  up  at  me  wonderingly  as  I  came  towards 
her ;  I  stayed  an  instant  to  speak  to  the  little  one,  and  from  the  spot  where 
I  stood,  sheltered  behind  a  large  group  of  rhododendrons,  I  could  see  a 
lady  and  gentleman  with  two  other  children.  The  lady  had  her  lace 
turned  to  me,  and  was  young,  and  certainly  very  beautiful." 

"Fair  or  dark,  ma  belief" 

"  Oh,  very  dark ;  a  foreigner,  I  should  think,"  replied  Adelaide,  with 
that  slight  scorn  which  a  fine-blooded  Milesian  brunette  of  the  palest  kind 
thinks  herself  fairly  entitled  to  use,  in  alluding  to  a  style  of  loveliness 
essentially  opposite  to  her  own.  "  She  held  an  infant  in  her  arms,  and 
was  playing  and  talking  with  it.  I  stood  a  moment,  feeling  the  awkward- 
ness of  my  position,  and  wishing  it  was  well  over,  when  this  person 
exclaimed,  4  Marmaduke' — I  heard  the  name  so  distinctly — '  Mannaduke, 
do  take  that  away  from  George.'  The  gentleman  she  appealed  to  turned 
round,  and  caught  up  a  little  boy  in  hiB  arms  ;  in  so  doing  the  child's 
struggles  struck  his  hat  from  his  head,  and  this  action  showed  me  the 
features  of  my  husband.  '  George,'  he  said  ;  and  if  any  further  link  of 
evidence  were  wanted,  if  my  doubting  eyes  asked  for  greater  certainty, 
I  had  it  in  the  well-known  voice.    He  raised  the  child  up,  and  laying  the 
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little  head  on  his  shoulder,  I  could  see  that  the  boy  was  but  the  tiny 
resemblance  of  himself — the  same  long  fair  hair,  large  blue  eyes,  and 
laughing,  tender  lips.  He  lavished  caresses  on  him,  as  I  gazed  and  gazed 
until  my  eyeballs  seemed  turning  into  stone.  I  never  knew  how  I  left 
that  place.  I  have  a  dim  recollection  of  the  little  one,  whom  I  had  first 
seen,  speaking  to  me  as  I  passed  out,  and  then  finding  myself  walking  in 
the  road  quite  alone — alone  in  my  misery.  I  continued  to  walk  forward 
mechanically  and  quickly,  I  hardly  knew  in  what  direction,  or  for  how 
long.  It  seems  all  a  blank  to  me.  Before  anything  definite  occurred 
to  my  mind,  it  was  quite  dark,  and  the  numerous  lighted  lamps  gleaming 
among  the  trees  convinced  me  that  I  must  have  been  many  hours  on  foot." 
"My  poor  child  !" 

"  Perhaps  it  would  have  been  more  natural  to  keep  in  the  gloom  and 
shadow  of  those  quiet  roads,  but  suddenly  the  longing  came  on  me  to  be 
among  human  beings  and  in  crowded  streets,  so  I  listened  for  a  few 
instants.  I  could  hear  behind  me  the  distant  roar  and  tumult  of  the  city, 
so  I  turned  on  my  steps,  and,  in  what  seemed  to  me  a  very  short  space  of 
time,  I  found  myself  in  Oxford-street.  Jostled,  frightened,  and  wretched, 
I  took  the  first  conveyance  I  met  with,  and  arrived  at  home.  I  dined,  and 
then  desired  my  maid  to  pack  a  small  travelling  bag  for  my  use.  Marma- 
duke,  I  knew,  would  not  arrive  that  night,  and  by  the  time  he  might  be 
looked  for  next  day,  I  had  resolved  to  be  far  away.  I  would  not  conde- 
scend to  reproach  him  with  his  treachery,  or  to  hear  subterfuges  and 
untruth,  perhaps  insult  and  defiance,  from  lips  that  had  been  once  so  faith- 
ful and  dear  to  me.  "But  to  this  resolve  I  came,  that  the  same  roof  could  not 
in  future  shelter  us  both ;  and  this  morning  early  I  drove  with  my  servant 
to  the  station.  She  took  my  ticket  for  me  before  I  dismissed  her ;  so  if 
Marmaduke  thinks  proper  to  examine  her,  he  will  at  least  learn  that  I 
have  found  a  fitting  shelter,  and  his  own  conscience  will  tell  him  why  I 
could  no  longer  stay  with  him.    Have  I  not  done  right  ?  " 

"Mon  enfant,  jealousy  is  cruel  as  the  grave,  but  most  cruel  to  those  who 
give  way  to  it :  but  I  suppose  you  did  this  because  at  the  moment  you 
could  do  no  other.  I  cannot,  perhaps,  judge  you  fittingly.  In  my  young 
days,  the  husband  or  wife  who  betrayed  that  passion  would  have  been 
thought  to  have  committed  a  betise,  a  maladresse.  I  was  not  jealous  of 
my  husband,  though  the  world  said  he  gave  me  occasion  ;  but  I  never 
listened  to  the  world,  Adelaide:  those  who  do,  almost  always  end  by 
hating  or  despising  it;  and  I  could  have  arrived  at  that  point  by  a 
shorter  route,  had  I  wished  it.  As  to  the  passion  of  jealousy,  no  well- 
bred  woman  ever  knows  it ;  or  at  least  she  never  shows  it.  Besides,  in 
this  sort  of  thing,  noblesse  oblige :  those  whose  heritage  it  is  to  control 
others  must  surely  first  control  themselves.  Jealousy  is,  in  truth,  a 
bourgeois  vice." 

Adelaide  made  no  reply  in  words ;  her  sole  response  was  the  half-bitter, 
half-melancholy  smile  which  played  for  a  moment  round  her  mouth.  She 
was  thinking,  perhaps,  that  there  had  been  a  good  many  ill-bred  men  and 
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women  in  the  world — from  kings  and  queens  downwards — if  this  doctrine 
were  true.    If  such  was  her  idea,  madame  answered  it. 

"  Yes,  I  know  what  you  would  say ;  the  women  you  are  thinking  of 
made  fools  of  themselves,  one  and  all."  Madame  proceeded,  in  terms  harsh 
and  uncomplimentary,  to  allude  to  Juno  and  Proserpine;  then  descending 
from  gods  and  goddesses  to  the  times  of  Christian  men  and  women,  Rhe 
spoke  of  the  cruel  and  vindictive  jealousy  of  certain  queens,  such  as  Joan 
of  Spain  and  our  Elizabeth. 

"  Well,  aunt,  I  hardly  see  how  this  bears  on  what  I  have  told  you. 
These  women  had  reason  to  be  jealous,  and  well-bred  or  ill-bred,  they 
were  jealous."  • 

" Entetee"  said  madame.  " Listen  to  me,  Adelaide :  there  is  yet 
another  construction  which  this  history  will  admit  of.  I  will  tell  yon  an 
old,  old  tale."  And  being  a  little  eager,  she  commenced  her  parable,  half 
in  French,  and  half  in  English,  something  to  this  effect : — 

"  Where  the  blue  sea  is  most  sunny  and  stirless,  the  heavens  most 
cloudless,  and  the  winds  ever  soft  and  balmy,  there  lived  a  prince  and 
princess,  who,  after  the  manner  of  men  and  women,  loved,  and  were  given 
in  marriage  one  to  the  other." 

The  mythological  story  of  Cephalus,  Procris  and  Aurora  is  probably 
too  well  known  to  the  majority  of  readers  to  need  details.  But  we  have 
often  thought  the  construction  of  the  legend  is  full  of  significance  and 
suggestion. 

That  Aurora  wooed  Cephalus  in  vain,  was  not,  as  we  imagine, 
owing  to  that  special  and  unreasoning  fidelity,  the  secret  of  which 
lies  unrevealed  among  Nature's  secrets ;  because,  when  the  disap- 
pointed goddess,  animated  by  jealous  cunning  (rancune  de  Jcmme  est  de 
longue  durie),  despatched  her  stubborn  enslaver,  changed  in  appear- 
ance, to  test  the  faithfulness  of  his  wife,  he  met  with  at  least  a 
partial  and  unwelcome  success ;  and  in  like  manner,  and  under  similar 
circumstances,  Procris  obtained  a  moral  advantage  over  Cephalus.  The 
fact  seems  significant,  that  both  husband  and  wife,  when  presenting  them- 
selves, metamorphosed  into  other  forms,  were  able  respectively  to  disturb 
each  other's  fidelity.  Is  it  too  much  to  suppose  that  by  this  was  meant 
that,  notwithstanding  the  perfection  of  the  disguise,  there  must  have  been 
some  subtle  link  of  memory  lightly  troubled  ?  some  instinctive  recognition 
of  ownership  secretly  felt  and  yielded  ? 

At  this  juncture,  the  one  had  no  right  to  reproach  the  other,  or,  as 
our  modern  lawgivers  translate  the  situation,  they  had  both  every  right 
to  reproach  each  other.  However,  so  far  as  fable  tells  us,  the  double 
discovery  was  not  followed  by  scenes  of  recrimination ;  but  for  mutual 
weakness  betrayed,  mutual  forgiveness  was  accorded.  This  was  so, 
perhaps,  because  no  institution  then  existed  analogous  to  the  one  over 
which  Sir  C.  Cresswell  presides,  with  more  honour  to  himself  than  to  the 
suitors  who  come  before  him. 

That  jealousy  ultimately  returned  to  trouble  the  breast  of  Procris 
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seems  to  indicate  that  in  weaker  natures  all  emotions,  such  as  anger,  lore, 
fear,  and  jealousy,  are  more  easily  excited,  allayed,  expelled,  and  recalled 
than  in  stronger  ones.  Then,  in  the  last  final  catastrophe,  when  the 
ill-fated  wife  lies  in  ambush,  the  very  air  seeming  charged  with  words 
inarticulute,  bo  far  as  the  actual  human  sounds  might  be  distinguished, 
and  only  comprehended  and  translated,  or  rather  misunderstood  by  the 
extreme  tension  of  a  loving  ear,  the  tale  has  a  meaning  for  most  of  us. 
If  betraying  Dryades  or  tell-tale  Zephyrs  had  mistaken  the  cry  of 
Cephalus  to  Aura  for  an  invocation  to  Aurora,  has  no  parallel  perversion 
of  facte  in  our  own  memory,  perhaps  in  our  life,  cast  its  shadow  over  us 
under  circumstanccs^ilded  by  no  halo  of  romance,  but  equally  untoward 
and  costly  in  their  sequence ;  causing  mortification,  wrath,  and  misery, 
followed  by  years  of  estrangement  and  loneliness — borne,  indeed — howy  it 
were  kinder  not  to  ask? 

Whether  madame  illustrated  her  history  by  suggestions  like  these 
or  no,  the  result  was  the  same — nil ;  and  for  anything  which  her  eloquence 
had  effected,  she  might  as  well  have  been  silent.  Adelaide  made  no 
reply,  and  slept  that  night  with  resentment  unappeased  rankling  in  her 
heart. 

As  in  some  countries  to  sleep  in  the  moonlight  occasions  blindness,  so 
in  all  countries  to  sleep  in  anger  causes  moral  blindness.  "  Let  not  the 
sun  go  down  upon  your  wrath,"  is  a  precept  of  high  wisdom  as  well  as 
pure  morality. 


About  three  days  from  the  date  of  the  first  scene  recorded,  Morrice 
Gywnne  encountered  Marmaduke  Dalzell  in  one  of  the  thoroughfares 
which  are  in  London  appropriated  to  men  who  have  time  on  their  hands 
and  money  in  their  pockets,  though  from  the  time  of  the  year  the  loungers 
were  few  and  far  between. 

"  You  in  town,  Dalzell,  when  you  ought  to  be  in  the  stubble?  " 

"  Yes,  for  my  sins,"  said  Dalzell,  who  represented  part  of  the  collective 
wisdom  of  the  nation.    "  And  what  brings  you  here  ?  " 

44  The  sins  of  other  people,"  replied  Morrice,  44  for  I've  come  to  take  up 
a  bill." 

44  That's  all  right,"  said  Dalzell,  apparently  without  giving  the  slightest 
thought  to  the  tenor  of  his  friend's  remark. 
44  Nay,  it's  all  wrong,  my  boy." 

44  Is  it?  well,  you  will  dine  with  me  at  eight  to-night." 
44 1  shall  hardly  be  able  to  get  way  by  that  time.    I've  my  lawyer  to 
see,  and  some  of  the  children  of  Israel  to  communicate  with." 
44  Say  half-past,  then  7  " 
44  But  I  don't  want  to  disarrange — " 

44  You  won't  disarrange  anybody.    You  must  come,  Morrice." 
44  So  be  it,  then ;"  and  the  two  men  parted. 

44 1  take  it  his  wife  is  not  there,  since  there  'a  no  one  to  disarrange, 
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and  we  change  our  dinner-hour  at  our  good  pleasure,"  thought  Morrice, 
as  he  turned  away 

At  the  appointed  hour  he  was  received  by  his  host  alone.  Dalzell  was 
a  tali,  well-made,  dashing-looking  young  fellow,  with  fair  hair,  largo  blue 
eyes,  well-cut  features,  a  warm  and  somewhat  sunburnt  complexion,  and  a 
very  choleric  disposition  legibly  depicted  on  his  countenance.  The  con- 
versation was  sustained  equably  enough  by  Morrice,  and  in  a  more  effer- 
vescent manner  by  Dalzell,  whose  hospitality  and  gaiety  seemed  of  a 
rather  gusty  description.  Morrice  held  the  opinion  that  the  primary  duty 
of  a  friend  was  never  to  ask  disagreeable  questions,  or  make  unpleasant 
observations ;  therefore  he  preserved  a  discreet  silence  as  to  Mrs.  Dalzell's 
absence,  and  affected  not  to  notice  the  forced  gaiety  of  the  husband. 

"  It's  just  the  weather  to  be  flushing  the  pheasants,  Marmaduke, 
and  to-morrow  is  the  1st.  I'm  sorry  for  you,  cooped  up  here,  llow  on 
earth  do  you  amuse  yourself  in  town  ?  " 

"  Not  so  badly.  I  was  with  Hilton  and  a  few  others  last  night,  and 
to-night,  if  I  had  not  met  you,  I  should  have  been  with  Eversley  " 

"Eversley  alone?" 

"  No ;  there  will  be  some  of  his  set — Mesdames  Fifine  and  Elise." 

"  Hope  I've  not  kept  you  from  a  better  engagement?"  said  Morrice! 
opening  a  case  of  cigars. 

"  No,  indeed ;  I  was  not  sorry  to  have  the  excuse;  but  if  you'd  like  to 
come  with  me  Til  take  you:  there's  time  yet,  and  they'll  all  be  delighted 
to  see  you." 

u  And  to-morrow  night?"  asked  Morrice,  significantly. 

"  To-morrow  as  yesterday,  and  much  more  abundantly." 

"  '  Eat,  drink,  for  to-morrow  we  die  ? '  No,  thank  you,  Marmaduke, 
I  won't  trouble  you.  Mesdames  Fifine  and  her  friends  are  too  expensive 
and  rowdy  for  me." 

"  You  are  in  a  low  key  to-night;  what's  the  matter  with  you?  have 
you  been  drinking  bad  wine  ? " 

"You  are  not  bo  far  out  there,  do  you  know;  I  dined  with  old 
Alick  Scott.  He  produced  « some  curious  vintage,'  as  he  justly  called 
it.  A  man  who  gives  bad  wine  when  he  can  only  afford  good  beer  is  a 
fool,  and  a  man  who  gives  bad  wine  when  he  has,  or  ought  to  have,  good, 
is  a  rascal,  and  deserves  the  halter,"  said  Morrice,  with  an  energy  and 
seriousness  befitting  the  sentiment.  Then  there  was  a  pause.  "  Decidedly 
his  wife  is  not  here :  I  wish  any  ono  would  bet  me  a  thousand  pounds 
that  it  was  not  her  I  saw  the  other  night,"  was  his  silent  ejaculation. 

"  If  you'll  come  to-night  you'll  taste  wine  that  is  wine,  I  will 
guarantee,"  said  Dalzell,  recurring  to  the  subject. 

"  I'm  not  a  very  good  boy,  Marmaduke,  but  it  puzzles  me  to  guess 
what  a  married  man  like  yourself  can  have  to  do  with  Eversley's  suppers, 
and  with  Elise  and  Fifine,  and  all  the  other  exceptionable  divinities  of 
the  ballet." 

Dalzell  stooped  down  as  if  his  boot  suddenly  hurt  him ;  and  it  was 


Digitize 


452 


A  FIT  OF  JEALOUSY. 


not  only  the  exertion  necessary  for  this  trivial  action  that  drove  the  blood 
into  his  face  with  such  a  double  dye  in  it,  as  he  rose  up  and  faced  Morrice 
as  best  he  might. 

"  I  have  no  wife  at  present,"  he  said,  defiantly ;  "I'm  living  en  garqon.'11 

"  Moro  shame  for  you,  Marmaduke,"  remarked  Morrice.  very  quietly. 

"  It's  not  my  fault.  Mrs.  Dalzell  left  me  some  days  ago  to  pay  a  visit 
in — in  the  north.    She  does  as  she  likes,  and  I  do  as  I  please." 

"  Hardly  that,  Duke.  I  take  it  what  you  are  doing  docs  not  please 
you  too  well  even  now,  and  won't  do  as  much  as  that  for  you  afterwards. 
You  know  why  she  went  and  where  she  is,  or  you  would  not  be  sitting 
quietly  here,"  said  Morrice,  earnestly,  and  with  much  good  feeling. 

Dalzell  was  only  a  young  husband,  and  he  started  at  these  words  as  if 
he  had  been  struck,  throwing  back  his  hair  with  a  quick,  impatient 
movement. 

"  I  was  going  to  say  I  neither  knew  nor  cared ;  heaven  forgive  me  ! 
but  no  man  can  say  that  of  his  wife.  Yes,  I  do  know ;  it  was  jealousy 
and  temper,  and  that  only,  that  drove  "her  away.  She  is  too  haughty  and 
too  truthful  to  conceal  what  she  feels,  and  I  will  not  submit  to  be  watched 
and  misjudged.  Adelaide  condemned  me  simply  without  hearing  rne; 
that  is  how  it  happened.1' 

"  I  don't  know  how  it  happened,  or  indeed  what  happened,  and  I  can't 
give  any  opinion  when  I  am  so  entirely  in  the  dark ;  but  you  should  bear 
in  mind  that  women  are  much  more  easily  shocked  than  men." 

"Help  yourself,  and  pass  the  bottle,  Morrice."  This  done,  Dalzell 
drained  a  heavy  bumper  and  resumed :  "  Here  you  have  it,  then :  you 
remember  my  brother  George?" 

"  Yes ;  'hempy  George'  we  used  to  call  him,  I  think,"  said  Morrice  briefly. 

"  Since  you  remember  his  name  you'll  remember  his  failings,  I  dare 
say.  The  most  mischievous  and  reckless  fellow  that  ever  an  elder  brother 
had  on  his  hands  ;  and  one  of  the  kindest-hearted,  too.  He  was  a  great 
chum  of  Adelaide's,  who  used  to  declare  he  was  the  prince  of  brothers  to 
her,  and  thought  me  rather  harsh  than  otherwise  to  him.  She  little  knew 
that  I  had  already  paid  his  debts  three  times,  with  every  prospect,  if  life 
and  patience  were  granted  me,  of  repeating  the  whitewashing  a  score  of 
times  more.  The  beauty  of  it  was,  ho  never  looked  it :  by  virtue  of  a 
clear,  rosy  complexion  and  his  imperturbable  good  humour,  he  actually 
got  credit  for  the  correct  life  which  is  popularly  supposed  to  be  the  foun- 
dation of  these  good  things.  I  vow  that  often  when  I  have  brought  him 
home  almost  by  main  force,  I,  who  paid  for  his  follies,  looked  infinitely 
more  disreputable  and  haggard  than  he  who  committed  them." 

"  He  was  a  dreadful  impostor,  I  know." 

"That  is  true;  the  last  time  I  paid  up  (as  I  thought)  all,  I  said, 
'Now,  old  fellow,  this  won't  do.  I  shall  have  to  stop  somewhere.  As  well 
now  as  afterwards." 

"  If  you  mean  what  you  say,  I  am  in  extremis ;  and  under  those 
circumstances  confession  is  good  for  the  soul,"  he  said  coolly,  and  pro- 
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cceded  to  tell  me  of  what  he  called  "a  reserve  fund  of  entanglements"  kept 
in  petto  in  case  he  ever  came  into  a  fortune.  One  of  these  was  more 
serious  than  the  others.  He  had,  it  appears,  some  years  since  engaged  the 
affections  of  a  very  beautiful  Creole  girl,  an  only  daughter,  whose  father 
had  since  died.  She  bore  his  name,  but  they  had  never  been  actually 
married:  in  short,  it  was  a  very  disagreeable  affair,  and  not  at  all  the 
better  that  they  seemed  neither  of  them  to  attach  the  slightest  importance 
to  the  matter — he,  perhaps,  because  he  was  singularly  deficient  in  the 
sense  of  right  and  wrong ;  and  she,  poor  thing,  had  never,  it  may  bo, 
understood  thoroughly  her  position.  The  first  thing  I  did  was  to  insist 
on  their  being  married  at  once,  and,  that  done,  I  agreed  to  make  him  a 
fair  allowance  sufficient  to  live  with  something  more  than  comfort,  and 
to  educate  one  or  two  pretty  children  which  had  come  to  complicate 
matters.  Before  very  many  months  were  over  I  heard  that  Master 
George  was  going  too  fast  again.  You  know  he  had  a  trick  of  this,"  and 
here  Dalzell  made  a  movement  with  his  elbows  as  if  he  were  throwing 
dice.  "  I  saw  I  must  bring  this  to  an  end,  so  I  procured  him  a  colonial 
appointment,  and  shipped  him  off  within  twenty-four  hours  after." 
"  Of  course,  you  told  your  wife." 

"  No,  I  did  not.  She  was  so  fond  of  George,  I  did  not  like  to  destroy 
her  good  opinion  of  him;  and  I  know  Adelaide,  Morrice.  All  George's  sins 
would  have  sunk  into  insignificance  in  comparison  with  the  offence  of  his 
marriage  with  this  young  Indian,  and  the  shame  which  preceded  it.  I 
never  could  have  persuaded  her  to  make  the  best  of  it,  or  to  give  her 
countenance  to  the  poor  girl  whom  the  accident  of  my  becoming  acquainted 
with  the  affair  probably  alone  saved  from  the  worst  of  fates  :  and  she  is  a 
good,  loving  little  thing  too,  and  makes  George  a  better  wife  than  he  deserves." 

"Now,  I  don't  pretend  to  comprehend  the  incomprehensible,  and 
therefore  I  don't  profess  to  understand  women  ;  but  I  am  of  opinion 
that  it  is  never  wise  to  have  a  secret  from  a  woman  with  whom  you  are 
intimate ;  and  it  is  a  fatal  mistake  to  dream  of  keeping  one  from  your 
wife.  Women  are  the  detective  police  of  creation;  their  duty  is  to  find 
us  out,  and  their  pleasure  is  to  forgive  us  when  found  out.  That's  about 
it,  Duke,"  said  Morrice. 

"  Maybe,  you  are  right ;  at  any  rate,  the  result  proves  that  I  was 
wrong.  Qui  perd  peche.  George  sailed  about  two  months  ago,  and  last 
Monday  I  meant  to  go  down  to  old  Burrows  to  arrange  for  selling  the 
house,  and  for  the  voyage  and  outfit  of  George's  wife  and  children.  A 
pretty  expensive  little  affair  that  bouse  is,  too;  quite  after  their  own  fancy. 
I  went  in  the  first  instance  to  take  a  letter  which  I  had  received  from 
George  to  show  to  his  wife ;  I  dined  there,  and  afterwards,  while  I  was 
in  the  grounds  with  her,  playing  with  the  children,  I  thought  I  heard  the 
gate  open,  and  the  nursemaid  came  forward,  saying  that  a  lady  had  asked 
for  her  mistress.  But  lo  !  the  lady  had  vanished.  I  went  to  the  gate  and 
looked  out  in  the  road,  holding  the  eldest  boy  in  my  arms,  to  see — the 
fast-receding  figure  of  my  wife.    She  must  have  traced  me,  caught  a 
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distinct  glimpse  of  me  and  my  surrounding*,  and  naturally  put  the  worst 

construction  on  it." 

44  Are  you  quite  sure  it  was  your  wife  ?" 

"  Perfectly :  if  I  had  needed  confirmation,  I  found  her  glove  laid  on 
the  grass,  where  she  hud  probably  dropt  it  while  she  stood  and  watched 
me,"  and  he  drew  a  small  delicately  hued  glove  from  within  the  breast  of 
his  waistcoat. 

44  So  this  was  the  husband  who  neither  knew  nor  cared,"  thought 
Morrice,  as  he  bent  forward,  with  a  half  smile  on  his  lips,  and  reveren- 
tially examined  the  relic ;  and  his  secret  amusement  was  not  lessened 
when  Dahell  snatched  it  away  from  the  mouthful  of  smoke  which  Morrice 
expelled  from  his  hps  during  the  investigating  process. 

41  You  came  home  instanter,  of  course  ?  " 

44  No,  next  morning;  to  find  her  gone— openly  and  defiantly,  without 
one  word  of  explanation  or  apology.  She  made  no  mystery  of  her  desti- 
nation.   Uer  maid  told  me  she  had  taken  her  ticket  for   ;  which  is 

the  place  where  her  aunt,  Madame  la  Fargue,  lives,  and  where  Adelaide 
used  to  spend  a  good  deal  of  her  time  before  her  marriage." 

44  Then  it  was  her,"  said  Morrice  to  himself;  then  aloud,  44  What  sort 
of  a  person  is  this  aunt  ?  " 

44  A  perfect  pagan,  as  well  as  I  remember,  and  very  singular ;  but  a 
very  well-bred  old  lady  notwithstanding.  And  there  she  may  stay,"  pur- 
sued Marmaduke,  irefully,  staring  hard  into  the  fire,  and  grinding  his 
short  pipe  between  his  teeth.  44  She  has  asked  no  explanation  of  me,  and 
I  will  grant  none  to  her." 

44  That's  not  the  way  a  man  should  speak  of  his  wife,  Duke." 

44  I'm  no  hypocrite,  Morrice." 

44  No  ;  and  you  are  not  a  brute,  though  you  are  trying  to  make  your- 
self out  one.  Your  course  would  have  been  to  have  returned  home 
instantly  and  frankly  avowed  all.  As  you  did  not,  I  don't  see  that  she 
could  have  done  better  than  what  she  did.  Scenes  are  not  agreeable,  and 
if  she  had  received  you  with  smiles,  you  would  not  have  felt  nattered,  but 
only  suspicious,  both  then  and  for  all  time  to  come." 

44  Men  give  up  a  good  many  things  when  they  marry." 

u  And  women  give  up  a  good  many  more." 

"  Yes  ;  and  require  a  good  many  more,  too.  You  take  cause  against 
me,  Morrice." 

44  Nay,  my  friend's  cause  is  my  own  ;  but  I  hold  that  the  cause  of  the 
wife  is  also  the  cause  of  the  husband.  Where  there  is  no  guilt  to  part 
them,  man  and  wife  are  one." 

44  I've  a  right  to  be  dissatisfied ;  and  I  am  dissatisfied. 

44 1  don't  know  that  I  should  be,  if  I  were  in  your  shoes,  Marmaduke. 
Just  consider  what  is  natural:  it  is  very  desirable  people  should  act 
naturally  under  these  circumstances.  If  a  high-spirited  girl,  to  whom, 
reasonably  or  unreasonably,  you  had,  as  a  husband,  given  cause  for 
jealousy,  meets  it  with  an  easy  calm  or  an  ominous  good-humour,  there  is 
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something  unpleasant  brewing  for  you  not  far  off ; — dislike,  or  worse  still, 
indifference.  These  kind  of  women  don't  act  coldness,  except  so  badly 
that  a  child  might  detect  the  pretence.  I  do  not  say  a  constitutionally 
cold  woman  could  not  do  it ;  she  would  really  and  easily  forgive,  because 
she  would  not  feel  the  mil  sting  of  the  offence.  But  it  is  a  rare  case,  and 
you'd  have  to  compound  for  this  sublime  goodness  on  such  occasions  by  a 
general  want  of  warmth  at  all  other  times.  And  one  other  sort  of  woman  will 
do  as  much,  whose  love  is  of  a  diffusive  and  unconcentrated  description,  so 
that  as  they  distribute  their  stakes,  they  never  know  the  despair  of  losing  all 
at  one  blow ;  but  to  be  catholic  in  charity  is  often  to  be  catholic  in  love. 
When  your  wife  is  angry  with  you — does  you  the  honour  of  being  jealous 
of  you — rejoice  and  be  glad.  ForU  e  Vaceto  di  vin  dolce.  When  she  is 
indifferent  to  you  and  your  proceedings,  weep  and  tear  your  hair:  you 
will  have  to  do  it,  and  as  well  first  as  last.  Anger  let  alone  becomes 
indifference,  and  indifference  let  alone  becomes  ineffaceable.  It  is  only 
when  you  can  neither  vex  nor  console,  neither  move  to  grief  nor  rouse  to 
pleasure,  that  you  need  despair.    I  have  spoken." 

After  this  unusually  long  discourse,  Morrice  drained  his  glass  and  lit 
another  cigar.  The  view  he  had  just  exposed  was  one  not  wholly  dis- 
pleasing to  the  husband's  self-love.  It  is  so  easy  to  bend  when  we  flatter 
ourselves  we  stand  erect;  it  is  so  pleasant  to  forgive  when  wc  think 
we  have  not  erred,  to  prescribe  for  the  malady  we  have  ourselves 
induced,  above  all,  when  the  patient  is  fair  and  dear.  As  Morrice 
proceeded  to  urge  the  wisdom  of  an  immediate  journey  for  the  purpose 
of  bringing  back  the  disaffected  one,  the  forced  gaiety  and  irritable 
demeanour  of  Dalzell  gradually  disappeared,  and  a  more  genial  and 
happy  expression  stole  over  his  features.  He  had  none  of  that  ill  blood 
in  his  composition  which  any  sort  of  humiliation  turns  into  vindictive- 
ness;  but  the  absence  of  all  shadow  of  it  assuredly  rendered  him  more 
generous,  and  inspired  him  with  the  desire  to  beg  for  forgiveness,  even 
at  the  risk  of  lowering  his  flag  to  obtain  it. 

He  stood  up.  44  You're  right,  Morrice,  and  I've  been  a  fool.  I'll  go 
down  to-morrow." 

44  Very  well,"  said  Morrice,  who,  now  that  he  had  gained  his  point, 
displayed  a  provoking  indolence.  44  I'll  stay  and  finish  my  cigar.  You'll 
be  going  early  ?    I  shall  not  be  up." 

44  Yes  ;  first  thing,"  said  Marmaduke,  unfastening  his  collar  and  neck- 
cloth as  he  spoke. 

44  Very  well.    How  about  Eversley  and  Fifine  ?  " 

44  Oh,  they  be  "  and  Dalzell  had  recourse  to  a  violent  expression, 

having  reference  to  immediate  suspension,  as  he  closed  the  door  and  left 
his  mentor  for  the  night. 

Two  days  had  passed  heavily  away ;  and  in  the  afternoon  of  the  third, 
Adelaide  was  walking  backwards  and  forwards  wearily,  alone,  and  without 
any  definite  object,  on  the  moorland  at  some  considerable  distance  from 
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the  little  hamlef .  On  one  side  of  the  heath  there  were  signs  of  culti- 
vation :  small  compact  masses  of  black  fir  were  so  planted  as  to  afford 
shelter  when  the  keen  north  and  east  winds  held  their  court ;  and  around 
and  beneath  lay  many  a  broad  corn-field,  newly  shorn  of  its  grain.  On 
the  summit  above,  hung  a  large  isolated  farmhouse,  the  out-buildings  and 
contiguous  land  fairly  bristling  with  stacks  of  provender.  Beneath  all 
this  was  the  gorge,  clothed  and  crowned  from  base  to  summit  with  oak, 
beech,  lime,  ash,  fir,  and  chesnut,  in  every  variety  of  foliage,  and  with 
every  change  of  tint  which  autumn  gives,  or  rather  lends.  Almost  hidden 
by  the  trees,  and  only  betraying  its  actual  presence  by  the  tinkling  of  the 
little  ripples  as  they  eddied  on  to  the  sea,  was  a  small  trout  stream, 
babbling,  as  it  ran,  to  the  overhanging  ferns  and  flowers,  touching  the 
adventures  of  a  passage  over  the  mountains,  and  the  change  of  existence 
and  absorption  into  the  great  ocean  to  which  destiny  hurried  it.  A  bold 
and  undulating  range  of  hills  rose  on  the  left,  flecked  by  patches  of  pale 
green,  and  winding  sheep-tracks  of  a  dull  brown  colour.  A  red  fire 
glowed  in  one  of  the  hollows,  but  the  smoke  hardly  rose  at  all,  but  lay 
floating  heavily  on  the  stirless  air.  Beyond  this,  in  the  background,  the 
blue  of  the  distant  mountains  melted  on  the  sky,  and  blended  with  the 
blackness  of  the  woods  ;  and,  far  off,  it  was  not  possible  to  guess  that 
the  richly-foliaged,  velvet-like  moor,  half  brown,  half  purple,  to  which 
the  sun  had  lent  gleam  and  shadow,  and  distance  its  softening  influence, 
was,  when  seen  near,  nothing  but  the  dying  bracken  and  fading  heather. 
The  sky  was  cloudless  and  the  air  singularly  still  and  fragrant.  It  was,  in 
short,  one  of  those  days  that  belong  to  what  has  been  called  "  the  Indian 
summer,"  meaning  that  brief  retrospective  glimpse  of  warmth  and  beauty 
which  often  in  our  climate  precedes  the  first  onslaught  of  winter. 

Of  this  kind,  was  the  beauty  which  surrounded  Adelaide,  but  it  had 
singularly  enough  a  very  depressing  effect  on  her ;  and  as  she  sat  down 
on  a  bit  of  grey  rock,  and  looked  on  the  world  spread  out  before  her,  her 
eyes  gradually  filled  with  tears,  the  secret  of  which  spontaneous  melan- 
choly was  probably  this.  Sir  E.  B.  Lytton  has  remarked  in  his  Caxtona 
that  "  it  is  the  old  man  who  plants  young  trees,  who  is  most  saddened 
by  autumn,  and  feels  most  delight  in  the  returning  spring : "  so  it  is  the 
young  man  who  is  careless  of  the  spring,  and  for  whom  the  autumn  has 
a  special  fascination.  The  first,  because  his  already-faltering  feet  stand 
on  the  brink  of  the  shoreless  sea,  and  with  the  spring  it  may  be  the  dim 
beauty  of  a  new  life  dawns  on  his  dying  eyes ;  while  the  last  can  afford, 
perhaps,  as  yet  to  postpone  death,  at  least,  in  thought.  And  springing 
from,  and  dependent  on  this  law  of  antagonism,  arises  the  fact  that  over  the 
young  when  in  grief,  and  bo  far  deprived  temporarily,  at  any  rate,  of  that 
elastic  joyousness  which  is  their  almost  unalienable  heritage,  the  sight  of 
the  dying  glories  of  the  summer  exercises  the  same  saddening  influence 
which  is  experienced  by  the  aged  under  similar  circumstances  of  scene 
and  season. 

With  Mrs.  Dalzcll  the  tears,  which  first  rose  to  her  eyes  like  a  warm 


Digitized  by  Google 


A  FIT  OP  JEALOUSY. 


457 


spring  from  the  earth,  presently  welled  over  and  descended  in  a  shower. 
Women  generally  weep  much  more  over  what  they  reflect  upon  than  over 
what  they  have  actually  seen  or  suffered:  so  with  Adelaide,  it  was  not 
for  the  shattered  god,  but  the  empty  shrine ;  not  the  love  she  had  lost, 
but  the  love  she  feared  she  could  never  regain,  for  which  she  wept;  not 
the  retrospect  of  the  pain  she  had  endured,  but  the  long,  shadowy  vista 
of  hopeless  years — shadowy,  indeed,  at  first,  but  gradually  becoming  more 
perfectly  defined— years  with  no  sun  to  warm  them,  nor  hope  to  sustain, 
nor  memory  that  would  bring  with  it  any  sort  of  consolation.  And  the 
fast  darkening  day,  the  approaching  winter — heralded  by  the  multiplied 
signs  of  decay  near  and  far — all  seemed  like  an  admonition  of  fate,  or  a 
requiem  over  departed  happiness.  She  sat  thus  until  night  began  to 
close  in,  and  then  returned  to  the  house,  feeling  a  sorrowful  and  much- 
injured  woman  indeed,  but  not,  it  is  to  be  feared,  a  much  wiser  one; 
and,  betaking  herself  to  the  stronghold  of  her  own  room,  she  there  did  her 
best  to  leave  behind  her  the  outward  signs  of  her  misery  along  with  the 
traces  of  recent  weeping,  and  descended  to  madame  armed  with  a  present 
provision  of  smiles  of  that  forced  and  unnatural  kind  which  are  often 
sadder  to  behold  even  than  tears. 


Chocolate  was  served  to  the  two  ladies  on  silver  and  out  of  porcelain : 
for  Babette  was  determined  that  things  should  be  done  in  style  ;  and 
though  it  could  not  be  denied  madame  was  a  recluse,  it  should  not  be 
supposed  she  was  relapsing  into  a  savage  state.  On  a  bed  of  moss, 
coloured  with  more  than  usual  richness  and  variety,  were  some  plovers* 
eggs  ;  further  relieved  by  little  branches  loaded  with  the  tiny  purple  blae- 
berry, the  bloom  yet  fresh  on  them.  Out  of  compliment  to  Adelaide's 
partiality  for  the  moors,  which  Babette  understood  to  be  desperate  (else 
why  wander  perpetually  to  and  fro  thereon  ?),  none  but  wild-flowers  were 
suffered  to  appear ;  and  of  briar-roses,  blue  bells,  and  different  sorts 
of  heath,  there  was  a  profusion.  After  these  things  were  properly  dis- 
cussed, madame  proposed  to  read  aloud ;  selecting  one  of  Heine's  works, 
Germania,  wherewith  to  amuse  herself,  and,  if  possible,  her  niece  also. 
At  first,  Adelaide  secretly  wished  to  decline  this  offer ;  but,  discovering 
that  the  book  was  to  be  read  in  German,  she  assented,  deceitfully  plan- 
ning for  herself  an  entire  abstraction  of  mind.  So  madame  commenced 
her  reading;  and  Adelaide  maintained  a  position  of  attention  without  the 
slightest  comprehension,  or  wish  to  comprehend,  what  it  was  all  about. 

Presently  an  altercation  was  heard,  having  place  apparently  on  the 
threshold  of  the  door;  the  contending  voices  (two  in  number)  evi- 
dently belonged  to  aged  people,  and  were  pitched  in  the  key  which 
proclaims  the  explosion  of  a  chronic  irritation.  Madame  laid  down  her 
book,  and  Adelaide  also  did  not  disdain  to  listen.  For  some  time  the  war 
raged  in  gusts ;  but  gradually  the  battle  approached  nearer,  the  invader 
was  inch  by  inch  gaining  on  the  disputed  territory,  and  well-defined  war- 
cries  were  distinctly  heard. 
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"My  missus  is  noan  wanting  the  like  o*  thee,  dame." 

"  Missus  here,  and  missus  there  !  Who  set  thee  to  judge  thy  missus?" 

"  Thou  art  a  gammering  old  wife,  and,  nobbut  for  me,  thou  and  thy 
gossip  would  have  been  i'  churchyard  afore  her  time." 

"Thou  art  a  slinging,  feckless  sluthergullion,  James  Peacock,  and 
knowest  as  little  o'  thy  missus  as  she  does  of  thee,  or  thou  wadVt  be 
here  now." 

"  Delve  my  brains  out  o'  my  heead  in  thy  clavers,  dame;  but  see 
thou  stay  at  that  side  o't  door." 

"  And  if  thy  breeans  coom  oot,  it  wa'ant  tak  twa  hands  to  hantle  'em 
back  to  the  addle  hole  they  coom  fra." 

At  this  juncture  madame,  who  had  been  listening  with  keen  delecta- 
tion to  this  passage  of  arms,  rose  up,  and  suddenly  appeared  on  the  stage; 
possibly  to  the  relief  alike  of  victor  and  vanquished. 

There  are,  as  is  well  known  to  philosophers,  two  principles  in  tolerably 
active  operation  in  this  world.  One  is  that  which  causes  the  parting  blow- 
to  be  levelled  at  the  flying,  the  defeated,  or  the  fallen ;  this  is  common 
to  human  nature,  and  is  summed  up  in  the  often-quoted  Vce  victis.  The 
other  is  common  in  feminine  nature,  and  is  that  which  invariably  animates 
one  woman  to  trip  up  any  other  woman  in  the  moment  of  victory,  and  its 
war-cry  is  Vce  victorious!  Madame'a  conduct  was  regulated  by  these 
laws.  "  Get  away  with  you,  James,"  she  said ;  u  diminish  and  conceal 
yourself  until  I  have  need  of  you.  It  is  an  extraordinary  thing  that  you 
never  can  let  the  women  alone — I'm  sure  they  have  never  troubled  you  in 
any  way.  And  you,  Dame  Bridget,  enter ;  and  I  pray  of  you  to  respect 
the  ears  of  Madame  Dalzell,  my  niece,  more  when  you  are  in  our  apart- 
ments than  has  seemed  good  to  you  to  do  when  without  them ;  "  and  having 
delivered  her  right  and  left  shot,  and  hit  hard  and  home,  madame  was 
satisfied.  James  slunk  away  with  the  cowardice  natural  to  his  sex  under 
circumstances  of  such  extreme  isolation  as  regarded  male  support  and 
countenance;  but  the  other  was  a  woman,  and  therefore  was  hardly  dis- 
concerted even  for  the  moment  She  was  aged,  and  exceedingly  diminu- 
tive in  person,  and  wore  a  hooded  cloak,  and  an  ancient-fashioned  bonnet 
of  black  velvet — rusty  and  brown,  it  must  be  owned,  in  reference  to  colour 
and  texture,  but  betokening  claims  to  respect.  Her  eyes  were  bright  and 
twinkling,  set  deep  in  the  head ;  the  nose  hooked ;  and  the  complexion 
(if  that  term  may  be  used  in  speaking  of  any  one  of  seventy  years  and 
upwards)  shrivelled,  but  clear,  healthy,  and  coloured  like  a  Christmas 
apple.  Her  manners  were  quaint  in  the  extreme,  and  vivacious  beyond 
her  years.  Madame  set  before  her  a  small  glass  of  strong  cordial,  and  as 
the  generous  fluid  warmed  the  old  woman's  blood,  the  heart  was  opened, 
and  the  tongue  was  loosed.  For  some  time  the  conversation  between  her 
and  madame,  running  chiefly  on  local  subjects,  and  uttered,  on  one 
side,  in  a  strong  and  rich  provincial  dialect,  had  no  interest  lor  Adelaide, 
and  she  listened  little  thereto.  But  presently  some  words  caught  her 
attention. 
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u  We  do  not  think  much  of  love  here,  dame,"  said  madame,  "  neither 
I  or  my  niece  do." 

"  Love  for  love — there's  nought  like  it  i'  this  world,"  responded  Dame 
Bridget,  with  an  afterthought  of  reverence. 

"  There  is  little  love  for  love  in  this  world,"  said  Adelaide,  in  a  low 
tone. 

44  There's  love  that's  true,  and  there's  love  that's  false,  and  there's  love 
that  whiles  one  and  whiles  the  other,"  replied  the  old  woman,  in  a  cracked 
and  quavering  voice. 

"And  that's  man's  love,  we  all  know,  dame,"  said  madame. 

"  I'll  not  say  Bae,"  said  Dame  Bridget,  determinedly. 

"  Your  husband,  perhaps,  gave  you  no  cause  to  say  so,"  said  poor 
Adelaide,  with  a  slight  shade  of  bitterness. 

The  old  Woman  looked  at  her  scrutinizingly  from  head  to  foot,  and 
marked  the  proud  and  troubled  face,  the  drooping  attitude,  and  the  gold 
ring  on  the  slender  finger. 

"That  shows  me  you  know  little  o'  my  life,  my  bonnie  bairn.  I've 
bad  my  troubles — they  were  sore,  and  such  as  were  hard  to  do  in ;  but 
1  wrought  hard,  and  I  did  right,  and  there  is  noau  can  shame  me  or  my 
bairns,  noo." 

"  Tve  heard  you  say  so,  Dame  Bridget,"  said  madame,  kindly  ;  M  but 
I  have  never  heard  all  your  history.  You  were  married  as  a  young  girl 
—were  you  not  ?  " 

Among  the  poor  there  is  often  an  absence  of  that  reticence  which  is 
the  growth  of  a  more  artificial  state  of  society,  and  thus  it  came  to  pass 
that  Dame  Bridget  responded,  without  reluctance :  "  Young  1  ay,  ower 
young :  about  seventeen  or  eighteen,  maybe.  My  Robert  were  a  bonnie 
lad,  without  spot  or  blemish  ;  but  a  vara  deil  among  the  women.  We  had 
been  maybe  nigh  six  years  wed,  and  he  had  been  at  times  a  bit  wild ; 
but  I  shut  my  eyes,  and  stopped  my  ears,  and  said  nought  to  any  one. 
But,  one  day,  up  he  comes  to  me,  and  he  says,  *  Bridget,  my  woman,  I 
bid  thee  good-bye ;  I'm  ganging  to  get  other  work.'  I  was  too  foundered 
to  apeak;  and  he  kissed  the  bairns  and  took  a  bundle  of  clothes  o'v  his 
shoulder  and  went  cot  o't  door.  And  the  days  and  nights  were  lang  to 
ae  when  I  had  no  word  of  him ;  and  they  coomed  longer  still  when  one 
telled  me  that  should  know  that  my  husband  were  living  wi'  another 
woman  miles  away.  The  neighbours  looked  pity  on  me,  and  were  vara 
kind  to  me  and  the  little  'uns ;  but  I  held  up  my  head  and  plained  to 
noon,  and  I  worked  hard  in  the  fields  and  in  the  house.  No  one  did 
fepeak  aught  to  me  against  Robert,  save  one  woman,  and  I  said  to  her, 
'  Hand  thy  tongue  and  say  nought  against  my  man :  it  is  my  wrong  and 
not  thine.'  Sae  months  went  ower,  and  times  were  bad  and  bread  was 
^ear»  and  still  I  had  no  word  of  him,  and  my  heart  failed  me.  So  one 
fcHjht  I  had  put  my  bairns  hungry  in  their  beds,  and  I  sat  crying  over 
the  fire;  and  then  I  went  out  up  the  lane  into  the  field,  for  I  couldn't  get 
my  breath  nor  bide  i'  the  house    The  moon  was  shining  down  on  the 
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hedgerows  and  in  the  furrows,  until  everything  glared  white  at  me  ;  then 
I  ran  to  and  fro,  a  desperate  woman,  longing  to  lie  in  the  churchyard  and 
be  at  rest,  for  that  there  was  no  more  good  left  on  earth  for  me ;  and 
always  I  could  hear  the  bonnie  weir  dropping  and  dripping  away  on  the 
gravel  bed.  Sae  I  ganged  and  stooped  over  the  black  pool  where  the  water 
lies  deep  and  swirls  round  sae  quiet  and  black  ;  I  thought  if  I  were  lying 
at  the  bottom,  maybe  I'd  find  rest ;  and  surely  I  had  ta'en  off*  my  shawl : 
but  I  bethought  myself  of  my  fatherless  bairns  at  home,  and  I  gave  a 
great  scream,  and  so  back  into  the  lane,  with  my  apron  ower  my  head. 
Soon  I  heard  tramp  o'  horse  on  the  road,  and  our  parson  rode  up.  I 
would  have  passed  by,  but  he  stopped,  looking  curious  at  me.  Says  he, 
'  Bridget,  my  lass,  is  that  you  ?  What  are  you  doing  out  here,  when  the 
Bun  is  down  and  the  moon  is  up  ? '  Sae  I  threw  back  my  apron  and 
stood  before  him  a  wearyful  and  hopeless  woman ;  and  I  said  *  Master, 
I  have  putten  my  bairns  i'  bed,  and  they  cry  for  bread,  and  I've  noan 
to  give  'em,  and  my  man  has  left  me,  and  I'm  alone  in  my  trouble, 
— what  mun  I  dee?'  And  he  said,  'Bridget,  my  woman,  go  to  thy 
house,  and  thou  must  pray  to  thy  God,  and  on  the  morrow  come  thy 
way 8  to  the  parsonage  ;  and  whenever  thou  art  sore  in  heart  and  light  in 
purse,  come  thy  ways  to  me ;  and  Bridget,  mind  thee,  thou  art  young 
and  comely,  and  there  be  many  that  will  tempt  thee  to  shame  ;  but  keep 
thou  straight,  and  wrong  neither  thy  God,  nor  thy  man,  nor  thy  bairns. 
And  as  the  master  said,  sae  I  did.  And  he  stood  my  friend  in  weather  fair 
and  foul ;  and  I  wrought  hard,  looking  neither  to  the  right  nor  to  the  left, 
but  only  to  my  God  and  my  bairns.  I  gat  them  out  into  the  world,  and 
my  hearthstone,  so  lone  for  many  a  year,  was  loner  than  ever  now. 
Winter  went  and  corned,  and  summer  went  and  corned,  but  never  corned 
my  man.** 

"  He  was  a  bad  and  cruel  man,  I  never  could  have  forgiven  him," 
Adelaide  exclaimed,  impetuously. 

"  How  dare  you  say  that? "  said  the  old  woman,  flashing  with  a  sudden 
fire ;  then  in  a  softer  tone, "  Oh  1  my  bairn,  life's  too  short  tohaud  that  word — 
never.  Mine  has  been  a  poor  mean  life,  you  may  think,  young  lady ;  but  if  all 
your  days  you  are  clad  in  purple  and  fine  linen,  and  sit  in  gowden  chairs, 
ye'll  still  find,  when  you  come  to  dec,  there's  no  time  to  say  ye'll  never 
forgive.  Ten  years  had  passed  by  sin'  I  were  left,  when  one  coomed  to 
me  saying,  'Coom  thy  ways,  for  the  toon  is  up,  and  thy  man  is  in 
trouble :  they  want  money  of  him  for  keep  o'  bairns  that  are  noon  o'  thine, 
and  he  has  noon  to  give,  and  they  say  he  mun  gang  to  jail.'  Sae  I  clicket 
up  my  auld  teapot,  where  I  kept  all  I  had,  and  teemed  it  on  my  red  hand* 
kercher,  a  bonny  heap  o'  sixpences  and  groats,  and  tied  it  up,  and  hand- 
ing it  tight  i'  my  hand,  I  ran  doon,  my  knees  shaking  under  me ;  and 
there  amang  'em  all,  and  the  constable  by  his  side,  stood  my  Robert.  He 
had  lost  his  bonnie  looks  and  fine  clothes,  and  his  back  was  bent,  and 
his  head  was  doon ;  in  pairt  that  he  was  badly,  and  mair  that  he  was 
shamefaced.    They  cleared  the  way,  and  I  ganged  up  to  him,  and  I  said 
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1  Robert,  my  man,  mun  we  coom  together  again  ?  wilt  thou  coom  home 
wi'  me  ?  •  And  he  answered  me  noan ;  but,  after  a  bit,  he  said,  4  Let  me 
gang  to't  jail;  I  mun  drink  as  I  have  brewed.  I'm  a  deem*  man,  Bridget.1 
Sae  I  said,  *  Nay,  Robert ;  thou  art  worth  two  deead  men  yet.  I  am 
thy  wife,  in  this  church  lawfully  wed ;  and,  afore  these  people,  wilt  thou 
not  coom  ?  Never  word  o'  mine  shall  vex  thee.'  Sae  he  answered, 
*  Bridget,  my  woman,  I'll  coom  wi'  thee ;  and  God  gi'  me  to  mak  thee  a 
better  husband  than  I  did  afore.'  For  vara  joy  I  could  scarce  speak,  but 
I  teemed  out  all  my  sixpences  and  pennies,  and  bid  the  constable  tak  'em 
and  let  my  man  gang.  I  was  like  to  drop  when  they  telled  me  there 
was  not  enough.  Then  our  parson  stood  forth  and  said,  *  I  promise  lor 
this  woman  that  she  shall  pay  all  that's  owing  to  the  uttermost  farthing, 
if  time  be  given  her.'  Then  I  took  my  Robert  by  the  hand,  and  said 
to  all  them  that  stood  round,  *  He's  my  husband,  and  he's  all  the  man  I 
hae ;  and  I'll  tak  him  home  wi'  me,  and  touch  him  who  dar.' "  The 
poor  old  woman  had  risen  from  her  chair  in  an  excited  manner,  and 
her  voice  quavered  painfully  as  she  said  the  few  last  words.  44  And 
he  bided  wi'  me  faithful  and  true  till  God  took  him  frae  me ;  and  so 
it  has  coomed  to  pass  that  I  am  this  day  able  to  say  that  I  have  shamed 
neither  my  God,  nor  my  husband,  nor  my  bairns." 

Thus,  unostentatiously,  and  almost  unwittingly,  had  she  carried  out 
in  her  humble  way  the  noblest  maxim  ever  uttered  in  any  language, 
Fait  ce  que  tu  dois,  advienne  que  pourra. 

It  would  seem  that  this  little  history,  which  was  not  without  a  certain 
pathos,  even  when  told  in  the  genuine  dialect  of  the  Dales,  was  destined 
to  effect  more  than  the  highly-wrought  legend  of  the  Pagan  world ; 
for  Mrs.  Dalzell  retired  to  her  room  with  an  expression  of  infinite  relief 
on  her  beautiful  features.  Instead  of  sitting  up,  indulging  in  moody 
reveries  over  the  lire,  she  proceeded  to  cram  her  things  into  her  valise, 
with  an  almost  masculine  indifference  as  to  their  appearance  when  they 
emerged  from  that  receptacle,  and  then  went  to  bed  to  sleep  long  and 
soundly.  The  next  day,  she  said,  "  Dear  aunt,  I  am  going  home."  To 
which  madame  replied,  "  You  will  do  well,  my  child." 

So  it  happened,  that  Adelaide  was  waiting  in  the  faint  light  of  an 
autumnal  evening,  at  the  same  station  and  hour  as  before,  for  the  down 
train.  The  up  train  was  in  first,  by  perhaps  half  a  minute,  and  the  first 
gentleman  who  stepped  on  the  platform  was  her  husband,  Marmaduke 
Dalzell.  According  to  the  custom  of  the  English  (and  Marmaduke  was 
thoroughly  English,  whatever  his  wife  might  be),  there  was  no  scene,  no 
explanation  even,  for  none  was  needed.  One  look  was  exchanged  between 
them,  which  spoke  of  mutual  forgiveness  asked  and  obtained — of  renewed 
trust  and  undiminished  love.  He  hurriedly  took  a  return  ticket  for  town, 
and  as  he  handed  Adelaide  into  the  carriage,  he  said,  "  It  was  a  mistukc, 
Adelaide."  44  So  it  was  of  mine — ever  to  leave  you  at  all,  Marmaduke," 
was  her  reply. 
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The  external  aspect  of  our  metropolitan  hospitals  is  familiarly  known  to 
all  who  are  accustomed  to  traverse  the  streets  of  London.  Their  many 
windows,  studded  by  day  with  white-capped  heads,  and  shining  by  night 
with  the  pale  reflection  of  the  single  dimly-burning  lamp,  their  general 
air  of  subdued  quiet,  and  their  lynx-eyed  porters  at  the  gate,  ever 
ready  to  pounce  upon  suspicious  parcels  carried  by  visitors,  and  scanning 
the  passengers  as  if  to  detect  disease  lurking  under  a  healthy  mask,  or 
deformity  concealed  by  artificial  means — serve  to  distinguish  these  build- 
ings from  prisons  and  asylums,  to  which  some  of  them  have  no  small 
resemblance.  With  the  exception  of  certain  newspaper  reports,  and  a 
general  idea  of  suffering,  evil  odours,  and  liability  to  contagion,  the  inner 
life  of  a  hospital  is  totally  unknown  to  ninety-nine  out  of  every  hundred 
who  pass  by  its  walls ;  and,  as  is  usual  in  such  cases,  the  popular  idea  of 
hospital  life  is  widely  different  from  the  reality.  Let  us,  therefore,  follow 
the  course  of  a  day's  labour  in  one  of  these  institutions ;  and,  as  a  type  of 
the  method  in  which  the  medical  and  surgical  administration  of  a  hospital 
is  conducted,  we  will  select  the  most  ancient  of  these  sanctuaries  of  suffering 
poverty. 

Entering  Smithfield  about  9  or  10  a.m.,  and  looking  along  the  wide 
front  of  St.  Bartholomew's  Hospital,  a  vast  crowd  is  seen  gathering  round 
the  portico  close  to  Duke  Street,  where  two  pillars  support  a  porchway, 
under  which  the  expectant  assemblage  can  shelter  themselves  until  their 
admission.  Here  we  find  ourselves  face  to  face  with  two  glass  doors, 
bearing  conspicuous  plates  upon  their  fronts,  one  labelled  Entrance  fob 
Males,  and  the  other,  Entrance  for  Females.  Just  within  cither  door 
Btands  a  trustworthy  porter,  whose  business  is  to  keep  the  applicants  from 
entering  at  the  wrong  door,  a  blunder  which  they  constantly  attempt  to 
perpetrate  in  spite  of  the  large  plate  and  many  verbal  warnings,  and,  after 
admitting  the  patients,  to  direct  them  to  their  proper  places. 

Passing  through  one  of  the  doors,  we  enter  a  large  and  handsome  room, 
nearly  one  hundred  feet  long  and  about  thirty-five  feet  wide,  warmed  by 
open  stoves,  lofty  and  wi'll  ventilated — an  absolute  necessity  under  the  cir- 
cumstances— divided  in  the  centre  by  a  red  curtain,  and  furnished  with 
abundant  benches,  arranged  in  double  sets  on  each  side  of  the  curtain. 
Tho  left-hand  division  of  the  room  is  intended  for  women,  and  the  right- 
hand  division  for  men  ;  and  each  room  is  further  subdivided  by  the  double 
sets  of  benches,  one  being  for  surgical  and  the  other  for  medical  cases 

As  each  patient  passes  through  the  door,  the  porter  inquires,  "  What  is 
the  matter  with  you?"    "  Bad  arm,  Rir."    "  Sit  down  there,"  says  the 
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porter,  pointing  to  one  of  the  forme  on  the  surgical  side  of  the  room. 
"What  is  the  matter  with  you?"    "Please,  sir,  I  feel  bad  all  over 

entirely ;  I  don't  ate  my  victuals,  and  I  "    "  Sit  down  there,"  says 

the  porter,  hastily  cutting  short  a  train  of  symptoms,  and  pointing  to  the 
medical  benches.  In  a  wonderfully  short  time  the  benches  are  filled,  and 
the  inspection  of  the  patients  commences. 

The  receiving-room,  as  this  apartment  is  called,  is  attended  by  the 
apothecary,  his  assistant,  four  house-surgeons,  and  the  dressers,  who 
examine  the  patients  in  their  proper  turn,  and  make  a  further  separation 
into  three  classes— the  slight,  the  grave,  and  imminent.  The  slight  cases 
that  require  but  little  assistance  are  technically  termed  "  casualties,"  and 
attended  at  once ;  if  necessary,  a  prescription  is  handed  over  to  them, 
which  they  take  to  a  large  window  opening  out  of  the  room,  whereat  are 
dispensed  vast  quantities  of  useful  and  harmless  remedies,  linseed  meal 
bearing  a  very  large  proportion,  and  being  generally  carried  away  in 
handkerchiefs. 

For  the  more  delicate  cases,  especially  those  of  a  surgical  nature,  the 
patients  are  shown  into  separate  rooms,  where  their  ailments  are  examined 
and  proper  remedies  applied.  These  slighter  cases,  or  casualties,  are  of 
almost  every  imaginable  description,  and  a  vast  number  of  them  pass 
annually  through  the  hospital.  In  many  instances  the  single  attendance 
is  all  that  is  needed  ;  but  should  further  care  be  required,  the  patient  is 
told  to  return  on  a  given  day,  and  a  notice  to  that  effect  is  placed  on  a 
paper. 

The  graver  of  these  cases  now  come  under  notice.  They  are  classed 
together  as  Out-patients,  and  are  marshalled  into  separate  rooms ;  and  as 
the  patients  enter  the  room,  they  each  receive  a  ticket  with  a  number, 
indicating  the  order  in  whych  they  will  be  seen.  Out  of  this  room  lead 
two  small  chambers,  or  waiting-rooms,  one  of  which  belongs  to  the  surgeon 
of  the  day,  and  the  other  to  the  physician  of  the  day;  this  duty  being  taken 
in  rums  by  the  medical  and  surgical  staff  of  the  hospital.  All  these 
gentlemen  are  men  of  great  eminence,  holding  the  first  rank  in  their  pro- 
fession, so  that  the  poorest  man,  woman,  or  child  that  seeks  for  help  is 
given  the  benefit  of  the  best  advice  in  the  kingdom,  and  the  sick  coster- 
monger  or  ailing  chimney-sweeper  is  enabled  gratuitously  to  command 
services  which  many  a  wealthy  man  cannot  purchase.  The  waiting- 
rooms  of  the  surgeon  and  physician  are  placed  in  close  proximity  to  each 
other,  so  that  in  any  difficult  case  an  immediate  consultation  can  be 
effected.  A  paper  is  delivered  to  each  patient,  on  which  is  written  the 
name,  age,  and  the  needful  prescription. 

This  prescription,  technically  termed  a  "  letter,"  is  then  carried  to 
another  apartment,  having,  as  before,  one  entrance  for  men  and  another 
for  women,  a  wall  separating  them  from  each  other.  At  the  end  of  this 
room  is  a  large  window  opening  into  the  dispensary,  and  at  this  window 
the  prescriptions  are  received,  made  up,  and  given  out.  In  order  to 
obviate  the  scrambling,  jostling,  and  struggling  that,  according  to  British 


464  INNER  LIFE  OF  A  HOSPITAL. 

custom,  would  inevitably  take  place  without  proper  precautions,  and  which 
would  be  highly  dangerous,  not  only  on  account  of  the  patients  them- 
selves, but  of  the  children  which  many  of  them  carry,  the  only  access  to 
the  window  is  by  means  of  a  passage  through  iron  railings,  defended  by  a 
turnstile,  so  that  the  patients  are,  perforce,  obliged  to  form  in  line — a 
queue,  as  it  would  be  termed  in  France — and  can  only  pass  singly  to  the 
window.  On  arrival,  they  deposit  the  "  letter,"  together  with  a  bottle  or 
jar,  in  case  they  require  liquid  medicine,  and  presently  receive  it  back 
filled  and  ticketed.  Legible  labels,  in  very  bold  characters,  are  affixed  to 
each  jar  or  bottle,  and,  in  order  to  prevent  mistaken  administration  thereof, 
all  medicines  that  are  to  be  taken  internally  are  distinguished  by  a  white 
label,  and  all  external  applications  by  a  gaudy  yellow  one. 

Engaged  in  the  task  of  dispensing  the  medicines  are  four  qualified 
medical  men,  who  are  hard  at  work  for  five  or  six  hours  daily  in  mixing, 
labelling,  and  delivering  the  various  remedies,  and  a  large  staff  of  expe- 
rienced workmen  is  employed  in  preparing  the  drugs.  Yet  the  multitudes 
that  crowd  daily  to  this  room  are  so  great  that  their  wants  could  not  he 
supplied  in  twice  the  time,  were  not  the  principal  drugs  kept  in  solution 
or  other  forms,  which  are  suitable  for  rapid  measurement  and  immediate 
combination. 

Having  seen  our  Out-patients  safely  through  their  daily  progress  at 
the  hospital,  we  come  to  the  cases  of  a  severer  nature.  These,  termed 
In-patients,  are  at  once  taken  into  the  wards,  whither  let  us  follow  them. 

As  soon  as  they  enter  the  ward  they  are  delivered  over  to  the  charge 
of  the  "  sister,"  or  matron,  as  the  office  might  be  termed.  In  this  hospital, 
however,  the  matron  is  the  superior  who,  in  conjunction  with  the  steward, 
exercises  a  surveillance  over  the  whole  of  the  wards,  and  the  head  nurse  of 
each  ward  retains  the  name  of  sister,  which  dates  from  time  immemorial. 
To  a  novice  the  hospital  nomenclature  is  often  rather  perplexing,  and  to 
the  outer  world  appears  almost  as  absurd  and  quite  as  unintelligible  as  the 
slang  terms  of  a  public  school  to  all  who  have  not  been  educated  within 
its  walls.  For  example,  as  soon  as  the  sister  enters  upon  her  office,  she 
loses  the  name  by  which  she  is  known  to  her  friends,  and  is  henceforth 
called  by  that  of  her  ward,  the  result  being  sometimes  rather  amusing. 
The  inmates  talk  with  easy  composure  of  a  male  sister,  meaning  thereby 
the  sister  of  a  male  ward ;  and  though  such  names  as  Sister  Abernethy, 
Sister  Queen,  Sister  Elizabeth,  and  Sister  Faith  seem  appropriate  enough, 
yet  a  stranger  cannot  but  feel  slightly  startled  when  ho  hears  a  summons 
for  Sister  .John,  Sister  Henry,  Sister  Matthew. 

The  sfster  is  the  mainspring  of  each  ward,  and  it  is  noteworthy  that 
before  she  has  taken  office  for  many  weeks,  her  individual  character 
becomes  so  deeply  stamped  upon  the  entire  ward,  that  a  practised  observer 
can  deduce  the  character  of  the  sister  from  the  first  glance  round  the  little 
domain  under  her  superintendence.  Nothing  seems  to  be  so  fatal  to  the 
prosperity  of  a  ward  as  indecision  in  the  sister,  who  stands  in  much  the 
same  relation  to  the  patient  as  a  schoolmaster  to  his  pupils,  and  whose 
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measure  is  taken  in  by  the  patients  with  the  instinctive  accuracy  of 
sickness.  Strange  to  say,  the  inhabitants  of  a  ward  rather  like  the  sister 
to  be  sharp,  decided,  and  driving,  one  who  knows  her  work,  does  it,  and 
insists  upon  all  under  her  charge  doing  the  whole  of  their  duty  to  the 
niiuute.  None  seem  to  be  more  successful,  or  to  gain  more  respect  and 
real  affection  from  the  patients,  than  the  thorough-bred  Anglo-Saxon 
woman — quick,  keen-eyed,  brisk  of  movement,  incisive  of  speech,  and  a 
disciplinarian  of  military  rigidity.  Her  ward  and  private  room  are 
generally  bright  with  flowers  sent  by  discharged  patients  in  kindly 
remembrance  of  her  services,  or  brought  by  their  country  friends,  in  flat, 
circular  masses  of  leaf,  bloom,  and  flower,  like  huge  warming-pans  of 
concentric  colours,  which  to  the  rustic  mind  is  the  very  acme  of  floral 
arrangement.  All  the  green  forms  a  backing,  and  radiates  gloriously  from 
the  outer  circle ;  all  the  red  flowers  form  the  next  ring ;  then  come  the 
white  flowers,  then  the  purple,  and  the  centre  is  generally  florid  with  a 
full-blown  sunflower. 

Flowers,  however,  are  the  only  gifts  permitted  to  be  offered  by  patients 
and  their  friends,  or  accepted  by  the  sister  or  nurse,  and  even  this  relaxa- 
tion of  a  necessarily  stringent  rule  is  mostly  due  to  the  feet  that  the  flowers 
are  distributed  through  the  ward,  and  by  their  fresh  brightness  and 
delicious  perfume,  become  the  common  property  of  patients,  nurses,  and 
sister,  and  aid  in  relieving  the  monotonous  aspect  which  such  an  apartment 
invariably  possesses.  There  is,  perhaps,  no  rule  so  sternly  enforced  as 
tl»at  which  prohibits  fees  or  presents  of  any  kind  to  be  accepted  by  any 
person  employed  in  attending  on  the  patients.  Of  course  there  are 
instances  now  and  then  where  money  is  offered  and  accepted ;  but  if  the 
delinquency  be  discovered,  the  offender  is  at  once  turned  off  without  hope 
of  pardon,  and  the  patient  is  discharged  if  the  state  of  health  will  allow  of 
removal.  The  hospital  is  a  free  one  in  the  widest  sense  of  the  term.  No 
letters  from  governors  are  needed,  no  introduction,  and  no  interest,  and 
the  only  recommendation  is  the  necessity  of  the  case.  All  persons  admitted 
into  the  wards  are  fed  and  supplied  with  every  necessary  and  many 
luxuries  without  any  charge  whatever ;  in  cases  of  extreme  poverty  they 
are  also  provided  with  decent  clothing  and  pecuniary  assistance  when 
they  are  discharged,  and  there  is  also  a  fund  which  gives  a  small  pension 
to  a  certain  number  of  incurables. 

Many  vagabond  impostors  are  accustomed  to  wait  upon  those  kind- 
hearted  people  whose  benevolence  is  right  well  known  to  exceed  their 
knowledge  or  discretion,  and  to  represent  themselves  as  needing  the  aid  of 
the  hospital,  but  unable  to  avail  themselves  of  the  institution  because  they 
have  not  the  required  amount  of  clothing,  and  sufficient  money  to  pay  the 
nurses'  fees,  or  to  provide  themselves  with  tea  and  sugar.  Any  philan- 
thropic person  who  reads  this  paper,  and  is  subject  to  such  an  application, 
is  hereby  warned  that  imposition  is  intended,  and  is  strongly  advised  to 
hand  over  the  applicant  to  tho  police  on  a  charge  of  obtaining  money 
on  false  prctances. 

VOL.  v.— MO.  28.  23. 
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To  return  to  the  sister.  She  is  the  supreme  sovereign  of  her  domains, 
as  is  indeed  necessary  in  such  an  institution,  and  before  she  has  been  very 
long  in  the  situation  becomes  quite  an  accomplished  physician  or  surgeon, 
according  to  the  nature  of  her  ward.  One  of  her  chief  duties  is  to  watch 
every  patient,  and  note  every  new  symptom,  and  if  she  sees  any  change  that 
she  deems  important,  to  send  immediately  to  the  medical  man  in  charge 
of  the  ward  and  report  it  to  him.  She  also  administers  all  medicines,  and 
is  responsible  for  the  proper  measurement  of  every  remedy,  as  well  as  for 
its  reception  by  the  patient. 

Generally,  however,  there  is  little  need  of  urging  medicine  on  the 
patients,  no  matter  how  distasteful  it  may  be.  The  class  of  people  who 
form  the  bulk  of  the  hospital  population  have  an  almost  Oriental  venera- 
tion for  "  physic,"  or  "  stuff,"  and  really  seem  to  be  gratified  in  exact 
proportion  to  its  unpalatable  flavour.  Pills,  as  a  rule,  they  despise ; 
powders  they  detest,  these  articles  not  coming  under  the  honoured  appel- 
latives of"  physic"  or  "stuff;"  but  the  treatment  for  which  they  have  the 
greatest  rcsj>ect  is  a  good  draught,  dark-coloured  to  look  strong,  plenty  of 
it,  and  horridly  nasty.  They  like  to  feel  that  justice  is  done  to  them,  and 
that  they  are  not  put  off  with  weak  and  tasteless  remedies.  As  an 
example  of  this  feeling  may  be  cited  the  case  of  one  of  the  large  gaols, 
where  the  prisoners,  though  perfectly  well,  had  got  into  an  increasing 
habit  of  declaring  themselves  ill  and  wanting  medicine.  Finding  that  the 
number  on  the  sick  list  was  daily  augmented,  and  knowing  perfectly  well 
that  the  men  were  in  good  health,  but  wished  to  shirk  their  daily  tasks, 
the  surgeon — at  that  time  new  to  this  lino  of  business — attempted  to 
disgust  the  feigned  sufferers  by  mixing  the  most  nauseous  draughts  that  the 
druggist's  shelves  could  supply.  But,  to  his  astonishment,  the  remedy 
had  exactly  the  opposite  effect.  The  men  were  charmed  with  the  medi- 
cine— real  good  strong  doctor's  stuff,  and  no  sham  about  it,  which  you 
could  taste  for  a  fortnight.  At  last  the  surgeon  bethought  himself  of 
changing  his  tactics,  and,  instead  of  draughts,  put  the  patients  on  a  course 
of  pills  and  powders.  The  effect  was  magical ;  the  sick  list  was  suddenly 
suspended ;  all  the  men  in  the  sick  room  recovered,  and  no  others  came 
into  it. 

As  a  general  rule,  the  best  time  to  find  a  patient  in  the  sweetest  of 
tempers  is  to  watch  him  take  a  very  nasty  draught,  and  then  to  go  and 
talk  to  him  while  he  is  shaking  his  head  and  shuddering  in  the  full  enjoy- 
ment of  its  flavour.  A  fino  large  blister,  too,  is  a  thing  to  be  proud  of ; 
it  proves  that  the  doctors  are  not  neglectful  of  the  case,  and  affords  subject 
of  conversation  for  several  days.  A  patient  of  the  regular  sort  always 
wants  to  show  his  blister,  and  is  quite  proud  if  you  look  at  him  while 
being  leeched.  It  is  probable  that  one  cause  of  this  remarkable  idiosyn- 
crasy may  be  found  in  the  fact  that  the  monotony  of  life  in  bed  is  relieved 
by  active  treatment,  and  that  the  greater  number  of  patients  are  very 
illiterate,  unable  to  divert  themselves  by  reading,  and  cut  off  from  the 
coarse  amusements  which  they  love  best  when  in  health. 
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Let  us  now  visit  a  few  of  the  wards,  taking  one  or  two  of  each  kind. 
Of  course,  the  male  and  female  wards  are  quite  distinct,  except  that 
children  of  both  sexe3  are  received  in  the  female  wards.  The  wards  are 
again  divided  into  medical  and  surgical,  and  the  latter  are  again  sub- 
divided into  accident,  chronic,  and  operation  wards,  so  that  it  is  easy  for 
one  who  knows  the  hospital  to  find  the  whereabouts  of  any  patient  whose 
name  and  ailment  are  given.  The  accident  wards  are  placed  on  the  ground- 
floor,  in  order  to  avoid  the  injury  that  might  be  done  by  carrying  the 
sufferer  up  and  down  stairs.  On  entering  one-  of  these  wards,  we  find 
ourselves  in  a  very  large  room,  divided  along  the  middle  by  a  partition 
wall  so  as  to  form  two  separate  apartments.  These  are  technically  known 
by  the  names  of  front  and  back  wards,  because  the  windows  of  the  front 
ward  look  into  the  large  square  of  the  hospital,  and  those  of  the  back 
ward  open  into  the  space  between  the  actual  hospital  and  the  buildings 
belonging  to  it.  These  form  a  double  square,  one  within  the  other,  and 
in  the  centre  of  the  large  square  a  plot  of  ground  is  laid  out  as  a  garden, 
with  a  fountain  playing  in  its  midst  and  gold  fish  swimming  in  the  basin. 
This  basin  is  often  the  medium  for  experiments  on  various  aquatic  animals, 
which  immediately  become  objects  of  absorbing  interest  to  the  con- 
valescent patients. 

The  partition  does  not  extend  quite  to  the  end  of  the  room,  but  leaves 
a  passage  between  the  front  and  back  wards.  A  fireplace  with  various 
appliances  is  set  in  the  midst  of  the  partition,  and  a  large  supply  of  hot 
water  is  constantly  maintained.  This  is  an  absolute  necessity,  as  there 
are  cases  where  an  immediate  warm  bath  affords  the  only  hope  of  saving 
life;  and  on  looking  outside  the  wards  we  shall  6ee  on  each  landing  a  full- 
length  bath  on  wheels  covered  with  caoutchouc,  which  can  be  drawn  into 
the  ward,  filled  with  warm  water,  and  the  patient  placed  therein  in  the  space 
of  five  minutes;  it  is  indeed  got  ready  while  he  is  being  undressed.  The 
use  of  the  bath  is  one  of  the  principal  institutions  of  the  hospital.  All  in- 
patients are  obliged  to  subject  themselves  to  the  cleansing  medium  of  a 
warm  bath  before  they  are  placed  in  bed,  none  being  exempt  from  this 
rule  but  those  who  are  seriously  injured  or  greatly  weakened  by  illness. 
There  are  also  two  sets  of  warm,  cold,  and  shower  baths  for  the  use  of  the 
out-patients,  furnished  with  every  requisite,  and  being  served  by  persons 
appointed  to  this  special  office. 

As  a  rule,  each  ward  contains  twenty  full-sized  beds  for  adults  and 
two  cots  for  children,  half  being  in  the  front  and  the  other  half  in  the 
back  ward.  There  is  a  wide  space  between  every  bed ;  and  the  room  is 
so  lofty,  and  the  ventilation  so  good  that  the  air  is  purer  than  in  many  a 
magnificently  furnished  drawing-room.  At  the  end  of  the  ward,  and 
close  by  the  door,  is  tho  sisters  room,  where  she  sits  like  a  spider  in  her 
web,  ready  to  pounce  out  at  every  strange  step,  and  to  arrest  the  progress 
of  any  one  not  entitled  to  admission.  Altogether  there  are  650  beds  in 
the  hospital,  400  of  which  are  devoted  to  surgery,  and  the  rest  to 
medicine. 
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We  Have  just  entered  a  surgical  ward,  where  are  the  cases  demanding 
the  severest  treatment,  and  in  which  the  popular  idea  of  such  places 
supposes  that  dreadful  sights  and  fearful  sounds  arc  seen  and  heard  con- 
tinually. Sounds  certainly  are  heard,  but  they  are  generally  sounds  of 
merriment,  the  patients  of  a  surgical  ward  being,  as  a  general  rule, 
remarkably  lively.  The  greater  number  of  them  find  themselves  better 
off  than  they  ever  were  in  their  lives;  they  get  far  better  food  than  the 
ill-cooked  meals  to  which  they  are  accustomed ;  they  mostly  have  rather 
more  than  they  can  manage  to  eat;  they  have  no  work  to  do,  and  are 
perfectly  well  in  health.  So  their  only  object  is  to  amuse  themselves, 
and  this  task  they  undertake  with  right  good  will.  The  "  scholar  "  of  the 
ward  is  generally  induced  to  read  aloud  out  of  some  of  the  many  books 
provided  for  the  patients,  among  which  our  old  friends,  Black  Giles  the 
Poacher,  Tawny  Rachel,  Hester  Wiltnot,  TJie  Way  to  Plenty,  and  others 
of  that  thoroughly  genuine  series,  are  deservedly  the  favourites.  Puzzle- 
making  now  and  then  runs  through  the  hospital  like  an  epidemic,  and  for 
two  or  three  months  kettle-holders  were  manufactured  in  such  profusion 
that  the  family  of  each  patient  might  have  been  supplied,  and  each  ward 
set  up  in  those  articles  for  the  next  few  years.  Water-colours  are  always 
in  great  favour,  and  the  liberality  with  which  Prussian  blue,  vermilion, 
and  yellow  ochre  arc  lavished  upon  sailors,  bandits,  and .  M?>  Kea.n  as 
Othello,  is  as  amusing  as  the  result  is  remarkable. 

Now  and  then  comes  a  patient  of  more  sense  than  his  fellows,  who, 
feeling  that  he  will  be  confined  to  the  hospital  for  several  months,  sets 
boldly  to  work  and  tries  heartily  to  improve  his  mind  or  learn  some  new 
art.  Such  patients  are  most  grateful  for  a  word  or  two  of  help,  and  it  is 
very  pleasant  to  find  them  asking  the  surgeon  or  the  chaplain  to  lend 
them  books  of  a  higher  class  than  those  which  are  supplied  to  the  wards. 
Latin  and  French  grammars,  books  in  those  languages,  and  Euclid  have 
repeatedly  been  lent,  and  have  always  been  honourably  delivered  to  the 
sister  before  the  borrower  has  left  the  ward.  A  few  years  ago  one  patient 
amused  himself  with  oil  paint,  and  after  decorating  all  the  flower-pots 
and  saucers  in  arabesque  patterns,  became  ambitious  and  tried  to  copy 
landscapes.  Being  a  persevering  man,  with  some  taste  for  colour  and  a 
good  eye  for  form,  he  succeeded  marvellously  well,  and  actually  sold  his 
productions  as  fast  as  he  could  paint  them. 

There  is  a  wonderful  diversity  in  the  patients,  who,  however,  fall 
naturally  into  classes,  and  might  be  labelled  and  docketed  like  specimens 
in  a  museum.  There  is,  for  example,  the  take-it-easy  patient,  who  never 
does  anything  in  particular — never  reads,  never  hurries  himself,  would  as 
soon  lose  his  leg  as  keep  it,  and  would  probably  be  quite  as  unconcerned 
if  the  question  referred  to  his  head ;  perfectly  contented,  not  in  the  least 
haste  to  recover,  and  is,  in  fact,  an  illogical  optimist  of  the  first  water.  Then 
there  is  the  confirmsd  grumbler,  who  is  never  pleased  about  anything,  but 
always  gets  the  beat  of  everything ;  growls  sotto  voce  at  the  doctors,  yells 
lustily  whan  touched,  declines  to  answer  inquiries  after  health,  or  only 
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after  several  solicitations ;  allows  the  solitary  word  "Wussn  to  escape 
his  lips,  and  then  shuts  his  mouth  tightly,  and  looks  at  the  ceiling. 
(N.B. — He  is  really  much  better,  and  improves  daily.)  When  he  is 
allowed  to  dress,  he  monopolizes  the  best  place  by  the  fire  and  the  pleasantest 
seat  at  the  window,  and  there  site  taciturnly  morose  until  he  gets  his 
dinner,  which  he  eats  rapidly  and  abuses  it  the  while.  In  fine,  he  is  the 
wet  blanket  of  the  ward,  and  as  soon  as  he  is  fairly  out  of  it  a  burst  of 
sunshine  seems  to  irradiate  its  inmates.  Two  or  three  of  these  grumblers 
are  generally  found  in  a  ward  in  the  course  of  a  year. 

To  counteract  the  effect  of  this  unpleasant  personage,  there  is  usually 
the  benevolent  patient,  who  becomes  the  life  of  the  ward,  ready  to  help 
every  one,  and  never  thinking  of  himself.  Lame  as  he  is  himself,  he  hobbles 
along  to  assist  his  neighbour,  who  has  risen  for  the  first  time,  and  is 
tremblingly  endeavouring  to  move  on  unaccustomed  crutches.  He  reads 
aloud  for  the  benefit  of  the  unlearned;  he  "chaffs"  the  grumbler,  and 
neutralizes  his  complaining ;  he  helps  ignorant  but  industrious  patients  in 
their  reading  and  writing ;  and,  when  he  at  last  sits  down,  some  small  boy 
usually  contrives  to  sidle  on  one  knee,  and  the  cat  jumps  on  the  other. 

Cats,  by  the  way,  are  among  the  great  institutions  of  a  hospital,  and 
on  a  very  small  average,  each  ward  has  a  cat  and  two-thirds.  They 
always  have  their  particular  allies  among  the  patients,  sometimes  choosing 
the  roughest  and  burliest  for  their  friends :  and  it  has  a  most  absurd  effect 
to  see  the  rough,  shaggy  face  of  a  navvy,  and  the  smooth,  sleek  head  of 
the  cat,  amicably  reposing  on  the  same  pillow ;  aud  the  man's  half  apolo- 
getic but  kindly  grin  is  a  sight  really  worth  seeing. 

Then  there  is  the  religious  patient,  a  not  unfrequent  and  invaluable  in- 
mate of  a  ward,  effecting  wonders  by  the  mere  force  of  example,  unwilling  to 
talk  about  himself,  generally  rather  silent  for  a  time,  but  always  having  some- 
thing sensible  to  say  when  the  crust  of  reserve  is  broken  through.  As  a  con- 
trast, there  now  and  then  comes  into  the  ward  the  controversial  patient, 
mostly  a  bran  new  convert,  always  obtrusive  and  obnoxious,  and  who  gene- 
rally has  to  be  silenced  by  the  threat  of  expulsion.  A  controversial  drayman 
seems  rather  an  anomaly,  but  one  of  the  wards  was  actually  honoured  by 
that  example — let  us  hope  an  unique  one — a  drayman  who  had  been  con- 
verted to  some  new-fangled  notions,  who  contrived  a  few  days  afterwards  to 
let  the  wheel  of  his  own  dray  run  over  his  leg,  and  who  was  brought  into  tho 
hospital  with  a  zeal  red  hot  as  his  face.  Since  drays  were  invented  thore 
never  was  such  a  drayman,  and  it  is  to  be  devoutly  hoped  that  there  never 
will  be  such  another.  He  tried  to  convert  the  surgeon,  the  sister,  the  nurses, 
the  patients,  the  chaplain,  the  dressers,  and  the  beadles.  He  occupied  tho 
bed  at  the  end  of  the  ward,  called  technically  the  state  bed,  because  it  is 
exactly  the  same  as  all  the  6thcrs  ;  and  as  soon  as  he  saw  any  one  enter 
the  door,  he  would  in  a  stentorian  voice  demand  their  opinion  of  certain 
points  of  doctrine.  He  had  piles  of  the  fattest  books  in  the  smallest  type, 
and  would  insist  on  reading  passages  aloud,  to  the  great  disadvantage  of 
his  own  health.  He  would  not  keep  himself  quiet,  and  there  were  serious 
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thoughts  of  transferring  him  to  a  separate  room,  where  his  leg  might  have 
a  chance  of  mending,  and  where  he  might  get  up  his  arguments  for 
proselytizing  his  fellow-draymen  after  his  discharge. 

There  is  always  a  tolerable  sprinkling  of  foreigners,  unable  to  speak 
English,  and  very  ingenious  in  establishing  a  pantomimic  language.  They 
get  on  very  well  with  their  fellow-patients ;  but  it  is  pleasant  to  see  the 
sudden  brightening  of  the  face  when  addressed  in  their  own  language. 
Now  and  then  a  negro  finds  admission  ;  quiet,  mostly  useful,  with  a  sub- 
dued but  contented  look,  and  a  pair  of  soft  brown  eyes  like  those  of  a 
spaniel,  grateful  for  the  least  attention,  and  with  a  pleasant  smile  display- 
ing a  double  row  of  white  and  regular  teeth  that  would  make  a  dentist's 
fortune.  Irish  patients  arc  always  plentiful,  as  they  have  a  habit  of  par- 
taking freely  of  the  beverage  of  their  country,  ascending  tall  ladders  with 
hods  on  their  shoulders,  traversing  narrow  planks  at  immense  heights, 
and  very  naturally  falling  to  the  ground  accompanied  by  their  hods. 
They  do  not,  however,  seem  to  hurt  themselves  much  ;  and  horrifying  aa 
these  accidents  really  are,  some  of  them  seem  rather  to  belong  to  the  mimic 
regions  of  pantomime  than  of  dread  reality,  the  results  being  equally 
harmless  in  either  case. 

After  watching  for  some  years  the  accidents  that  enter  the  walls  of  a 
hospital,  three  conclusions  are  arrived  at :  Firstly,  that  the  apparent 
severity  of  an  accident  is  by  no  means  proportioned  to  its  effects  upon  the 
sufferer ;  secondly,  that  accidents  seldom  occur  singly ;  and  thirdly,  that 
certain  accidents  generally  take  place  about  the  same  time  of  the  year.  So 
that  an  experienced  sister  can  mostly  predicate  the  kind  of  work  which 
will  be  given  to  her  as  soon  as  she  sees  the  patient  being  brought  toward* 
her  ward.  The  apparent  impunity  with  which  some  men  suffer  the  most 
fearful  casualties  is  quite  as  remarkable  as  the  fatal  effects  of  a  mere 
trivial  injury  on  others.  One  man,  for  example,  being  in  a  room  where 
some  forty  pounds  of  powder  exploded,  was  blown  through  a  wooden  par- 
tition and  landed  on  the  grass,  not  very  much  the  worse,  except  that  he 
was  rather  stunned,  very  black,  and  could  not  for  some  time  exactly 
comprehend  what  had  occurred.  Another  fell  off  the  top  of  a  lofty  house 
upon  a  heap  of  bricks,  and  was  shot  into  a  basket  with  such  force  that  he 
had  to  be  cut  out  with  a  knife.  He  left  the  ward  in  a  few  weeks,  quite 
recovered.  Another  fell  flat  on  the  stone  flooring  of  a  new  chapel,  from 
a  height  of  fifty  feet,  and  was  discharged  in  a  week  or  two,  without  even  a 
bone  broken.  Yet,  though  one  man  will  sustain  some  such  terrible 
accident  without  much  danger,  another  will  just  step  off  the  curbstone 
and  be  picked  up  with  compound  fracture  of  both  logs.  Indeed,  curb- 
stones and  orange-peel  are  responsible  for  a  wonderfully  large  pcr-ceutage 
of  accidents,  and  the  police  really  ought  to  prevent  orange-peel  from  being 
flung  on  the  foot  pavement. 

Again,  there  seems  to  be  an  epidemic  in  accidents  as  in  diseases.  If 
one  man  is  brought  to  the  hospital  in  consequence  of  falling  off  a  scaffold, 
four  or  five  more  are  sure  to  enter  from  the  same  cause,  though  the 
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accidents  may  have  occurred  in  different  parts  of  London.  And  if  an 
accident  of  some  peculiar  nature  happen,  a  second  is  nearly  sure  to 
follow  before  long.  For  example,  there  was  a  stationer's  apprentice 
brought  in  with  a  severe  injury  to  the  chest,  caused  by  falling  off  the 
steps  with  a  ream  of  brown  paper  in  his  hands,  the  corner  of  the  package 
coming  on  his  chest.  He  was  hardly  settled  in  bed  when  another 
stationer's  apprentice  was  brought  to  the  same  ward,  having  met  with 
exactly  the  same  misfortune.  There  really  seem  to  be  some  laws  which 
govern  accidental  injuries  as  well  as  diseases,  for  at  one  time  people  get 
blown  up  by  exploding  boilers;  at  another  time  they  get  run  over;  at 
another  they  get  crushed  in  machinery  (boys  are  especially  liable  to  this 
kind  of  injury) ;  at  another  they  break  their  knee-caps ;  and  at  another 
they  fall  downstairs. 

None  of  these  accidents  have  any  bearing  on  the  time  of  year,  but 
there  are  others  which  can  clearly  be  referred  to  causes  connected  with 
the  weather  or  the  temperature.  Winter,  of  course,  brings  many  inmates 
who  have  fallen  on  slides,  or  slipped  off  the  icy  curbstone.  Fearful  cuts 
are  often  occasioned  by  the  sharp  edges  of  ice,  and  in  some  instances  are 
a  severer  character  than  those  inflicted  by  broken  glass.  Bricklayers 
and  masons  mostly  injure  themselves  in  the  summer  and  warm  months ; 
and  the  Irish  hodmen  are  generally  wonderful  specimens  of  their  race. 

The  connection  between  the  time  of  year  and  the  kind  of  accident  is, 
however,  most  apparent  in  children.  In  the  summer  they  are  run  over 
by  waggons,  or  pushed  down  areas  by  their  companions.  Towards  the 
end  of  autumn  they  set  their  pinafores  on  fire,  and  drink  out  of  the  spouts 
of  teapots  and  boiling  kettles;  and  about  spring  they  generally  begin  to 
fall  out  of  two-pair-back  windows. 

The  children  are,  indeed,  among  the  sights  of  a  hospital.  On  first 
admission  there  is  nothing  but  wailing  and  crying  after  mammy;  but 
in  a  day  or  two  they  are  perfectly  reconciled,  and  become  quite  talkative. 
They  are  generally  great  pets  among  the  other  patients,  being  treated  ns 
living  dolls,  and  gratified  in  every  way,  until  they  are  as  noisily  sorrowful 
at  being  forced  to  leave  the  hospital  as  when  they  first  entered  its  walls. 
On  more  than  one  occasion  a  child  has  made  itself  so  ill  by  constant 
crying  after  its  playmates  that  the  mother  has  been  forced  to  bring  it 
back  again.  They  have  toys  in  profusion,  dolls  of  course  holding  the 
pre-eminence,  and  it  is  a  remarkable  fact  that  the  dolls  have  exactly  the 
same  complaint  as  their  little  owners.  Mostly,  the  children  are  very  well 
behaved,  and  when  they  are  noisy  it  is  on  account  of  the  exuberant  spirits 
o  childhood.  Now  and  then  there  is  a  peevish,  fretful  child,  who  refuses 
to  be  pacified,  and  is  a  considerable  nuisance  to  the  other  patients.  But  of 
all  the  unpleasant  inhabitants  of  a  ward,  the  very  worst  is  an  Irish  child 
accompanied  by  its  mother.  The  child  would  do  well  enough,  but  the 
mother  is  so  very  energetic  in  her  grief  that  tho  little  thing  can  get  no 
rest.  She  rocks  herself  backward  and  forward ;  she  bewails  her  sad  lot 
in  the  most  fluent  manner  and  the  loudest  tones,  breaking  every  now  and 
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then  into  a  prolonged  howl;  she  claps  her  hands  in  cadence  with  her 
lamentations,  and  no  sooner  has  the  child  fallen  asleep  than  she  wakes  it 
with  her  demonstrative  sorrow,  and  sets  it  crying  afresh. 

One  of  the  chief  benefits  of  this,  as  well  as  of  other  similar  institutions, 
is  the  instantaneous  readiness  for  any  emergency  at  any  hour.  We  will 
take  an  extreme  case,  and  suppose  that  in  the  dead  of  night  a  poor  roan, 
endeavouring  to  escape  through  the  window  of  a  burning  house,  falls  into  the 
street,  and  in  one  moment  lies  stunned  and  bleeding  on  the  ground,  having 
evidently  suffered  injuries  so  severe  that  none  but  a  medical  roan  dares 
to  meddle  with  him.  A  messenger  is  despatched  to  tho  nearest  police 
station,  and  in  a  very  short  time  a  couple  of  stalwart  men  make  their 
appearance,  bearing  a  litter  expressly  constructed  for  such  emergency. 
With  their  gentle  but  strong  and  practised  hands  they  place  the  poor 
wounded  form  on  the  stretcher,  and  bear  the  sufferer  to  the  hospital 
gates.  Meanwhilo,  all  is  in  commotion  within  the  walls,  but  no  one  is  at 
all  flurried ;  messengers  are  sent  to  the  various  surgeons,  and  almost  as 
soon  as  the  poor  man  is  fairly  deposited  within  the  reception-room,  the 
surgeons  are  ready  to  examine  his  injuries. 

We  will  suppose  it  to  be  an  extreme  case,  where  immediate  operation 
affords  the  only  hope  of  saving  life.  Notice  is  instantly  given,  and  the 
sufferer  is  borne  gently  to  the  dread  operation-room,  once  the  theatre  of 
agony  almost  too  great  for  the  human  frame  to  endure,  but  now  shorn  of 
half  its  terrors  by  the  blessed  influence  of  chloroform.  It  is  a  quiet- looking 
room  enough,  with  nothing  in  it  to  alarm  any  one.  All  the  array  of 
instruments  needed  are  kept  in  an  adjoining  room,  where  they  are  mar- 
shalled in  proper  ranks,  and  preserved  in  tho  very  perfection  of  working 
order.  Woe  be  to  the  delinquent  through  whose  neglect  a  screw  refuses  to 
turn  rightly,  a  silken  thread  is  allowed  to  be  tangled,  or  an  edge  shows 
the  least  symptoms  of  dulness.  A  human  life  hangs  upon  every  such 
apparent  trifle,  and  each  instrument,  however  simple  it  may  be,  is  con- 
served and  examined  with  a  serious  minuteness  that  would  seem  absurd 
to  those  who  knew  not  the  responsibility  of  the  examiner. 

In  a  wonderfully  short  time  the  operation  is  over,  the  wounded  vessel 
that  was  draining  the  stream  of  life  is  secured,  the  sufferer  is  again  placed 
on  the  stretcher,  and  conveyed  to  a  bed  which  has  been  prepared  in  the 
meantime.  Until  he  is  out  of  danger  he  is  never  left  for  a  moment,  the 
surgeons  relieving  each  other  in  a  regular  rotation,  and  keeping  their 
anxious  watch  through  day  and  night  by  his  bedside.  If  the  accident 
should  happen  to  occur  near  the  hospital,  barely  half  an  hour  will  intervene 
between  the  moment  of  its  occurrence  and  the  time  when  the  sufferer  is 
placed  in  bed. 

If  we  now  leave  this  kind  of  ward  and  enter  one  of  those  devoted  to 
medical  cases,  we  shall  see  very  little  difference.  There  is  the  same 
row  of  beds  with  their  chequered  curtains,  and  the  suspended  batons  by 
which  the  patients  are  enabled  to  lift  themselves  in  bed,  and  which  are 
technically  called  pullius.    Over  the  head  of  each  patient  there  is  the 
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same  looking  white  board,  on  which  is  written  the  name  of  tho  patient,  % 
the  ward,  the  physician,  the  malady,  and  the  daily  treatment  and  diet, 
so  that  the  whole  case  is  seen  at  a  glance.  The  sister  in  her  blue  dress, 
and  the  nurses  in  sober  brown,  are  working  in  the  same  quiet  way;  the 
convalescent  patients  are  talking  in  little  groups,  or  reading,  or  watching 
their  farther  advanced  companions  walking  in  the  square  below.  The 
wards  are  always  in  the  same  state  of  order,  and  any  one  can  enter  a  ward 
at  any  hour  of  day  or  night  without  giving  notice,  and  will  find  every- 
thing going  on  in  the  same  systematic  fashion. 

The  general  life  of  a  patient  is  necessarily  regulated  with  as  much  care 
as  is  exercised  aboard  of  a  man-of-war.    After  breakfast  the  sister  reads 
a  few  short  prayers,  a  copy  of  which  is  hung  over  each  bed,  so  that  the 
patient  may  follow  if  he  chooses.    The  medical  men  then  make  their 
rounds,  and  after  them  comes  the  chaplain,  who  reads  a  selection  from  the 
prayer-book  or  sometimes  gives  a  short  address,  and  then  speaks  a  word 
here  and  there  to  the  patients.    There  are  three  chaplains  attached  to  tho 
hospital,  and  as  on  the  average  each  reads  prayers  six  or  seven  times 
daily,  there  are  eighteen  short  services  held  in  the  wards  every  day. 
One  is  resident;  and  they  make  arrangements  among  themselves,  so  that  if 
a  patient  should  at  any  hour  of  the  day  or  night  desire  to  see  the 
chaplain  the  wish  is  immediately  gratified.    Patients  of  any  religion  or 
sect  can  have  their  own  minister,  and  even  members  of  the  Church  of 
England  who  desire  to  see  the  clergyman  to  whom  they  have  been 
accustomed,  or  to  whom  they  take  a  fancy,  have  only  to  express  the  wish 
and  a  messenger  is  immediately  despatched.    There  is  necessarily  tho 
proviso  that  any  such  minister  shall  confine  his  attentions  to  the  particular 
patient  who  sent  for  him,  or  otherwise  the  hospital  would  be  inundated  with 
conflicting  missionaries,  and  each  ward  turned  into  a  polemical  battle-field. 

Dinner-time  is  fixed  at  12.30,  and  about  twenty  minutes  before  that 
time  a  long  stream  of  nurses  is  seen  converging  towards  some  stone  stairs 
leading  to  regions  below.  Here  the  vast  amount  of  varied  food  is  cooked 
for  the  patients  by  means  equally  simple  and  ingenious. 

On  entering  the  kitchen  we  do  not  find  the  air  particularly  hot,  and 
except  a  moderate  fire,  at  which  nothing  is  being  cooked,  and  a  row  of 
dressers  adorned  with  shining  pipes,  handles,  and  chains,  hardly  a  sign  of 
cookery  is  visible.    The  dresser,  however,  contains  several  hugo  coppers, 
wherein  all  the  beef-tea,  broth,  and  similar  articles  of  food  are  cooked. 
No  fire  is  needed  for  them,  as  they  are  heated  by  steam  supplied  from  a 
boiler  outside  the  walls.  Tho  steam  acts  in  two  ways.  To  warm  the  mixture 
and  keep  it  at  the  gently  simmering  temperature  needful  for  the  produc- 
tion of  good  broth,  steam  is  admitted  between  the  double  jackets  of  which 
the  boiler  is  made.    To  make  it  boil,  when  the  temperature  must  be 
increased,  steam  is  admitted  from  below,  which  passes  through  the  liquid, 
parting  with  all  its  heat  in  so  doing,  and  stirring  up  the  contents  of  the  vessel 
most  effectually.  Another  large  cauldron  is  heated  by  moans  of  a  gas-stove. 
We  ask  the  cook  where  the  meat  is  roasted,  and  he  answers  by  opening 
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the  door  of  a  largo  iron-safe,  let  into  the  wall,  where  between  twenty  and 
thirty  joints  arc  seen  sputtering  at  a  wonderful  rate.  Two  of  these  safes 
are  placed  side  by  side,  and  each  can  cook  about  thirty  large  joints. 
This  structure  is  remarkably  simple,  the  whole  number  of  joints  being 
roasted  by  a  single  row  of  gas  jets  round  the  bottom.  The  gas  has  no 
direct  effect  on  the  meat,  being  outside  the  gridiron  and  hooks  on  which  the 
joints  are  placed,  but  merely  heats  the  metal  sides  of  the  roasters,  which  are 
so  formed  as  to  reflect  all  the  warmth  upon  the  meat.  This  arrangement 
is  so  perfect  that  every  joint  is  equally  well  roasted,  whether  it  be  at  the 
top,  the  bottom,  middle,  or  side  of  the  roaster,  and  the  ventilation  is  so 
powerful  that  the  meat  has  not  the  least  flavour  of  gas,  as  is  too  often  the 
case  when  cooked  by  such  means.  It  is  a  most  economical  system,  for 
the  dripping  overpays  the  cost  of  the  gas,  being  so  pure  and  free  from  ashes 
or  foreign  substances  that  it  is  sold  by  contract  at  a  high  price.  The 
open  fire  is  mostly  used  for  little  extra  delicacies  which  any  patient  of 
feeble  appetite  may  limey.  There  are,  indeed,  no  bounds  to  the  liberality 
of  the  hospital  in  this  respect,  and  if  a  really  sick  person  has  a  particular 
wish  for  any  article  of  diet,  it  is  at  once  got  ready,  if  the  hospital 
appliances  are  sufficient  for  that  purpose,  or,  if  not,  is  straightway 
purchased  from  a  restaurant.  Indeed,  if  a  patient  could  eat  nothing 
but  turtle  and  venison,  and  drink  nothing  but  Lafitte  and  Cliquot,  they 
would  be  supplied  without  the  least  hesitation. 

Arranging  and  giving  out  the  rations  is  a  business  of  some  import- 
ance, and  is  thus  managed.  In  the  kitchen  a  large  black  board  is 
placed,  which  is  divided  into  lines  and  columns  according  to  the  fol- 
lowing chart : — 


Total. 

Extra.  1   

Kbntox. 

Haklet. 

PlTCAiaN. 

Half  Diet 

Half  Diet 
Chop. 

2 

Ful  Diet 

6 

23 

Full  Diet 
Chop. 

1 

1 

Broth. 

68 

Beef  Tea. 

54 

Milk. 

1 

3r 

Bice  Milk. 

5 

♦ 

78 

Arrowroot. 

2 

Sago. 

80 

Pudding. 

• 

156 

Eggs- 

5 

4 
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The  board  being  black,  the  figures  are  written  upon  it  with  challc,  and, 
after  the  dinner  has  been  served  and  the  account  checked,  are  erased  with 
a  wet  cloth.  At  the  time  when  the  above  table  was  copied,  Kenton  ward 
was  nearly  empty,  and  Harley  quite  full ;  but  in  a  week  or  two  Kenton 
will  probably  have  every  bed  occupied. 

On  the  day  when  the  writer  happened  to  visit  the  kitchen,  there  were 
five  hundred  and  seventy-three  inmates  of  the  hospital,  who  consumed 
eight  hundred  and  twenty  rations  at  dinner,  including  extras,  such  as 
pudding  and  arrowroot. 

The  manner  in  which  the  dinner  is  sent  into  the  ward  ib  very  curious. 
On  a  long  table  in  the  centre  of  the  kitchen  are  ranged  a  regiment  of 
covered  tin  dishes,  each  stamped  with  a  number  representing  a  ward. 
When  all  is  ready  the  cook  turns  off  the  gas,  opens  the  door  of  the 
roaster,  seizes  a  huge  two-handled  fork,  plunges  it  into  one  of  the  joints, 
looks  at  a  tin  label  fastened  to  the  meat  by  a  skewer,  shouts  out  the  num- 
ber upon  the  label,  and  the  name  of  its  proper  ward,  removes  it,  and  hand* 
the  joint  to  an  assistant,  who  places  it  in  the  dish  corresponding  to  the 
number.  It  is  then  taken  by  the  nurse  of  the  ward,  who  carries  it  oft'  to 
her  domains,  where  it  is  carved  by  the  sister,  and  distributed  by  the 
nurses.  The  whole  of  the  cooking  for  six  hundred  patients,  including 
puddings  and  various  extras,  is  achieved  by  one  man,  aided  by  his  wile 
and  two  maid  servants.  Nothing  is  wasted,  and  after  the  patients  Lave 
eaten  as  much  as  they  can  manage,  the  whole  of  the  remainder  is  distri- 
buted to  the  poor,  so  that  there  is  no  possibility  of  stale  provisions  being 
served  out  to  the  patients. 

The  arrangements  for  supplying  the  patients  with  medicine  are  quite 
as  elaborately  simple  as  those  for  supplying  them  with  food.  If  we  cross 
the  square,  pass  into  the  dispensary,  popularly  called  the  "  shop,"  because 
nothing  is  sold  there,  and  look  around  us,  we  find  ourselves  in  the  midst 
of  remarkable  smells  and  singular  sights.  Huge  jars  and  unlimited  rows 
of  bottles  distract  the  eye,  while  we  pass  through  another  door  and  enter 
the  laboratory.  Here  the  various  drugs  are  compounded — the  whole  of 
the  mechanical  work  being  done  by  steam.  In  a  little  side-room  is  a 
small  steam  engine,  which  works  a  mill  for  grinding  bark  and  other  drugs. 
The  mill  is  just  like  that  of  a  powder  manufactory,  consisting  of  a  pair 
of  huge  stone  discs,  rolling  on  their  edges  in  a  circular  basin,  and 
driven  round  by  the  engine.  The  same  machine  also  works  the  sieve, 
which  requires  no  aid  except  being  occasionally  supplied  with  fresh 
material. 

Economy  reigns  supreme  here  as  in  other  departments,  and  even  the 
steam  is  not  allowed  to  be  wasted,  but  is  condensed  into  distilled  water, 
which  is  necessary  for  the  manufacture  of  many  chemical  compounds. 
There  are  also  seen  two  huge  evaporating  pans,  with  moveable  covers,  like 
copper  domes,  terminating  in  chimney  pots  of  the  same  material,  and  the 
liquid  in  these  pans  is  heated  by  means  of  steam,  as  in  the  case  of  the 
great  cauldrons  in  the  kitchen.    Lest,  however,  tho  engine  should  be  out 
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of  order,  there  is  a  fire-place  under  each  pan,  which  would  heat  the 
various  decoctions  until  the  steam  could  be  again  supplied.  In  the 
many  cases  where  valuable  juices  must  be  expressed  by  main  force,  a 
powerful  BramaVs  water-press  stands  always  ready  for  use. 

Ilere  and  there  on  the  counters  are  seen  great  shapeless  lumps  of 
some  dark  substance,  looking  like  spadefuls  of  black  mortar,  and  each 
having  a  tin  label  stuck  in  it.  Each  of  these  lumps  is  a  mass  of  pills 
not  yet  made  up,  but  which  will  soon  be  cut  into  shape  and  size  by  a 
machine.  The  pills  thus  made  are  placed  in  great  store-boxes,  whence 
they  are  scooped  with  a  shovel,  just  as  bankers*  clerks  scoop  sovereigns, 
and  transferred  to  certain  little  pigeon-hole  boxes  just  under  the  dis- 
pensing window.  The  pill-boxes  are  also  kept  in  vast  quantities,  and  each 
box  is  ready  labelled,  this  operation  being  performed  by  the  convalescent 
patients — mostly  the  children,  who  take  to  the  task  quite  easily,  as  there  is 
plenty  of  snipping  and  gumming  in  it ;  the  boxes  being  of  course  classed 
according  to  their  labels.  There  is  also  a  large  store-room  where  the 
drugs  are  kept  before  being  ground  and  made  up,  and  here,  also,  are 
placed  the  wine,  brandy,  and  other  spirits  required  by  the  patients. 

Here  is  made  that  useful  substance,  called  diachylon  plaister  by  the  outer 
world,  and  simply  denominated  "  strapping  "  in  surgical  parlance.  Like  the 
pills,  the  grinding  and  the  Bifting,  the  strapping  is  made  by  machinery.  A 
strip  of  linen,  about  forty  yards  long  and  ten  feet  wide,  is  taken  to  the  machine, 
and  one  end  inserted  between  two  rollers,  which  revolve  as  the  linen  is 
drawn  between  them ;  causing  it  to  be  equally  covered  with  the  substance 
that  converts  it  into  plaister,  and  which  is  seen  bubbling  in  a  trough, 
from  which  it  is  conveyed  to  the  linen.  The  process  of  manufacture  is 
quite  an  absurd  sight.  Two  men  seize  the  projecting  end  of  the  linen,  and 
run  away  with  it  through  the  doorway,  and  through  the  dispensing-room, 
until  they  reach  the  window,  where  they  hand  it  over  to  a  couple  of 
assistants  standing  ready  outside,  who  continue  to  run  away  with  it  until 
the  whole  forty  yards  are  expended.  The  air  cools  it  almost  immediately, 
and  it  is  then  sliced  into  lengths  with  huge  scissors,  rolled  up,  and  stowed 
away.  As  this  strapping  is  dispensed  very  liberally,  it  is  needful  to  havo 
some  protection  against  the  many  impostors  who  would  obtain  it  from  the 
hospital,  sell  it  for  a  few  pence,  and  buy  gin  with  the  proceeds.  The 
name  of  the  hospital  is  therefore  printed  in  full  in  diagonal  lines  across 
the  back  of  the  linen,  and  the  type  is  so  bold  and  the  lines  so  close 
together  that  it  would  be  impossible  to  behave  dishonestly  without  de- 
tection. Similar  precautions  are  taken  with  every  article  of  portable 
property  belonging  to  the  hospital — such  as  plates,  dishes,  tinware, 
sheets,  counterpanes,  and  blankets,  all  of  which  are  marked  so  boldly 
that  they  must  be  recognized,  and  so  ineradicably  that  in  most  cases 
to  obliterate  the  mark  would  be  to  destroy  the  article. 

Before  closing  these  remarks,  it  will  be  as  well  to  mention  a  few 
statistics  gathered  from  the  institution. 

It  is  found  that  of  the  whole  number  admitted  into  the  wards  in  a 
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single  year,  nearly  eighty  per  cent,  are  discharged  either  cured  or  relieved, 
aud  that  about  ten  per  cent,  die  within  the  walls.  Of  these,  however, 
about  one  and  a  half  per  cent,  are  nearly  dead  when  brought  to  tho  gates, 
and  die  before  they  have  been  within  the  walls  for  one  day.  Of  the 
deaths,  the  greater  number  are  attributable  to  the  scourge  of  our  land, 
consumption,  which  insidious  disease  carries  off  thirteen  per  cent,  of  the 
whole  number.  The  next  fatal  malady  is  bronchitis,  which  kills  about 
eight  per  cent.  ;  next  come  burns  and  scalds,  which  account  for  six  per 
cent. ;  and  next  in  order  is  inflammation  of  the  lungs,  which  carries  off 
five  per  cent.  So  that  more  than  twenty-five  per  cent,  are  attributable  to 
affections  of  tho  lungs.  Scarlatina,  so  much  dreaded,  only  gives  two  per 
cent. ;  and  croup,  the  just  fear  of  anxious  parents,  only  kills  one  per  cent. 
Fever  and  apoplexy  are  marked  by  the  same  figure  as  scarlatina ;  and 
dropsy  and  disease  of  the  heart  (often  allied)  range  between  four  and  five 
per  cent. 

During  the  last  official  year  no  less  than  105,452  sufferers  applied  for 
and  received  relief  from  this  institution,  of  whom  5,633  were  admitted 
as  in-patients,  and  more  than  35,000  were  surgical  casualties.  There  is 
also  a  provision  for  ensuring  gratuitous  attendance  upon  poor  women 
about  to  become  mothers  ;  and  during  the  past  year  849  children  were 
ushered  into  the  world  under  its  kindly  auspices.  Six  pensioners  have 
been  added  to  the  list  of  poor  incurables,  and  a  sum  of  5221.  5s.  lOrf.  has 
been  expended  in  giving  clothes  and  pecuniary  relief  to  discharged 
patients.  The  former  fund  is  known  by  the  name  of  the  Priscilla  Coborn 
Charity,  and  the  latter  is  called  the  Samarium  Fund.  Various  other 
patients  have  been  presented  with  costly  surgical  apparatus  and  other 
appliances.  No  less  than  thirteen  pipes  of  port  wine  have  been  consumed 
by  the  patients  within  the  last  twelve  months,  and  it  is  found  that,  upon  an 
average,  one  pipe  of  this  wine  is  drunk  in  twenty-eight  days.  Sherry 
and  brandy  are  not  included  in  this  estimate.  The  whole  of  the  funds 
(almost  entirely  derived  from  landed  estates)  which  are  needed  for  the 
administration  of  such  enormous  expenses,  are  managed  by  a  resident 
gentleman,  who  gives  his  unpaid  services  to  the  institution,  and  who  is 
the  virtual  head  of  the  hospital. 

Ex  uno  disce  omnes.  The  foregoing  sketch  of  the  Inner  Life  of  a 
Hospital  is  necessarily  given  in  outline,  and  admits  of  few  details,  the 
whole  system  of  medical  and  surgical  instruction  being  omitted  for  want 
of  space,  and  the  description  confined  to  its  immediate  bearings  upon 
the  patient.  Still,  it  is  hoped  that  the  reader  may  have  gained  some 
knowledge  of  the  intricate  and  costly  machinery  by  which  these  valuable 
institutions  are  worked,  and  of  their  claims  to  consideration  on  the  part  of 
the  wealthy  and  benevolent. 
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i. 

The  monarch  Day  has  flung  his  crown  of  gold, 

And  fiery  mantle,  down  into  the  river, 
And  sighing  said,  u  Alas !  I  have  grown  old, 

I  cannot  reign  for  ever  and  for  ever. 

ii. 

"  Come  hither,  Night,  my  daughter,  pure  and  free, 
And  let  me  crown  thee  with  my  dying  splendour : 

Stars  for  the  meek  ;  no  passion- tints  for  thee, 
But  pensive  jewels,  radiant,  pale,  and  tender." 

in. 

Irene*  hears,  and  marks  the  fair  young  queen 
With  dewy  tears,  and  starry  brow  o'ershaded, 

Ascend  her  skyey  throne  with  silent  mien, 

And  bend  towards  Earth  the  mourning,  Earth  the  faded. 

IV. 

Irene"  hears,  for  every  spirit  breath 

That  flits  abroad  is  by  Irene*  hearkened ; 
And,  reverent,  she  has  knelt  as  mute  as  death 

Beside  the  window  since  her  chamber  darkened. 

v. 

The  troubled  winds  are  plaining  in  her  car, 

Sure  sympathy  from  lone  Irene*  seeking. 
She  lifts  her  face  in  still  suspense  to  hear 

The  burden  that  such  smothered  sobs  are  speaking. 

VI. 

A  tangled  ivy- wreath  anear  her  steals, 

And  strokes  her  hair  with  sad  and  loving  gesture. 

The  tapestry  half-enwraps  her  as  she  kneels, 

And  swaying  stirs  her  shoulders'  cloudy  vesture. 

VII. 

The  moonlight  comes  and  rims  her  oval  cheek, 
Palo  gems  about  her  sombre  tresses  weaving; 

And  lays  upon  her  brow  a  silver  streak, 

And  throws  beneath  her  eyes  a  shade  of  grieving. 
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VIII. 

The  moonlight  comes  and  floods  all  through  the  room, 
And  pearls  the  pane,  and  paints  the  shadows  deeper- 
Irene  lulls  to  rest  her  thought  of  gloom, 
And  draws  a  radiant  curtain  o'er  the  sleeper. 

IX. 

A  presence  now  is  quickening  in  the  air, 

A  stately  step  is  through  the  moonbeams  gliding, 

A  pearly  hand  is  on  the  maiden's  hair, 

A  gentle  voice  comes  forth  with  love  and  chiding. 

x. 

"  My  mournful  child,  why  art  thou  biding  lone, 
With  hush  and  darkness,  weird  and  spirit-haunted  ; 

While  down  below,  in  many  a  witching  tone, 
The  praises  of  my  beautiful  are  chanted  ? 

XI. 

"  Thy  maidens  wait  with  satin  and  with  gem, 
Thy  father  seeks  thee  in  the  Presence  Chamber; 

For  thou  must  wear  the  jewelled  diadem, 
The  robe  of  purple  and  the  veil  of  amber. 

XII. 

"  They  wait  to  hail  thee  queen  of  fairest  isles, 
A  golden  crown  upon  thy  rich  locks  placing ; 

I  pine  to  lead  thee  to  thy  throne  with  smiles, 
And  see  thy  form  the  regal  banquet  gracing." 

XIII. 

The  maiden  turns,  Iren^  trembling  white 

With  lacing  tendril  fingers  greets  her  mother : 

"  Oh  !  bid  me  not  come  forth  from  hence  to-night, 
Thou'lt  place  thy  crown  upon  my  little  brother. 

XIV. 

u  I  have  no  wish  for  satin,  nor  for  gem, 

I  have  no  errand  to  the  Presence  Chamber ; 
My  brow  would  ache  to  wear  the  diadem  : 

My  limbs  shall  wear  nor  purple  robe  nor  amber. 

xv. 

"  Inheritance  have  I  in  other  Land : 

I  have  attained  my  ripeness  to  possess  it. 
The  messenger  hath  becked  me  with  his  hand ; 
His  word  is  law,  I  may  not  dare  transgress  it. 


4S0  IRENE. 

XVI. 

"  I've  fieon  the  Spirit  "World  its  portals  opc ; 

I've  felt  its  breeze  about  my  temples  blowing. 
I've  seen  the  lustre  of  the  Sun  of  Hope — 
I  hardly  stayed  my  eager  steps  from  going. 

xvrr. 

"  Kiss  me,  sweet  mother  !  do  not  weep  nor  frown : 
This  parting  is  not  sorrow,  nor  bereavement; 
Thy  sighs  are  flowers  to  weave  a  fadeless  crown,— 
Thy  tears  are  diamonds  scattered  on  God's  pavemeot. 

XVIII. 

"  I  hear  a  message  borno  upon  the  wind ; 

The  patient  Angel  guards  are  kindly  waiting. 
Oh !  may  I  go,  and  leave  no  cloud  behind, 
No  storm  within  thy  tender  heart  creating  ! 


"  My  fading  eyes  no  more  can  see  thy  face ; 

Yet  strain  me  to  thy  bosom,  sweetest  mother. 
Upon  the  throne  a  baby  form  they'll  place, 
And  set  the  crown  upon  my  little  brother. 


"  Oh,  mother  !  bid  me  wear  the  wreath  of  palm, 
And  clothe  my  spirit  in  the  robe  of  whiteness  ; 

My  soul  is  drifting  in  a  lake  of  calm, 

My  sight  is  blinded  by  the  growing  brightness/' 
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The  spirit  of  man  is  ever  busy  pushing  his  investigations  farther  and 
farther  into  the  secret  workings  of  nature  ;  step  by  step  he  is  tracking  her 
into  her  inmost  recesses,  and  if  he  despairs  of  ever  reaching  the  final 
cause  of  things,  he  at  least  is  rewarded  by  the  ample  knowledge  and  subtle 
beauty  he  finds  on  the  way.    Before  the  microscope  was  discovered,  what 
realms  lay  undiscovered  at  his  feet  I    The  mind  has  no  microscope,  it  is 
true,  by  which  immaterial  things  can  be  tracked  upwards  to  their  source ; 
but  its  penetrative  powers  grow  vastly  subtle  by  the  habit  of  concentrating 
them  upon  any  particular  Btudy,  and  the  merest  trifle  to  the  educated  eye 
assumes  proportions  not  to  be  estimated  by  the  superficial  observer.  We 
remember  hearing  it  said  of  the  late  Dr.  Marshall  Hall,  that  he  could  not 
bring  his  acute  and  persistent  mind  to  bear  upon  a  gooseberry,  without 
finding  out  some  fact  and  deducing  some  great  truth  from  it,  that  had  never 
struck  any  person  before.    Of  late  years  the  science  of  mind,  healthy  and 
diseased,  has  been  placedr  as  it  were,  in  the  field  of  the  intellectual 
microscope,  and  since  the  appearance  of  Dr.  Abcrcrombie's  Inijuiries  Con- 
cerning the  Intellectual  Powers,  which  created  such  a  profound  sensation 
thirty  years  ago,  numerous  investigators  have  been  engaged  in  following 
up  the  clue  he  placed  in  their  hands.    In  France,  the  great  Morel  has 
penetrated  deeper  perhaps  than  any  other  in  his  country  into  the  workings 
of  diseased  intellect ;  and  in  England,  Dr.  Winslow,  in  his  volume  on 
Obscure  Diseases  of  the  Brain  and  Mind,  has  given  a  practical  application 
to  this  line  of  inquiry,  without  which  the  efforts  of  abstract  philosophy 
were  vain.    His  work,  which  for  grasp  and  variety  has  not  been  surpassed 
since  the  appearance  of  Abercrombie's  great  work,  opens  up  a  subject  in 
which  the  public  is  greatly  interested,  namely,  the  careful  observation  of 
the  First  Beginnings  of  brain  disease,  which,  if  permitted  to  advance  un- 
challenged, always  proceeds  to  lamentable  results.     That  there  is  an 
immense  amount  of  latent  brain  disease  in  the  community,  only  awaiting  a 
sufficient  exciting  cause  to  make  itself  patent  to  the  world,  there  can  bo 
no  manner  of  doubt.    In  the  annual  reports  of  our  Lunatic  Asylums,  we 
see  tables  of  the  causes  of  the  insanity  of  the  inmates,  which  would  lead 
the  public  to  believe  that  certain  powerful  emotions  were  sufficient  to  dis- 
organize the  material  instrument  of  thought ;  thus  we  find  love  and  religion 
figuring  for  a  very  large  proportion  of  the  lunacy  in  our  asylums,  whilst  a 
fire,  a  quarrel  with  a  friend,  are  set  down  as  the  causes  which  precipitate 
an  individual  from  a  state  of  sanity  to  madness.    We  do  not  mean  to  say 
that  any  sound  psychologist  imagines  that  these  causes  are  anything  more 
than  proximate  ones,  but  the  public,  and  possibly  medical  men  little 
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versed  in  mental  alienation,  seem  to  think  that  a  healthy  mind  can  be 
suddenly  dethroned  by  some  specific  emotion,  just  as  a  healthy  body  may 
be  suddenly  prostrated  by  fever.  There  is,  in  fact,  no  such  thing  as 
sudden  insanity,  or  at  least  it  is  of  the  rarest  possible  occurrence. 
Coroners' juries  may  imagine  that  a  person  who  has  committed,  suicide 
only  became  insane  at  the  moment  of  inserting  his  neck  in  the  fatal  noose, 
but  every  one  who  has  studied  the  human  mind  must  be  aware  that  it  is 
not  constituted  like  a  piece  of  cast-iron,  which  snaps  suddenly  under  the 
influence  of  a  sudden  frost.  The  gray  fabric  of  the  brain,  before  it  gives 
way,  always  affords  notable  signs,  easily  capable  of  being  read  by  an  accom- 
plished physician,  of  a  departure  from  a  state  of  health. 

It  often  happens  that  impending  lunacy  is  known  to  individuals  them- 
selves long  before  any  sign  is  made  to  others.  There  is  a  terrible  stage  of 
consciousness,  in  which,  unknown  to  any  other  human  being,  an  individual 
keeps  up,  as  it  were,  a  terrible  hand-to-hand  conflict  with  himself,  when  he 
is  prompted  by  an  inward  voice  to  use  disgusting  words,  which  in  his  soul  ho 
loathes  and  abhors:  these  voices  will  sometimes  suggest  ideas  which  are 
diametrically  opposed  to  the  sober  dictates  of  his  conscience.  In  such 
conditions  of  mind,  prayers  are  turned  into  curses,  and  the  chastest  into  the 
most  libidinous  thoughts.  It  does  not  necessarily  follow  that,  because  a  man 
is  thus  haunted  by  another  and  evilly -disposed  self,  that  he  has  reached 
the  stage  of  lunacy,  if  his  reason  still  retains  the  mastery.  It  is  said 
that  Bishop  Butler  waged,  for  the  greater  part  of  his  life,  a  hidden  warfare 
of  this  kind,  and  yet  no  one  ever  suspected  him  of  unsoundness  of  mind. 
It  is  indeed  strange  what  wayward  and  erratic  turns  the  mind  will  take 
even  in  robust  health  ;  for  instance,  every  one  must  have  felt  the  difficulty 
now  and  then  of  suppressing  the  inclination  to  cry  out  in  church,  or  to 
prevent  the  rebellious  muscles  of  the  face  from  expressing  a  emile  on 
occasions  when  the  utmost  gravity  of  demeanour  is  called  for.  Again, 
we  are  often  haunted  by  an  air  of  music,  or  some  voice  will  repeat  itself 
with  such  obstinacy  as  to  annoy  and  distress  the  mind,  and  often  to  pre- 
vent sleep.  These  curious  phenomena  are  not  symptomatic  of  brain 
disease,  but  they  are  singular  examples  of  transient  conditions  of  mind, 
which,  when  persistent,  are  clearly  allied  to  insanity.  When,  however, 
this  persistence  in  morbid  thoughts  does  arise,  a  man  may  be  sure  that  he 
requires  the  attention  of  his  physician,  and  that  there  is  some  cause  at 
work  which  is  breeding  mischief ;  unless  he  does  this,  the  probability  is,  that 
the  malady  will  take  a  more  serious  turn,  and  that  the  voices,  before  believed 
to  be  internal  ones,  will  appear  external,  and  lead  the  unhappy  sufferer  to 
desperate  courses.  Possibly  the  stage  of  consciousness  is  the  most 
terrible  of  all  the  conditions  of  mind  which  lead  the  way  to  insanity.  The 
struggles  with  the  inward  fiend  which  the  reason  cannot  exorcise,  roust 
be  far  more  appalling,  than  a  condition  of  absolute  madness,  in  which  very 
often  the  mental  delusions  are  of  a  pleasing  character.  A  patient,  writing 
to  Dr.  Cheyne,  says,  "  Such  a  state  as  mine,  you  are  possibly  unacquainted 
with,  notwithstanding  all  your  experience.    I  am  not  conscious  of  the 
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decay  or  suspension  of  any  of  the  powers  of  my  mind.  I  am  as  well  able  as 
ever  I  was  to  attend  to  my  business.  My  family  suppose  me  in  health  ; 
yet  the  horrors  of  a  mad-house  are  staring  me  in  the  face.  I  am  a  martyr 
to  a  species  of  persecution  from  within,  which  is  becoming  intolerable.  I 
am  urged  to  say  the  most  shocking  things ;  blasphemous  and  obscene  words 
are  ever  on  my  tongue.  Hitherto,  thank  God,  I  have  been  able  to  resist ; 
but  I  often  think  I  must  yield  at  last,  and  then  I  shall  be  disgraced  for 
ever,  and  ruined."  Dr.  Wigan  gives  an  account  of  a  worthy  but  poor 
clergyman,  who  was  possessed,  as  it  were,  in  this  manner,  when  he  was 
suffering  from  over-study  or  want  of  rest.  At  these  times,  when  preach" 
ing,  there  would  seem  to  be  placed  before  his  eyes  some  profane  book,  which 
the  devil  tempted  him  to  read  iu  lieu  of  his  sermon.  This  was  a  case  where 
the  brain  was  suffering  from  a  want  of  duly  arterial ized  blood,  as  he  found 
that  violent  exercise  •with  the  dumb-bells  effectually  cast  out  the  fiend 
which  tormented  him.  Exhaustion  of  nervous  power,  over- work,  anxiety, 
or  other  causes,  is,  wo  believe,  the  cause  of  mental  distress  of  this  nature 
to  a  much  greater  extent  than  the  public  apprehend.  In  this  age,  when 
the  race  is  neck  and  neck,  and  the  struggle  for  life  is  ever  straining  men's 
minds  to  the  breaking-point;  when  the  boy  has  to  go  through  an  examina- 
tion for  a  clerkship  of  a  more  severe  character  than  was  demanded  for  an 
university  degree  of  old  ;  when  the  professional  man  serves  a  seven  years' 
apprenticeship  to  science,  and  but  too  often  a  second  seven  to  starvation,  is 
it  to  be  wondered  at,  that  the  mental  fibre  becomes  weakened  and  unable 
to  resist  the  strain  of  any  great  excitement,  or  further  process  of  exhaustion  ? 

It  too  often  happens  that  the  stage  of  consciousness  is  allowed  to  pro- 
gress unperceived — the  unfortunate  sufferer  concealing  the  agony  that  is 
eating  into  his  very  soul  with  the  utmost  jealousy  from  the  wife  of  his 
bosom,  and  from  his  dearest  friends.  We  have  no  doubt  in  our  own  minds 
that  innumerable  acts  which  appear  totally  unaccountable  to  friends  and 
strangers  are  the  results  of  mental  conflicts  hidden  in  the  depths  of  the 
patient's  mind.  In  such  cases  the  demon  in  possession  would  seem  to 
select  those  very  moments  in  which  the  enjoyment  of  other  men  is  found  j 
at  the  festal  board,  in  the  moments  of  conversation  with  friends,  in  the 
company  of  ladies,  when  everything  is  couleur  de  rose,  this  conflict  will  some- 
times rage  the  fiercest,  and  lead  the  would-be  placid  partaker  of  them 
to  sudden  movements  or  fits  of  abstraction,  which  puzzle  and  confound 
those  who  watch  his  conduct.  And  yet,  in  the  great  majority  of  such 
cases,  medicine  (and  by  this  term  we  use  the  phrase  in  its  largest  sense, 
such  as  change  of  scene  and  air,  and  rest,  with  proper  medicaments)  is 
potent  to  exorcise  the  foul  fiend,  and  to  restore  the. sufferer  to  his  usual 
mental  health.  The  dependence  of  the  mind  upon  the  body  is  often  proved 
in  the  most  unmistakable  manner  in  such  cases.  A  single  prescription,  like 
the  Abracadabra  of  the  Magician,  will  convert  the  man  on  the  verge  of  in- 
sanity to  his  old  serenity  of  mind.  An  anecdote  is  told  of  Voltaire,  and 
an  Englishman,  which  admirably  illustrates  the  position.  The  con- 
versation between  the  two  happening  to  turn  upon  the  miseries  of  life,  the 
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ennui  of  the  Frenchman  and  the  spleen  of  the  Englishman  so  far  agreed 
that  they  decided  that  existence  was  not  worth  having,  and  they  determined 
to  commit  suicide  together  on  the  following  morning.  The  Englishman 
punctually  arrived,  provided  with  the  means  of  destruction,  but  the 
Frenchman  appeared  to  be  no  longer  in  the  suicidal  mood ;  for,  on  the 
other  proceeding  to  the  execution  of  their  project,  Voltaire  amusingly 
interposed,  "Pardonnez  moi,  monsieur,  mais  mon  lavement  a  tres-biea 
op£r6  ce  matin,  et  cela  a  change*  toutes  idees  la," 

Feuchlerslebcn,  in  his  Mental  Physiology,  has  very  subtly  said,  that  if 
wo  could  penetrate  into  the  secret  foundations  of  human  events,  we  should 
frequently  find  the  misfortunes  of  one  man  caused  by  the  intestines  of 
another!  This  may  appear  a  phantastic  proposition  on  the  part  of  the 
learned  German;  but  do  we  not,  as  men  of  the  world,  act  upon  the  know- 
ledge of  this  fact  every  day  of  our  lives  ?  Who  would  be  fool  enough  to 
ask  a  man  a  favour  whilst  lie  was  waiting  for  his  dinner  ?  The  irritation 
Paterfamilias  labours  under  during  these  few  minutes  is  clearly  attri- 
butable to  an  impoverished  condition  of  the  blood ;  it  is,  in  fact,  a  fleeting 
attack  of  that  temper-disease  which  Dr.  Marshall  Hall  has  proved  is  an 
abiding  condition  of  some  persons — particularly  among  the  female  iex. 
How  many  professional  men,  wearied  all  day  by  press  of  business,  their 
blood  poisoned  by  sitting  for  hours  in  the  dark  stagnant  air  of  city 
chambers,  will  resume  their  work  after  dinner,  and  even  prolong  it  into  the 
night?  How  many  clergymen,  ambitious  of  distinction  in  the  pulpit,  will 
exhaust  their  brain  by  the  incessant  manufacture  of  bad  sermons  ?  Happy 
the  man  who  retires  behind  his  bandanna,  and  aids  digestion  and  refreshes 
his  brain  by  the  legitimate  forty  winks.  No  man  after  middle  age,  if  he 
hopes  to  keep  his  mind  clear,  should  think  of  working  his  brain  after 
dinner,  a  season  which  should  be  given  up  to  enjoyment.  The  immediate 
result  of  post-prandial  labour  is  always  inferior  to  that  produced  by  the 
vigorous  brain  of  the  morning.  When  mental  labour  has  become  a  habit, 
however,  we  know  how  weak  are  the  words  of  warning  to  make  a  sufferer 
desist ;  and  we  are  reminded  of  the  answer  made  by  Sir  Walter  Scott  to 
his  physicians,  who,  in  his  last  illness,  foresaw  that  his  mind  would  break 
ilown  unless  he  desisted  from  brain-work.  "  As  for  bidding  me  not 
work,"  said  he,  sadly,  "  Molly  might  as  well  put  the  kettle  on  the 
fire,  and  then  say,  '  Now,  don't  boil.'  " 

It  must  not  be  supposed,  however,  that  we  wish  to  deprecate  even  severe 
mental  labour;  on  the  contrary,  a  well  organized  brain  demands  exercise, 
and  like  the  blacksmith's  arms,  flourishes  on  it.  We  believe  that  pleasurable 
productive  brain-wosk  can  be  carried  on  to  an  almost  limitless  extent 
without  injury.  A  poet  in  the  full  swing  of  his  fancy,  a  philosopher 
working  out  some  scheme  for  the  benefit  of  humanity,  refreshes  rather  than 
weakens  his  brain.  It  will  be  found  that  the  great  majority  of  those  who 
have  gained  high  honours  in  our  universities  have  also  distinguished  them- 
selves greatly  in  after-life.  It  is  the  hard,  thankless  task -work  which  tears 
and  frets  the  fine  gray  matter  of  the  cerebrum ;  it  is  the  strain  and  anxiety 


Digitized  by  Google 


FIRST  BEGINNINGS. 


435 


which  accompanies  the  working-out  of  great  momentary  transactions 
which  produces  that  silent  and  terrible  ramollissement  which  gradually  saps 
the  mind  of  the  strong  man,  and  reduces  him  to  the  condition  of  an  imbecile. 

When  we  warn  the  reader  to  take  notice  of  "  First  Beginnings,"  it 
matters  not  whether  the  symptoms  are  those  which  lead  to  the  entire 
destruction  of  the  motive  power,  and  the  obliteration  of  his  powers  of 
action,  or  whether  it  takes  the  road  to  the  mere  derangement  of  the  moral 
and  intellectual  powers — if  allowed  to  proceed  unchallenged,  they  lead  alike 
to  the  destruction  of  the  individual  as  a  free  agent.  They  are  equally  brain 
diseases,  for  the  old  idea  that  there  is  such  a  thing  as  derangement  of  mind 
without  any  lesion  of  the  instrument  of  thought,  has  long  been  exploded. 
This  idea  probably  arose  from  the  fact  that,  in  the  vast  majority  of 
the  brains  of  the  insane,  when  examined  after  death,  there  is  no  appreci- 
able signs  of  change — nay,  the  brain  has  suffered  very  severe  injuries  and 
yet  been  followed  by  no  symptom  of  mental  disturbance.  The  changes 
that  take  place,  physically,  are  of  too  delicate  a  nature  for  our  science  to 
reach  in  its  present  condition ;  but  there  seems  to  be  no  doubt,  all  abnormal 
mental  phenomena  depend  upon  some  unhealthy  condition  of  the  blood. 
Polished  steel  is  not  quicker  dimmed  by  the  slightest  breath,  than  is  the 
brain  affected  by  some  abnormal  condition  of  the  blood.  In  the  horrible 
phantoms  stimulating  the  thoughts  of  the  insane,  which  haunt  us  in  night- 
mare, we  have  a  familiar  example  of  the  manner  in  which  an  over-loaded 
stomach  will  disturb  the  mind:  in  the  ravings  of  the  insane  consequent 
upon  the  drinking  of  salt-water  in  cases  of  shipwreck;  in  the  temporary 
effect  produced  upon  the  temper  by  waiting  for  dinner;  and,  finally,  in  the 
delirium  attending  fevers  and  drinking,  we  have  other  and  equally  well- 
known  causes  of  mental  disturbance  inevitably  following  the  absorption  of 
some  poison  into  the  blood,  or  of  the  starving  it  of  its  proper  nutritive 
constituents. 

The  more  the  fact  of  the  physical  nature  of  insanity  is  acknowledged— 
the  more  it  is  recognized  as  an  ailment  which  can  be  reached  by  physical 
agents — the  greater  will  be  its  chance  of  successful  treatment.  If  a  man 
shivers  and  feels  depressed,  he  seeks  his  physician,  that  he  might  meet  the 
coming  fever  with  the  best  resources  of  his  art.  If  a  man  feels  his  brain 
disturbed — if  he  feels  the  "  first  beginnings"  of  which  his  friends  as  yet 
know  nothing — would  it  not  be  equally  wise  of  him  to  summon  the  aid  of 
medicine  before  it  is  too  late?  Insanity,  taken  in  its  earliest  stage,  is 
moro  easily  cured  than  many  diseases  which  a  man  passes  through  with- 
out any  great  fear  ;  for  instance,  -we  question  if  pneumonia  is  not  far  less 
Curable  than  simple  insanity  that  is  not  hereditary.  If  such  a  mystery 
were  not  made  of  mental  disease,  it  would  be  deprived  of  half  its  terrors 
and  of  half  its  evil  consequences  at  the  same  time. 

Whil.-t  we  should  be  keenly  alive  to  the  first  symptoms  of  a  departuro 
from  an  ordinary  state  of  mind  or  habit,  it  must  not  be  supposed  that  we 
see  a  madman  in  every  individual  who  thinks  for  himself  or  acts  in  a 
manner  different  from  his  neighbours.    We  wish  to  drag  no  garden-roller, 
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as  it  were,  over  character,  and  to  declare  that  any  person  who  goes  ont  of 
the  general  dead-level  is  to  be  suspected  of  being  what  is  popularly 
called  "  touched."  There  are  naturally  crooked  sticks  as  well  as  straight 
ones.  If,  however,  a  man  habitually  of  an  eccentric  turn  of  mind  were 
to  become  all  at  once  like  other  people,  and  remained  so,  we  should  feel 
certain  that  some  mental  mischief  was  brewing.  It  is  the  sustained  depar- 
ture from  a  normal  condition  of  mind  and  mode  of  life  which  should 
cause  a  grave  suspicion  of  impending  insanity.  When  we  find  a  modest 
man  become  boastful  and  presumptuous, — a  lover  of  truth  transmuted 
into  an  habitual  liar, — a  person  of  known  probity  condescending  to  petty 
thefts, — a  humane  individual  suddenly  turned  cruel, — and  a  cautious  man 
wild,  reckless,  and  extravagant, — then  we  may  be  sure  that  there  is  mental 
disturbance  of  a  very  grave  character.  The  reasoning  power  may  remain 
clear,  and  the  intellect  as  bright  as  ever,  and  in  the  course  of  a  long  con- 
versation friends  may  not  perceive  the  slightest  cloud  upon  the  under- 
standing. Nevertheless,  the  reader  may  be  certain  that  these  deviations  of  the 
moral  sentiments  are  the  switch-points  which  indicate  the  fact  that  the 
mind  is  leaving  the  main  line,  and  that,  if  left  to  itself,  it  will  speedily 
career  to  destruction.  It  sometimes  happens  that  such  changes  of  mind 
take  place  without  their  being  made  apparent  even  to  the  nearest  friends ; 
and  that  some  trivial  conversation  or  circumstance  having  lead  to  a  sus- 
picion of  mental  unsoundness,  upon  inquiry  it  has  been  discovered  that 
the  individual  has  already  half-ruined  himself.  Esquirel  mentions  a  case 
of  this  kind,  the  subject  of  which  was  a  merchant  of  considerable  position 
and  fortune,  whose  hidden  alienation  of  mind  was  brought  to  light  by  his 
having  purchased  at  a  high  price  some  very  inferior  pictures ;  a  dispute 
respecting  their  value  thereupon  arising  with  his  children,  he  flew  into  a 
passion  and  his  insanity  became  evident.  His  children,  alarmed  at  his  con- 
dition, looked  into  his  affairs,  when  they  were  found  to  be  utterly  in  disorder, 
and  full  of  blanks.  This  irregularity  had  existed  for  six  months,  and  had  there 
been  no  discussion  respecting  the  pictures  leading  to  the  discovery  of  the 
state  of  his  mind,  one  of  the  most  honourable  mercantile  houses  in  France 
would  have  been  seriously  compromised,  for  a  bill  of  exchange  of  a  con- 
siderable amount  had  become  due,  and  no  means  had  been  taken  to  provide 
for  its  payment. 

The  latent  seeds  of  insanity  very  often  become  known  to  the  world 
through  unusual  physical  signs.  Muscular  agitation  succeeds  to  the 
ordinary  repose  of  the  individual.  The  man  whose  manner  in  a  state 
of  health  is  grave  and  gentle,  suddenly  puts  on  a  brusqucry  which 
a«tonLshes  his  friends.  It  would  seem  as  though  he  sought  to  stifle 
his  agonizing  thoughts  by  the  exhaustion  of  his  physical  strength.  "In 
this  state,"  says  Dr.  Winslow,  "  the  patient  resembles  a  ferocious 
animal  removed  from  its  native  forest  and  confined  in  a  cage.  He 
paces  and  repaces  the  room,  night  and  day,  in  a  condition  of  extreme 
perturbation,  rarely  sitting  or  standing  in  a  state  of  repose  for  many 
consecutive  minutes.    He  suddenly  starts  from  home,  being  tormented 
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by  n  peevish,  irresistible  restlessness — a  constant,  unwearied,  never-satisfied 
desire  for  change;  walking,  unfatigued,  long  distances,  with  great  apparent 
fixed ness  of  purpose  and  accompanying  vehemence  of  gesture,  without 
having  in  view  a  sane  or  rational  object.  These  rapid  strides,  forced 
and  violent  movements,  appear  to  originate  in  an  instinctive  desire  to 

throw  off  a  morbid  accumulation  of  muscular  force  In  vain  the 

unhappy  man  struggles  to  obtain  peace  of  mind  by  yielding  to  an  irre- 
sistible and  uncontrollable  desire  to  rush  almost  unceasingly  from  place  to 
place.  Fruitless  are  his  endeavours  to  arrest  the  creation  of  the  morbid, 
gloomy  imagery,  desolating  and  bewildering  his  thoughts.  .  ,  ,  Alas  ! 
he  cannot  fly  from  himself." 

But  these  are  the  more  prominent  warnings  of  coming  trouble,  which 
cannot  well  be  overlooked.  The  symptoms  wo  wish  to  draw  attention 
to  are  those  slight  deviations  from  a  normal  condition  which  are  but 
rarely  observed  either  by  the  sufferers  themselves  or  their  friends.  One 
of  the  most  constant  and  characteristic  is  a  debilitated  power  of  attention. 
Possibly,  the  most  comprehensive  definition  of  genius  is  the  power  of 
concentrating  and  prolonging  the  attention  upon  any  one  given  subject. 
It  is  the  quality  of  the  mind  which  raises  one  man  above  another,  and  it 
is  the  parent  of  all  creations  and  of  most  discoveries;  and,  we  may  add,  it 
is  the  morbid  excess  and  indulgence  of  this  quality  which  leads  sometimes 
to  mental  disease;  hence  the  common  observation  that  genius  and  mad- 
ness are  only  divided  by  a  very  thin  partition.  The  difference,  says  Sir 
William  Hamilton,  between  an  ordinary  mind  and  the  mind  of  Newton, 
consists  principally  in  this,  that  the  one  is  capable  of  a  more  continuous  appli- 
cation than  the  other  ;  that  a  Newton  is  able,  without  fatigue,  to  connect 
inference  with  inference,  in  one  longseries  towards  a  determinate  end;  while 
the  man  of  inferior  capacity  is  soon  obliged  to  break,  or  let  fall,  the  thread 
which  he  had  begun  to  spin.  This  is,  in  fact,  what  Sir  Isaac  Newton,  with 
equal  modesty  and  shrewdness,  himself  admitted.  To  one  who  compli- 
mented him  on  his  genius,  he  replied,  that  if  he  had  made  any  discoveries 
it  was  owing  more  to  patient  attention  than  to  any  other  talent.  There  is,  how- 
ever, a  certain  morbid  attention,  when  directed  towards  supposed  ailments  of 
the  body  and  mind,  which  is  to  be  especially  deprecated.  A  man  may  so 
concentrate  his  attention  on  certain  organs  of  tho  body  as  to  produce 
disease  in  them.  The  hypochondriac,  for  instance,  never  ceases  so  dwell 
upon  the  condition  of  his  digestive  organs,  and  the  consequence  in  the  end 
is  that  he  directs  so  much  nervous  energy  to  the  spot  as  to  cause  congestion 
and  actual  disease.  We  see  no  reason  to  doubt  that  mere  disordered  func- 
tions of  the  brain  may  be  converted  by  the  same  undue  attention  into 
positive  disorganization.  Hence,  over-studiousness  on  these  points  is  to  be 
avoided.  We  have  no  fear  that  in  the  great  majority  of  cases  there  is 
any  danger  of  such  a  result ;  but  in  persons  of  a  highly  nervous  tempera- 
ment it  is  different,  and  with  them  the  very  first  step  towards  health  would 
be  to  enable  them  to  get  rid  of  themselves.  Of  a  very  different  nature 
to  this  exaltation  of  the  faculty  of  attention  is  the  exaggeration  which 
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often  takes  place  of  the  special  functions  of  sense.  The  approach  of  brain 
disease  is  ollen  heralded  by  the  most  marvellous  exaltation  of  sight, 
smell,  taste,  and  hearing.  Dr.  Elliotson,  mentions  a  patient  who,  previous 
to  an  attack  of  hemiplegia,  felt  such  an  extraordinary  acuteness  of 
hearing,  that  he  heard  the  least  sound  at  the  bottom  of  his  house. 
The  vision  was  also  exaggerated  to  that  degree  that  he  could  tell 
the  hour  by  a  watch  placed  on  a  table  at  such  a  distance  as  would 
have  precluded  his  even  distinguishing  the  hands  in  a  state  of  health. 
In  another  case,  a  gentleman,  previous  to  an  attack  of  inflammation  of 
the  brain,  remarked  to  his  son  that  he  could  hear  a  conversation  that  was 
taking  place  in  a  distant  part  of  the  house,  when  those  around  him  could 
not  even  distinguish  voices.  The  sense  of  smell  is  often  equally  increased 
in  force,  and  the  slightest  odours  are  exaggerated  into  the  most  disgusting 
smells.  In  this  condition  of  brain  the  avenues  by  which  the  outward 
world  is  brought  in  connection  with  the  inward  man  are  thrown  open  so 
widely  that  it  would  seem  as  though  the  unhappy  person  projected  his 
special  organs  of  sense  outward  until  they  absolutely  came  in  contact  with 
the  objects  or  manifestations  submitted  to  them.  A  more  distressing  con- 
dition it  would  be  difficult  to  imagine,  or  one  which  more  clearly  points 
to  an  inflammatory  condition  of  the  brain.  "  In  the  incipient  stages  of  the 
various  forms  of  cerebral  disease,"  says  Dr.  Win3low,  "  the  sensibility  is 
not  only  heightened,  impaired,  and  paralyzed,  but  it  shows  marked  evidence 
of  being  vitiated.  The  patient  complains  of  the  existence  of  pricking 
sensations  in  various  parts  of  the  body,  as  well  as  of  the  existence  of 
formication,  particularly  at  the  extremities  of  the  fingers  and  toes.  For 
some  time  previously  to  the  development  of  well-marked  symptoms  of 
cerebral  disease,  a  patient  remarked  that  everything  he  touched  was 
extremely  cold.  In  some  cases  a  gritty  body,  like  that  of  saud,  and  a 
piece  of  cloth  appeared  to  be  interposed  between  the  patient's  fingers  and 
whatever  they  came  in  contact  with.  Other  invalids  have  affirmed  that 
whatever  they  touched  felt  like  a  piece  of  velvet.  Andral  noticed  this 
phenomenon.  Six  weeks  before  a  paralytic  attack,  a  patient  complained 
of  one-half  of  the  scalp  feeling  like  a  piece  of  leather.  In  the  case  of  a 
gentleman  who  died  of  apoplexy,  there  was  for  some  time  previously  to 
his  illness  a  feeling  in  both  hands  as  if  the  skin  were  covered  with  minute 
and  irritating  particles  of  dust  or  sand.  He  repeatedly  complained  of  this 
symptom,  and  was  frequently  observed  to  wash  his  hands,  with  the  view 
of  removing  the  imaginary  annoyance.  Impoverishment  of  sensibility  in 
the  arms,  preceded  first  by  a  feeling  of  intense  cold  in  the  part,  and 
subsequently  of  numbness,  followed  this  perverted  state  of  sensation. 
In  another  case,  some  time  prior  to  a  paralytic  seizure,  the  patient  ima- 
gined that  ho  had  extraneous  particles  of  dirt  and  stones  in  his  boots,  or 
inside  his  stockings,  irritating  his  feet,  and  interfering  with  his  personal 
comfort  as  well  as  freedom  of  locomotion.  This  perverted  state  of  sensa- 
tion was  observed  for  two  months  previously  to  his  attack  of  acute 
cerebral  disorder." 
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To  those  unaccustomed  to  read  the  subtle  indications  by  which  tho  brain 
gives  its  warnings,  these  trifles  light  as  air  may  seem  to  be  of  too  trivial  a 
nature  to  warrant  the  interposition  of  medicine,  and  those  who  venture  to 
draw  attention  to  them  are  liable  to  ridicule.  On  the  occasion  of  the 
discussion  on  the  Lunacy  Amendment  Bill  not  long  since,  the  Lord  Chan- 
cellor sneeringly  remarked  the  tendency  of  medical  men  to  intrude  their 
"  theories  "  respecting  insanity  when  acting  as  witnesses  in  the  law  courts. 
In  confirmation  of  his  accusation,  he  read  from  Dr.  Bucknill  and  Tuke's 
Psychological  Medicine,  a  passage  which  spoke  of  "a  shrivelled  ear"  as 
being  symptomatic  of  a  certain  mental  condition.  "  A  bristly  and  harsh 
condition  of  the  hair,"  again  said  his  lordship,  amid  the  laughter  of  the 
House,  "  is  another  symptom,  which  may  be  obviated  by  the  application 
of  a  little  bears'  grease"— a  joke  scarcely  worthy  of  a  Grimaldi,  but 
certainly  not  of  an  individual  in  the  exalted  position  of  Lord  Chancellor 
of  England.  Now,  curiously  enough,  this  "  shrivelled  ear  "  and  "  brist- 
ling hair,"  which  their  lordships  laughed  at  so  immoderately,  is  as 
undoubted  a  sign  of  chronic  dementia,  and  as  much,  therefore,  a  fact,  as 
that  Lord  Westbury  was  at  the  time  he  read  the  extract  sitting  on  the 
woolsack  I 

The  premonitions  of  epileptic  attacks  are  but  too  well-known  to 
require  attention  at  our  hands,  and  they  are  at  the  same  time  so  varying  in 
their  character  as  to  preclude  the  reliance  upon  any  one  warning  symptom. 
"  Herein  the  patient  must  minister  to  himself."  But  the  community 
is  not  aware  that  epileptic  attacks  may  go  on  for  years  without  discovering 
themselves  either  to  the  individual  or  to  his  friends  or  medical  man.  In 
children,  especially,  attacks  sometimes  come  on  in  the  night,  and  pass 
away  without  leaving  any  sign.  Dr.  Marshall  Hall  has  done  lasting 
service  by  drawing  the  attention  of  the  public  to  this  obscure  form  of  a 
well-known  disease,  and  the  nursery  is  thus  supplied  with  a  hint  of  great 
use  to  the  rising  generation.  These  hidden  seizures,  however,  sometimes 
take  place  in  after  life ;  and  the  slightly  bitter  tongue,  often  so  slightly 
indented  that  it  is  scarcely  perceptible,  is  the  only  indication  that  a 
symptom  of  approaching  brain  disease  of  a  severe  type  has  visited  the 
individual  in  his  sleep.  Strange  as  it  may  appear,  however,  the  most 
marked  and  terrible  seizures  are  sometimes  mistaken  by  persons  suffering 
them,  for  the  visitations  of  preternatural  agents.  Dr.  Gregory,  of 
Edinburgh,  used  to  give  a  case  of  this  kind  in  his  lectures,  which  is  so 
curious  that  we  shall  here  relate  it.  One  of  his  patients  told  him  that 
he  was  in  the  habit  ot  dining  every  day  at  six,  but  that  ho  was 
phigued  with  a  visitor  at  that  hour,  who  always  greatly  distressed 
him.  Exactly  as  the  hour  struck,  the  door  opened  and  an  old  hag 
entered  with  a  frowning  countenance,  and,  with  every  demonstration  of 
spite  and  hate,  rushed  upon  him  and  struck  him  a  severe  blow  upon 
the  head,  which  caused  him  to  swoon  for  a  time  of  a  longer  or  shorter 
duration.  This  appparition,  he  asserted,  was  of  daily  occurrence. 
Dr.  Gregory,  guessing  that  somo  mental  delusion  was  at  tho  bottom  of 
vol.  v. — no.  28.  24. 
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this  singular  attack,  invited  himself  to  dinner  with  his  friend,  adding, 
"We  will  see  if  your  malignant  old  woman  will  venture  to  join  our 
company."  The  gentleman  gladly  accepted  the  proposal,  expecting,  how- 
ever, the  doctor's  ridicule  rather  than  his  sympathy.  When  the  dinner, 
however,  arrived,  the  doctor  exerted  his  powers  of  conversation,  which 
were  of  a  very  brilliant  character,  in  the  hope  of  diverting  his  friend's 
attention  from  the  thoughts  of  the  approaching  visit,  supposing  that  he  was 
Buffering  from  some  nervous  attack,  and  he  so  far  succeeded  that  the  hour 
of  six  came  almost  unnoticed,  and*  he  was  hoping  that  the  dinner  would 
pass  without  the  unwelcome  interruption.  The  clock  had  scarcely  struck, 
however,  when  the  gentleman  exclaimed  suddenly,  in  an  alarmed 
voice,  "  The  hag  comes  again  1 "  and  dropped  back  in  his  chair  in  a 
swoon,  in  the  way  he  had  described.  These  periodical  attacks  were 
clearly  traced  to  sudden  head  seizures,  which  gave  way  to  the  appropriate 
remedies. 

Wliilst  an  exaltation  of  the  faculty  of  attention  points  to  insanity, 
the  growing  deficiency  of  it  points  as  certainly  to  a  coming  imbecility, 
and  especially  of  an  impending  attack  of  softening  of  the  brain — that 
terrible  affliction  which  may  be  termed  the  stock-brokers'  disease,  so 
liable  do  the  habitues  of  Capel  Court  seem  to  its  visitations.  The  Grst 
beginnings  of  this  disease  very  often  come  upon  a  man  in  the  height  of 
his  prosperity,  and  its  approach  is  so  insidious  that,  although  he  may 
be  walking  about  and  transacting  his  business,  this  fatal  rot  may  have 
already  commenced.  As  in  the  vision  of  Mirza,  a  passenger  is  every  now 
and  then  missed  from  the  ever  ebbing  and  flowing  stream  of  life,  and  none 
but  the  physician  notes  that  he  has  dropped  through  the  pitfall  in  the 
bridge,  and  will  never  mix  in  the  busy  haunts  of  man  again. 

Dr.  Winslow,  in  a  few  graphic  touches,  thus  paints  the  onset  of  this 
sad  condition: — "In  the  incipient  stage  of  cerebral  softening,  as  well  as 
in  those  organic  disintegrations  of  the  delicate  nerve  vesicle  observed  in 
what  is  termed  progressive,  general,  and  cerebral  paralysis,  the  patient 
often  exhibits  a  debility  of  memory  (long  before  disease  of  the  brain  is 
suspected),  in  regard  to  the  most  ordinary  and  trifling  matters  connected 
with  the  every -day  matters  of  life.  He  forgets  his  appointments,  is  oblivious 
of  the  names  of  his  most  intimate  friends,  mislays  his  books,  loses  his 
papers,  and  is  unable  to  retain  in  his  mental  grip  for  many  consecutive 
minutes  the  name  of  the  month  or  the  day  of  the  week.  He  sits  down  to 
write  a  letter  on  some  matter  of  business,  and  the  attention  being  for  a 
moment  diverted  from  what  he  is  engaged  in,  he  immediately  loses  all 
recollection  of  his  correspondence,  and  leaves  the  letter  unfinished.  In 
this  condition  of  mind  he  will  be  heard  constantly  inquiring  for  articles 
that  he  had  carefully  put  aside  but  a  few  minutes  previously."  The 
handwriting  will  often  afford  very  conclusive  proof  of  the  failing 
mind  of  the  writer,  and  we  may  quote  a  case  of  a  gentleman  engaged  in 
business  whose  correspondence  thus  betrayed  him.  On  his  being  removed 
from  business,  it  was  discovered  that  for  some  time  previously  to  any 
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disease  of  the  brain  being  suspected,  bis  letters  were  found  to  be  full  of 
erasures,  words  mis-spelt,  and  calculations  remarkable  for  their  inaccu- 
racy. At  times,  there  was  a  recovery  for  a  period  of  a  week  or  so  from 
these  inaccuracies  which  were  altogether  foreign  to  the  nature  of  the 
gentleman  when  in  a  sound  state  of  health.  These  temporary  recoveries, 
however,  were  always  followed  by  the  blundering  we  have  noticed,  and 
he  ultimately  died  of  softening  of  the  brain. 

We  are  inclined  to  think  that  the  sign  of  cerebral  softening  most  to  be 
dreaded  is  the  want  of  power  to  fix  the  attention.  A  person  might 
suffer  from  temporary  loss  of  memory  from  very  slight  causes.  Such,  for 
instance,  as  exhaustion.  Sir  Henry  Holland,  for  instance,  in  his  Mental 
Pathology,  tells  us  that,  having  descended  two  deep  mines  in  the  Hartz  moun- 
tains, and  having  undergone  much  exertion  without  foo4,  he  found  himself 
suddenly  deprived  for  a  short  time  of  his  memory,  which  returned  again 
immediately  after  taking  food  and  wine.  A  copious  draught  of  wine  will 
often  restore  these  momentary  fits  of  loss  of  memory,  which  are  dependent 
upon  no  organic  disease,  but  arise  from  a  want  of  proper  circulation  in 
the  brain.  We  all  know,  when  we  have  forgotten  a  particular  name  or 
thing,  the  pertinacity  with  which  it  seems  to  recede  farther  from  the 
memory,  by  trying  hard  to  recal  it  to  mind — it  remains  upon  the  tip 
of  the  tongue,  but  will  not  come  forth.  These  are  familiar  examples  of 
transient  loss  of  memory,  which  only  prove  how  often  the  healthiest 
brain  is  for  a  moment  plagued  with  momentary  symptoms  of  no  account, 
which,  when  persistent,  are  the  invariuble  precursors  of  serious  brain 
disease.  There  are  certain  significant,  although  but  slightly-marked,  signs 
of  softening  which  tell  clearly  to  the  eye  of  the  practised  physician  the 
approach  of  the  disintegration  of  the  cerebral  matter.  The  trained  eye 
will  observe  a  loss  of  muscular  power;  the  patient  will  slip  on  one  side; 
the  leg  is  put  forward  with  great  premeditation ;  volition  ceases  to  act 
unconsciously  ;  and  certain  acts  are  performed  as  though  the  sufferer  were 
pulling  the  wires  of  a  doll.  The  hand  cannot  grasp  with  a  healthy  grip : 
a  slight  degree  of  facial  paralysis  will  sometimes  disturb  the  wonted 
expression  of  the  countenance,  without  even  friends  knowing  the  cause. 
A  very  slight  elevation  of  one  eyebrow,  a  drawing  aside  of  the  mouth 
a  hair's- breadth,  will  materially  alter  the  look  of  a  person ;  and  slight 
paralysis  of  this  kind  often  exists  without  any  one  suspecting  that  softening 
of  the  brain  is  impending.  This  partial  paralysis,  which  is  indicative  of 
approaching  apoplexy,  very  often  shows  itself  in  a  person's  speech.  When 
we  remember  the  number  of  muscles  which  must  co-ordinate  to  enable 
a  man  to  articulate,  it  will  be  readily  understood  that  any  loss  of  power 
in  these  delicate  muscles  must  show  itself  in  the  speech.  It  often  happens 
that  the  first  sign  will  be  a  clipping  of  the  Queen's  English  ;  the  person  ' 
will  speak  as  though  he  were  drunk  ;  indeed,  drunkenness  does  produce 
the  very  temporary  paralysis  we  allude  to. 

A  still  more  singular  sign  of  softening,  and  the  apoplexy  which  results, 
is  the  odd  way  in  which  persons  in  this  condition  will  transpoao  their 
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words.  Dr.  Beddoea  mentions  the  case  of  a  gentleman  who,  previous 
to  an  attack  of  brain  disease,  used  to  commit  laughable  blunders  of  this 
kind  ;  for  instance,  he  would  say,  "  Everybody  feels  very  languid  this  wet 
weather — I  mean  this  hot  weather ; "  or,  "  Come,  who  will  sit  down  to 
supper?  Here  is  cold  meat  and  pudding — I  mean  pie"  Undiscovered 
and  partial  paralysis  is  the  cause  sometimes  of  odd  mistakes.  Thus,  a 
gentleman  angrily  demanded  of  his  servant,  whilst  at  dinner,  why  he  had 
brought  him  a  broken  wineglass.  The  servant,  on  examining  it,  affirmed 
it  was  a  sound  one.  The  master  again  scolded  him ;  but  on  inspecting 
it  himself,  found  it  to  be  really  unbroken.  The  explanation  of  this 
circumstance  was  that  the  gentleman  had  suddenly  been  seized  with 
paralysis  of  the  nerves  of  sensation  of  one  side  of  the  lip ;  consequently, 
as  there  was  no  feeling  there  within  a  certain  circumscribed  space,  he 
naturally  concluded,  without  looking,  that  a  piece  of  glass  had  been 
broken  away.  In  other  cases,  a  person  will  declare  that  his  finger  feels 
like  a  sausage.  First  beginnings,  these,  that  should  not  be  neglected  for 
one  moment. 

The  sight,  also,  gives  warnings  that  are  equally  unmistakable  to  the 
physician  of  coming  trouble,  and  more  especially  the  dread  symptoms 
of  double  vision.  Dr.  Gregory  tells  a  curious  and  highly-instructive 
tale  of  a  sportsman  who,  when  out  shooting  one  day  with  his  gamekeeper, 
complained  of  his  bringing  out  so  many  dogs — asking  why  he  required  eight 
dogs?  The  servant  said  there  were  only  four  ;  but  his  master  persisted 
that  there  were  double  that  number.  Convinced,  however,  of  his  mistake, 
probably  by  the  touch,  he  immediately  became  aware  of  his  condition, 
mounted  his  horse,  and  rode  home ;  and  had  not  long  been  there,  before 
he  was  attacked  with  apoplexy,  and  died.  Had  this  gentleman  been 
treated  on  the  field,  when  the  warning  was  first  given,  in  all  probability 
he  would  have  been  saved. 

It  is  not  very  easy  to  distinguish  softening  of  the  brain  from  another 
malady  which  is  equally  terrible.  We  allude  to  the  general  paralysis  cf 
the  insane.  Indeed,  the  latter  disease  is  very  often  but  a  result  of  the 
other.  In  some  cases,  however,  it  is  recognized  as  a  substantive  malady. 
Dr.  Winslow  says  he  has  seen  symptoms  of  it  impending  for  many  years 
before  it  has  unmistakably  shown  itself,  or  at  least  the  altered  mental  condi- 
tion of  the  individual  has  clearly  been  seen — read  by  the  light  of  the  subsequent 
event.  "  For  a  long  period,"  he  observes,  "  before  any  mental  disorder  is 
generally  suspected,  the  ideas  arc  observed  to  be  of  an  absurd  and  extra- 
vagant character.  The  patient  talks  of  the  amount  of  money  he  has 
made,  of  the  success  of  his  commercial  speculations,  his  grand  future,  ex- 
traordinary luck,  and  of  the  bright  future  in  store  for  himself  and  family. 
He  magnifies  the  amount  of  his  daily  or  weekly  receipts,  whether  realized 
in  the  practice  of  his  profession,  in  trade,  or  commerce.  I  have  known 
this  tendency  simply  to  distort  facts,  and  look  extravagantly  at  the  bright 
side  of  things  through  an  intensely  magnified  and  highly-coloured,  because 
morbid,  medium  (when  the  actual  circumstances  of  the  party  did  not  in 
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the  slightest  degree  justify  6uch  sanguine  ideas),  to  exist  for  five  or  even 
ten  years  before  the  mind  presented  any  decided  and  recognized  symptoms 
of  alienation." 

As  the  paralysis  slowly  commences,  the  sufferer  will  be  observed  to 
tpeak  with  a  slow  and  measured  intonation,  as  if  he  selected  his  phrases 
with  the  utmost  care  ;  "  his  voice  assumes,"  says  Dr.  Winslow,  "  a  thick, 
husky  sound,  as  though  it  were  veiled  or  clouded."  Sometimes,  indeed,  the 
lips  open  and  shut  as  if  trying  to  speak  without  the  ability  to  do  so  ; 
assuming  the  action  of  the  lips  in  smoking  a  pipe.  Hence  the  French 
designate  it  le  malade  fume  la  pipe.  The  aspect  of  the  face  also  becomes 
changed,  the  mouth  opens  and  shuts  in  one  piece,  as  Dr.  Skae  ob- 
serve?, without  any  play  of  the  lips  indicative  of  the  sentiments  or  pas- 
sions. From  this  point  the  whole  powers  of  the  man,  physical  and 
mental,  seem  gradually  to  fade  away— every  power  of  life  is,  by  the 
gentlest  possible  gradation,  lost;  even  those  reflex  actions  which  preside, 
as  it  were,  over  so  many  functions  of  the  body,  die ;  and  it  often  happens 
that  a  patient  is  suddenly  choked  by  the  passage  of  food  down  the  wind- 
pipe instead  of  the  gullet — the  epiglottis,  that  sensitive  lid  which,  in  a 
rtnte  of  health,  so  jealously  closes  and  guards  the  air  passage,  being  para- 
lyzed, and  standing  open,  as  if  it  were  to  invite  the  dissolution  of  the  body, 
thus  reduced  to  a  living  death. 

The  injurious  effects  of  blows  upon  the  head  are  not  sufficiently 
considered,  for  the  reason,  that  in  many  cases  they  do  not  show  them- 
selves for  years.  Where  any  serious  concussions  of  this  kind  have 
taken  place,  the  individual  suffering  them  should  always  beware  of  the 
fiist  signs  of  distress  in  the  brain.  "  I  am  satisfied,"  says  Dr.  Winslow, 
"  that  the  importance  of  this  subject  cannot  be  exaggerated.  Repeatedly 
have  I  had  cases  of  epilepsy  bidding  defiance  to  all  treatment;  tumours, 
abscesses,  cancer,  softening  of  the  brain,  as  well  as  insanity  in  its 
more  formidable  types,  under  my  care,  whose  origin  could  unquestionably 
be  traced  back  for  varying  periods  of  one,  two,  five,  eight,  ten,  fifteen,  and 
even  twenty  years,  to  damage  done  to  the  delicate  structure  of  the  brain  by 
injuries  inflicted  on  the  head.  Numberless  cases  are  on  record  in  which 
a  fatal  termination  has  ensued  from  a  blow  in  the  head  received  years 
previously.  A  sailor  fell  from  the  mainyard  of  a  ship  upon  deck,  and  was 
removed  below  in  a  state  of  unconsciousness.  He  speedily  recovered  his 
senses,  however,  and  in  a  fortnight  resumed  his  work.  No  bad  symptoms 
occurred  for  four  years,  after  which  he  was  occasionally  attacked  with 
headache,  and  twenty- six  years  afterwards  he  became  paralytic,  in  which 
state  he  continued  for  eight  weeks,  when  he  died,  and  on  examination  it 
was  discovered  that  a  large  abscess  existed  in  his  brain.  In  another  case, 
a  boy  received  a  violent  blow  on  the  head  from  a  cricket-bat,  from  which 
he  did  not  suffer  any  inconvenience  for  ton  or  eleven  years,  when  he 
became  liable  to  attacks  of  headache  of  a  severe  nature;  epileptic  attacks 
followed,  and  he  ultimately  died,  when  an  encysted  abscess,  of  the  size  of 
an  egg,  was  found  in  tho  cerebrum ;  whilst  afterclaps  of  this  kind  may 
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always  be  looked  for  when  any  serious  injury  to  the  head  has  arisen  from 
blows  or  other  causes,  it  does  not  always  follow  that  the  presence  of 
abscess,  even  in  the  substance  of  the  brain,  is  accompanied  by  any  serious 
symptoms.  Dr.  Wollnston,  who  lived  to  a  good  age,  did  his  philosophical 
brain-work  with  a  tumour  in  his  cerebrum,  which  must,  from  its  size  and 
nature,  have  existed  there  many  years  before  his  death ;  and  the  most 
serious  injuries  to  the  convolutions  of  the  brain  have  been  received 
without  causing  much  mental  disturbance  to  the  individual.  These  are, 
however,  rare  cases,  much  cherished  in  the  records  of  brain  disease, 
rather  as  curiosities  than  as  tending  to  serve  any  practical  scientific 
purpose;  and,  as  a  general  rule,  it  must  be  considered  that  no  lesion  of  the 
cerebrum  can  take  placo  without  its  showing  itself  outwardly  in  the  most 
unmistakable  manner. 

If  there  is  any  terror  in  the  pictures  we  have  painted,  let  it  not  be 
supposed  that  our  object  has  been  gratuitously  to  conjure  up  revolting 
images  for  the  mere  sake  of  playing  upon  the  feelings  of  the  reader.  If 
the  first  beginnings  of  brain  disease  were  generally  known  and  acted  upon, 
the  examples  we  have  quoted  of  the  deplorable  condition  to  which  human 
life  is  sometimes  reduced  by  its  unchecked  progress,  would  be  greatly 
diminished. 

The  slightest  settlement  in  a  wall  is  watched  day  by  day  by  the 
architect  with  the  greatest  anxiety  and  solicitude,  nnd  every  precaution  is 
taken  to  strengthen  the  weak  place,  and  to  relieve  it  of  all  unnecessary 
weight;  and  many  a  stately  building  has  thus  been  preserved  for  ages, 
through  the  timely  substitution  of  a  few  sound  for  unsound  stones.  Oh  1 
that  we  watched  with  half  the  care  the  delicate  human  brain,  source  of 
mental  thought,  as  we  do  this  senseless  wall — that  we  took  note  of  the  faint 
rents  and  sinkings  of  the  organ  of  the  mind,  with  as  much  anxiety  as  we 
watch  perishable  stone  ;  many  a  noble  understanding  would  then  be  pre- 
served to  us,  that  otherwise  becomes  torn  and  shattered,  hopelessly  bcycud 
the  restorative  powers  of  man. 
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©n  (Siwinig  ©11 

I  am  growing  old— 

I  do  not  mean  that  I  am  bed-ridden  or  chair-ridden  ;  that  I  am  blind, 
or  lame,  or  deaf.  I  read  without  spectacles,  and  I  walk  my  four  miles 
under  the  hour  without  fatigue.  But  for  all  that,  there  are  many  things 
which  say  that  age  is  creeping  upon  me.  I  have  left  off  pulling  the  grey 
hairs  out  of  my  whiskers.  I  am  glad  when  any  one  helps  me  on  with  my 
great  coat.  I  go  to  sleep  at  the  Play.  I  have  had  a  sharp  touch  of  gout ; 
and  I  saw  myself  described,  the  other  day,  in  print,  not  unkindly,  as  a 
"  literary  veteran."  So  I  suppose  that  I  am  a  veteran,  and  I  have  been 
just  thinking  how  I  like  it. 

According  to  all  received  opinions,  I  ought  not  to  like  it  at  all.  I 
ought  to  feel  very  sad  and  serious  over  my  lost  youth.  It  is  certain  that 
it  will  never  come  back  again.  Once  gone,  it  is  gone  for  ever.  I  know 
that; 

"Nothing  can  bring  bnck  the  hour 
Of  glory  to  the  grass,  of  splendour  to  the  flower." 

The  verdant,  grassy,  flowery  state  has  lapsed  into  the  great  limbo  of  the 
Past.  It  has  become  a  reminiscence.  Am  I  therefore  to  bewail  it ;  or  is 
it  wiser  to  accept  the  situation  ?  Accept  it !  ay,  and  more  than  that — 
accept  and  be  grateful  for  it,  throwing  up  my  magnificats  in  full  faith 
that  if  the  glory  and  the  splendour  have  departed,  new  glories  and  new 
splendours  have  taken  their  place. 

It  is  a  very  pleasant  thought  that  Life  is  made  up  of  compensations. 
All  Nature  teaches  this  one  grand  lesson.  There  is  seed-time,  and  there 
is  summer.  There  is  harvest,  and  there  is  winter.  When  autumn  comes 
upon  us — when  the  roses  have  long  since  gone,  and  the  leaves  on  the  trees 
are  sere  and  yellow — are  we  to  regret  that  it  is  no  longer  summer  and 
that  the  greenery  has  departed  ?  Have  not  the  rich  tints  of  the  autumnal 
foliage  peculiar  beauties  of  their  own  ?  As  time  takes  away,  so  it  gives  ; 
as  it  empties,  so  it  replenishes.  There  is  a  process  of  restoration  and 
compensation  ever  at  work  in  the  physical  world ;  and  is  it  not  so  also 
in  the  moral  7  You  have  lost  a  parent,  but  you  have  gained  a  child.  Do 
you  not  see  revived  in  your  daughter  the  calm,  clear  brow,  and  the  sweet, 
mild  eyes  of  your  mother,  as  you  last  saw  her,  when  a  little  child  ?  You 
must  not  expect  to  enjoy  at  the  same  time  the  beatitudes  of  the  Past  and 
of  the  Present.  But  I  am  afraid  that  there  are  some  whose  nature  it  is 
rather  to  deplore  what  they  have  lost,  than  to  rejoice  in  what  they  have 
gained.  They  say  that  "  the  beautiful  has  vanished,  and  returns  not ; " 
instead  of  believing  in  the  great  truth  that  it  is  continually  recreating 
and  renewing  itself. 
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And  after  all,  what  is  it  that  we  lose  by  growing  old.    Is  it  much 

more  than  tho  fruit  loses  when  it  ripens  ?    We  lose  our  greenness — our 

rawness — our  crudeness — and  surely  maturity  is  bettor  than  these.  But 

maturity,  it  is  said,  is  the  forerunner  of  decay.     Well,  O  Wiseman ! 

what  then  ?    It  was  one  wiser  than  thou,  albeit  a  heathen  teacher,  who 

said,  in  venerable  Sanskrit — 

"Weep  not !   Life  the  lured  mure  ii=,  holding  us  a  little  space; 
Death,  the  mother,  who  docs  take  us  back  into  our  proper  place." 

This  from  the  Book  of  Good  Counsels,  O  Wiseman ! — known  to  Orien- 
talists as  the  Ilitopadesa — written  centuries  before  we  had  even  the  glimmer 
of  a  literature  of  our  own.  But  let  us  look  at  the  matter  less  seriously, 
thinking,  first  of  all,  what  maturity  replaces.  We  all  know  how  fond  arc 
the  poets  and  romancers  of  discoursing  upon  the  joyousness,  the  insouciance 
of  youth;  but  we  hear  little  of  its  embarrassments,  its  anxieties,  its  morti- 
fications. If  there  be  one  faith  more  blindly  accepted  than  all  others  by 
the  world,  it  is  that  freedom  from  care  and  trouble  are  the  blissful  immu- 
nities of  childhood  and  early  youth ;  that  these  burdens  increase  in  volume 
and  press  more  heavily  upon  us  as  we  advance  in  years,  and  are  only 
grievous  in  the  maturity  and  the  decay  of  our  lives.  If  children  were  to 
write  essays  and  truthfully  to  record  their  experiences,  I  have  very  little 
doubt  as  to  what  they  would  say  upon  this  subject.  And  I  believe,  too, 
that  the  testimony  of  very  many  grown-up  men,  looking  back  through  a 
vista  of  thirty  or  forty  years,  would  be  very  conclusive  against  the  care- 
lessness and  light-heartcdness  of  childhood.  In  the  ordinary  commerce  of 
adult  life,  there  is  probably  nothing  half  so  distressing  as  the  night-fears 
of  the  young — the  horrible  dread  of  solitude  and  darkness,  which  crushes 
the  childish  heart.  There  are  some  sensitive  and  excitable  children  whose 
lives  are  embittered  by  these  vague  apprehensions  of  night  dangers,  of 
which  ghosts  and  thieves  are  the  most  tremendous,  for  all  the  latter  part 
of  each  day  is  overclouded  by  the  dreadful  shadow  of  approaching  bed- 
time. A  great  deal  might  be  said — and,  indeed,  a  great  deal  has  been 
said,  in  divers  places,  very  much  to  the  point — about  want  of  care  in 
nurses,  and  want  of  judgment  in  parents,  but  I  am  not  writing  to  expose 
omissions  or  to  suggest  remedies,  but  simply  to  state  facts — and  the 
nursery  horrors  of  which  I  speak  are  very  grave  facts — grave  even  in 
the  retrospect ;  and  yet  we  talk  about  the  cloudless  happiness  of  child- 
hood as  though  children  never  knew  a  care. 

And  has  schoolboy-life  no  cares,  no  anxieties,  no  terrors  ?  There  is  the 
big  bully,  or  the  truculent  usher,  or  the  fellow  you  ought  to  fight  and  yet 
can't  quite  bring  yourself  to  do  it ;  the  debt  to  the  itinerant  pastrycook 
of  which  he  reminds  you  with  an  indelicacy  of  which  in  after  life  your 
tailor  is  quite  incapable ;  the  prize  worked  for,  toiled  for,  with  vast  brain- 
sweat,  and  mighty  sacrifice  of  self,  grand  heroic  surrender  even  of  the 
pleasures  and  privileges  of  fine  weather  and  the  cricket-season,  and  yet 
not  gained  after  all.  And  even  that  cricket-season,  has  it  not  its  own 
peculiar  crop  of  bitterness  ?    A  bad  innings  sends  many  a  fellow  unhappy 
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to  bed.  On  grand  occasions,  such  as  that  half-yearly  "  match  with  the 
town,"  a  disaster  of  this  kind  is  pure  wretchedness  for  a  fortnight; 
ay,  and  for  longer,  if  the  holidays  do  not  charitably  intervene.  I  doubt 
whether  the  fates  have  anything  half  so  bitter  as  this  in  store  for  our 
later  days.  To  be  booked,  by  the  general  voice  of  the  school,  as  good 
at  least  for  thirty  runs,  and  to  go  out,  branded,  disgraced,  with  that 
terrible  round  O  to  your  name.  The  dreadful  feeling  of  descent  and 
humiliation  ;  the  knowledge  that  you  have  disappointed  your  friends,  and 
given  a  triumph  to  your  enemies ;  the  self-reproach,  the  self-contempt, 
with  which  you  are  burdened,  as  though  you  had  really  been  only  an 
impostor  :  they  are  truly  such  tremendous  inflictions  that  the  wonder  is 
that  you  make  your  crest-fallen  way  to  the  tent,  and  do  not  utterly  perish 
before  the  next  boy  has  taken  your  place.  Talk  of  the  elasticity  of  youth, 
how  soon  does  the  schoolboy  recover  from  that  round  O  ?  IIow  soon 
docs  he  regain  his  serenity  of  mind  after  missing  that  catch  at  cover-point 
which  would  have  extinguished  the  Town's  best  man,  and  turned  the  tido 
of  victory  in  favour  of  the  School.  Talk  of  the  generosity  of  youth  1 
In  the  agony  of  his  own  humiliation,  what  boy  so  generous  as  to  desire 
his  successor  at  the  wicket  to  attach  a  large  score  to  his  name  ?  Does  not 
his  heart  warm  to  the  fellow  who  surrenders  like  himself  to  the  first  ball  t 
Well,  as  we  grow  older,  we  doubtless  have  our  failures,  our  distrcssesi 
our  envies,  and  our  jealousies ;  and  I  am  not  now  saying  that  in  adult 
life  wo  may  be  bowled  out  first  ball  with  perfect  composure.  Spoken 
literally,  it  would  not  be  to  the  point ;  metaphorically,  it  might  not  bo 
true.  All  I  mean  to  say  is  that  there  are  few  keener  mortifications — few 
so  difficult  to  bear — as  those  which  beset  us  in  early  life,  and  that  this 
kind  of  juvenile  bankruptcy  preys  upon  the  spirits  and  really  wears  the 
heart  with  an  attrition  as  great  as  that  which  far  greater  failures  subject 
us  to  in  after  life.  It  is  very  well  to  say,  "  What  does  it  matter — a  boy 
may  be  a  very  good  boy,  and  yet  may  fail  to  defend  his  wicket,  and  may 
add  nothing  to  the  score  ?  "  But  is  his  reputation  no  matter  ?  Is  it  nothing 
that  the  hero-worship,  which  once  attended  him,  has  gone  down  with  his 
stumps  ?  In  schoolboy  life  there  are  no  sets-off  and  compensations  as 
there  are  in  after  years,  and  there  is  no  philosophy  to  make  the  most  of 
them  if  there  were.  A  hundred — perhaps,  five  hundred — young  hearts 
have  suddenly  cooled  towards  their  idol,  and  come,  in  a  moment,  to  regard 
it  as  an  empty  and  pretentious  sham. 

But  of  all  the  different  seasons  of  life,  I  believe  that  which  is  most 
laden  with  its  own  peculiar  distresses  is  the  season  of  incipient  manhood. 
The  sensitiveness  of  hobblcdehoyism  is  very  afflicting.  I  have  heard  it 
said  that  all  this  has  passed  away — that  times  are  changed,  that  youth  is 
changed  with  them,  and  that  the  rising  generation  are  distinguished  by  an 
amount  of  cool  assurance  to  which  a  quarter  of  a  century  ago  striplinghood 
was  utterly  a  stranger.  I  do  not  undertake  to  settle  this  point.  Possibly, 
it  may  be  so.  Possibly  the  cool  assurance  of  which  we  hear  so  much  is 
but  the  outward  cloak  of  that  real  want  of  self-relianco — of  that  nervous 
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uncertainty,  which  ia  the  normal  state  of  those  who  have  not  yet  secured 
their  position.  The  very  bluster  of  youth  has  something  of  timidity  in 
it.  I  know,  at  least,  it  had  in  my  time,  a  quarter  of  a  century  ago. 
What  agonies  I  endured  in  that  state  of  existence.  What  fearAil  turmoils 
of  the  mind  there  were,  what  fears,  what  fightings,  on  that  terrible  bridge 
which  unites  the  opposite  banks  of  boyhood  and  manhood — when,  to  speak 
without  a  metaphor,  you  do  not  like  to  be  thought  a  boy,  whilst  others  are 
scarcely  minded  to  treat  you  as  a  man.  There  are  some  who  may  laugh 
at  this.  I  vow  that  there  is  nothing  to  me  laughable  in  the  recollection. 
The  sufferings  of  hobblcdehoyism  have  been  set  forth  with  pathetic  humour, 
in  the  persons  of  David  Copperfield  and  Pip  of  the  Great  Expectations, 
with  a  fidelity  which  vividly  recalls  my  own  miserable  experiences  on  the 
bridge.  In  those  days,  with  an  insane  ambition,  one  went  in  for  every- 
thing. If  one  could  have  limited  one's  aspirations,  it  would  have  been 
comparatively  a  light  matter  to  be  dragged  up  into  manhood.  But  with 
the  unlimited  assumptions  of  youth,  what  roughnesses  have  to  be  encoun- 
tered. You  wish  to  be  accounted  handsome,  well-dressed,  well-mannered, 
well-informed,  active,  brave,  clever,  a  fellow  who  fears  nothing,  who  can 
do  anything,  and  who  knows  everything  in  the  world.  In  after  life,  you 
know  that  pretentiousness  of  this  kind  has  its  own  death-warrant 
written  on  its  forehead.  But  very  young  men  never  acknowledge 
ignorance  or  incapacity.  Their  struggles  to  maintain  a  character  for  man- 
hood are  painful  in  the  extreme.  They  do  not  know  that  the  manliest 
thing  of  all  is  to  keep  quiet.  It  is  their  misfortune  to  be  restless  and 
uneasy.  The  fact  is,  that  the  world  being  all  new  and  strange  to  them, 
they  cannot  help  thinking  that  they  are  new  and  strange  in  the  eyes  of  the 
world,  and  that  therefore  the  world  is  continually  looking  at  them  instead  of 
treating  them  with  the  most  sovereign  indifference  and  cold-blooded 
unconcern.  That  pimple  on  your  chin,  Juvenis,  has  made  you  unhappy 
for  a  week.  You  have  looked  at  it  every  morning  on  first  getting  up. 
I  will  not  say  what  you  have  done  to  diminish  its  size  and  its  rubicundity, 
only  increasing  the  evil  by  every  new  effort  to  remove  it ;  and  yet  no  one 
has  observed  that  pimple  on  your  chin — no  one  certainly  has  given  a 
thought  to  it.  And  that  untoward  splash  on  your  white  neck-cloth, 
dinner-bound,  which  makes  you  vow  never  to  travel  en  costume,  in  Han- 
some  again — who  sees  the  spot,  and  who  would  concern  themselves  about 
it  if  they  did?  Not  men  who  have  got  dinners  to  eat,  or  girls  to  flirt 
with,  or  anecdotes  to  ventilate  with  effect.  Take  it  as  a  rule,  O  Juvenis, 
that  we  are  all  of  us  thinking  about  ourselves  a  great  deal  too  much  to  think 
about  you.  You  talk :  you  wish  to  display  your  knowledge,  and  you  make 
a  slip.  You  find  it  out  yourself,  and  you  are  unhappy.  You  have  an 
uneasy  conception  of  the  blunder  almost  as  soon  as  you  have  made  it ;  you 
are  out  in  your  geography,  or  your  history,  or  you  have  given  a  wrong 
date ;  you  consult  a  score  of  volumes  when  you  get  home,  find  that  you 
really  have  blundered,  and  are  miserable  for  a  week  under  the  impression 
that  you  have  irremediably  damaged  your  reputation,  and  henceforth  will 
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be  accounted  an  ass.  Ton  have  found  yourself  out,  my  friend ;  but  take 
my  word  for  it,  no  one  else  has  found  you  out ;  no  one  has  discovered  your 
blunder  or  given  you  and  your  talk  a  second  thought  But  we  are  not 
easily  taught  that  however  much  we  may  think  about  ourselves,  other 
people  think  very  little  about  us  ;  and  that  in  most  cases  we  make  no  more 
impression  on  society  than  a  snow-flake  on  a  tablet  of  stone. 

This  continual  struggle  about  what  others  will  think  of  you,  this  inces- 
sant inquietude  concerning  trifles  is,  I  repeat,  one  of  the  main  unhappinesses 
peculiar  to  youth.  We  gain  our  experience,  even  in  the  smallest  matters, 
after  much  perturbation  of  spirit— much  sore  and  grievous  travail.  I 
remember  that  when  I  first  began  to  pay  visits  by  myself,  just  after  leaving 
school,  I  was  terribly  disquieted  by  the  agonizing  uncertainty  as  to  what  I 
ought  to  say  to  the  servant  who  opened  the  door.  The  great  question, 
concerning  which  there  were  such  inward  conflicts  throughout  the  journey, 
was  whether  I  ought  to  say,  "  Is  Mr.  Robinson  at  home  ?  "  or,  "  Is  your 
master  at  home?  "  The  only  thing  I  cared  to  know  was  which  was  the 
most  manly,  raan-about-town  form  of  question  to  be  addressed  to  the  foot- 
man or  the  parlour-maid  on  opening  the  door.  Of  course,  I  only  thought 
about  myself,  for  the  vanity  of  youth  is  egregiously  selfish.  I  know,  at 
all  events,  now,  which  is  the  form  of  question  most  pleasing  to  the  door- 
opener;  and  I  am  quite  content  with  that  knowledge.  It  may  be  inquired, 
why  should  youth  suffer  itself  to  be  made  wretched  by  such  doubts  as 
these  (and  I  have  only  cited  one  of  many  familiar  illustrations  that  might 
be  adduced),  when  it  is  so  easy,  in  any  circumstance  of  life,  to  ask  some 
one  older  and  more  experienced  than  yourself,  what  is  the  right  thing 
to  do  1  A  man  who  reasons  in  this  wise  can  never  have  been 
young.  "  Easy  1 "  Why,  it  is  in  youth  the  hardest  thing  in  the  world. 
Does  youth  ever  confess  ignorance — ever  ask  advice?  It  would  rather 
die  first  1  You  or  I  may  smile  to  see  our  boys  assume  the  veteran  air, 
and  do  things  for  the  first  time  with  an  assumption  of  experience,  as 
though  they  had  been  doing  the  same  thing  all  their  lives.  But,  if  we 
look  to  our  own  early  days,  the  feeling  will  be  rather  one  of  pity  than 
amusement,  for  we  shall  remember  how  we  ourselves  suffered  in  this 
transition  state,  when  we  wore  the  toga  virilis  with  a  jaunty  air,  as 
though  we  were  used  to  it,  and  it  was  continually  tripping  us  up. 

There  is  absolute  misery  in  pretentiousness  of  all  kinds,  and  youth  is 
infinitely  more  pretentious  than  age.  There  are  some  men,  perhaps,  who 
never  outlive  their  vanity  ;  but,  as  a  general  rule,  it  may  be  maintained 
that  the  longer  we  live  the  less  we  care  what  others  think  of  us,  and  the 
less  we  strive  after  effect.  I  do  not  mean  to  say  that  in  these  strivings  of 
youth  there  may  not  be  something  good  and  noble— "strivings,  because  our 
nature  is  to  strive."  They  are  the  outward  expression  of  what  the  Bame 
poet  calls  "our  inborn,  uninstructed  impulses" — the  tentative,  experi- 
mental action  of  powers  immature  and  undecided.  A  young  man  feels 
that  he  has  something  in  him,  and,  not  knowing  in  what  form  Providence 
designs  that  it  shall  come  forth,  he  is  continually  making  outlets  for  it, 
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fir?t  in  oue  direction,  then  in  another,  as  though  tho  whole  circle  of  human 
knowledge  were  not  too  vast  for  his  intellectual  exploration.  We  are 
often,  therefore,  astounded  by  the  audacity  of  youth ;  but  we  ought  not 
to  be  offended  by  it.  It  is  sure  to  bring  its  own  punishment.  To  sow  in 
vanity  is  to  reap  in  mortification.  We  learn,  in  time,  how  little  we  can 
ever  know,  and  how  ridiculous  we  make  ourselves  by  pretending  to  know 
everything.  When  a  man  has  learnt  to  say,  "  I  am  as  ignorant  as  a 
child  on  this  or  that  subject ; "  or,  u  as  powerless  as  a  baby  to  do  this 
or  that  thing,"  he  has  mastered  one  of  the  great  difficulties  of  life;  he 
has  entered  upon  a  new  stage  of  his  career.  If,  however,  he  says  it 
boastingly,  scornfully,  he  is  a  greater  fool  than  if  he  pretended  to  know, 
and  to  be  able  to  do,  everything.  To  affect  to  consider  the  knowledge 
or  the  power,  which  we  have  not  attained,  not  worth  possessing  is  simply 
to  write  oneself  an  ass.  There  is  no  need,  on  the  other  hand,  of  any 
great  parade  of  humility.  You  are  a  man.  Be  thankful  for  it.  It  is 
no  humiliation  that  you  are  not  a  god.  If  your  neighbour  knows 
what  you  do  not  know,  and  can  do  what  you  cannot  do,  the  chances 
are  that  you  know  and  can  do  some  things  which  are  out  of  the  circle 
of  his  potentiality.  You  do  not  know  one  star  from  the  other,  but 
you  can  put  the  Sakoontala  into  Greek  verse.  You  do  not  know  the 
principle  of  the  diving-bell,  but  you  could  fortify  a  city  in  accordance 
with  the  system  of  Cormantagne.  You  cannot  ride  across  country 
to  hounds,  but  you  can  take  a  round  or  two  with  the  gloves  with 
Jem  Mace,  and  not  have  a  worse  appetite  for  your  dinner.  Be  content, 
then;  turn  what  you  know  and  what  you  can  do  to  the  best  possible 
account ;  and  be  neither  elated  because  you  know  so  much,  nor  depressed 
because  you  know  so  little. 

If  contentment  of  this  kind  contributes,  as  I  believe  it  very  greatly 
does,  to  our  happiness,  Age  has  a  vast  advantage  over  Youth.  The  great 
lesson  of  life,  the  one  of  all  others  best  worth  learning,  is  that  which 
teaches  us  thoroughly  to  appreciate  the  fact  of  the  little  that  we  know. 
This  is  a  lesson  which  no  young  person  has  ever  yet  learnt.  There  is  no 
royal  road  to  it.  We  come  upon  it,  after  a  long  journey  and  after  sore 
travail,  foot-sore,  sunburnt,  wind-stained,  and  bramble- torn.  There  is 
infinite  satisfaction  in  it,  when  we  acquire  it  at  last.  I  came  upon  the 
great  fact  the  other  day,  so  quaintly  and  pleasantly  put,  that  it  made  me 
happy  for  some  time,  almost  beyond  precedent — "  Man  is  necessarily  so 
much  of  a  fool,  that  it  would  be  a  species  of  folly  not  to  be  a  fool"  It  is 
Philosopher  Pascal  who  writes  this.  As  soon  as  ever  you  have  made  up 
your  mind  that  you  are  a  fool,  and  that  it  is  altogether  out  of  nature  not 
to  be  a  fool,  a  measureless  calm  descends  upon  you.  The  conviction, 
however,  that,  at  the  best,  you  are  a  very  poor  creature,  need  not  prevent 
you  from  diligently  striving  to  make  yourself  less  poor.  There  are 
degrees  of  folly — different  kinds  of  fools  ;  and  though  the  greatest  of  all 
Ls  he  who  thinketh  himself  wise,  not  far  behind  him  is  he  who  does  not 
strive  to  make  himself  as  wise  as  he  can.    All  knowledge  is  oi  high 
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worth,  let  a  man  but  know  it  well.  A  "  smattering  "  of  this  or  that  is  not 
to  be  despised.  "  A  little  learning,"  say,  for  example,  of  surgery,  may  be  the, 
very  reverse  of"  dangerous."  The  principle  of  the  tourniquet,  applied  in 
the  improvised  shape  of  a  pocket-handkerchief,  lias  ere  now  saved  a  man 
from  bleeding  to  death.  But  I  believe  wc  arc  of  most  use  to  our  fellowB 
by  applying  our  little  intellect  to  the  mastery  of  some  one  subject.  The 
word  mastery  must  be  understood  only  in  a  limited  sense;  for  true  it  is, 
as  Pascal  justly  philosophizes,  that  no  man  can  know  all  that  is  to  be 
known  about  any  one  subject,  let  him  give  his  whole  life  to  the  study. 

But  still  he  may,  as  I  have  said,  know  quite  enough  of  his  one  subject 
to  make  him  very  useful  to  his  fellows,  whilst  it  is  the  veriest  accident  if 
any  one  of  his  numerous  smatterings  is  turned  to  profitable  account.  If 
a  man  devotes  his  life  to  the  study  of  pin-making,  and  makes  better  pins 
than  all  the  rest  of  the  world,  he  by  no  means  lives  an  unprofitable 
life.  A  pin  is  a  very  small  thing.  It  is,  indeed,  a  symbol  of  worthlcss- 
ness.  A  "pin's  fee"  is  held  to  be  next  to  nothing.  But  civilized 
Humanity  cannot  do  without  pins  ;  and  the  inventor  of  a  new  pin — say, 
for  example,  a  pin  that  will  fasten  without  pricking  or  scratching — would 
be  fairly  entitled  to  take  rank  among  the  benefactors  of  mankind.  Any 
one  who  does  something  better  than  every  one  else  is  to  be  accounted  one 
of  the  men  of  the  age ;  whilst  your  would-be  admirable  Crichtons,  who 
squander  their  strength  on  many  vain  things,  are  condemned  to  rot  on 
Lethe's  wharf,  as  utterly  unprofitable  servants. 

But  we  must  take  care  that  this  concentration  of  ourselves  does  not 
betray  us  into  an  error  to  which,  I  am  afraid,  our  natural  egotism  is  prone. 
I  have  glanced  at  this  above,  but  it  demands  more  than  a  passing  allusion. 
We  must  take  care  that  we  do  not  come  in  time  so  to  narrow  our  sym- 
pathies, by  continually  dwelling  upon  our  pins,  as  to  believe  that  the  world 
has  nothing  else  worth  living  for — that  mankind  is  divided  into  only  two 
races  of  men,  the  makers  and  the  consumers  of  pins,  and  that  all  beyond 
the  great  material  fact  of  pindom  is  mere  surplusage  and  refuse.  Your 
calling  may  be  something  higher  than  that  of  making  pins,  or  you  may 
think  that  it  is — still,  your  egotism  is  equally  absurd.  Was  the  world 
made  only  that  you  should  take  cities,  or  discover  comets,  or  put  odds 
and  ends  of  mortality  together  as  the  framework  of  extinct  mammalia  ? 
You  may  not  quite  think  that ;  but  you  may  err  after  a  like  fashion, 
though  not  in  the  same  degree.  It  is  the  commonest  thing  for  men  to 
attach  undue  importance  to  their  own  pursuits,  and  in  like  proportion  to 
undervalue,  somewhat  scornfully  perhaps,  the  pursuits  of  others.  It  is  a 
foolish,  small-minded  thing  to  do,  and  the  meaner  the  occupation  is,  I  am 
inclined  to  think,  the  greater  the  store  that  is  set  by  it.  No  honest  occu- 
pation is  in  itself  mean ;  but  some  pursuits  are  doubtless  less  ennobling 
than  others;  and  money- making,  for  the  mere  sake  of  making  money,  is 
not,  perhaps,  the  very  highest.  Now  you  will  find  that  the  conversation 
of  men,  whose  main  object  in  life  it  is  to  make  money,  runs  continually 
upon  this  one  subject,  or  is  interlarded  with  references  to  it.   I  confess 
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that  when  I  ask  about  this  or  that  man,  I  do  not,  as  a  matter  of  course, 
^vish  to  be  told  "  what  he  is  worth" — worth  in  this  case  representing  the 
money  value  of  the  man  and  nothing  else.  When  I  was  a  younger  man 
than  I  am  now,  these  utterly  irrelevant  allusions  to  the  length  of  a  man's 
purse  put  me  sorely  out  of  temper.  But  this  was  a  mistake  upon  my 
part,  almost  as  great  as  that  which  so  much  annoyed  me.  What  right 
had  I  to  be  annoyed  ?  I  can  hear  men  talk  now-a-days  about  money- 
making  without  any  feeling  of  contempt.  When  I  ask  about  Mr.  Brown, 
or  Sir  John  Jones,  wishing  to  know  what  sort  of  neighbour  he  is,  whether 
he  is  hospitable  and  liberal,  whether  he  gives  to  the  poor,  whether  he  is 
well-read,  well-informed,  a  scholar,  and  a  gentleman,  I  confess  that  I  do 
not  much  care  to  be  told  that  he  has  12,000/.  a  year  landed  property,  or 
that  he  made  half  a  million  by  railway  contracts.  But  why  should  I  go 
fuming  and  fretting  and  blustering  to  myself  all  the  way  home,  and  vowing 
that  I  will  never  dine  with  Nummosus  again,  because  he  will  apply  the 
money  standard  to  everything,  and  talk  as  though  there  were  nothing  but 
£  9.  d.  in  the  world  ?  It  is  foolish,  I  say,  in  him  to  talk  in  this  strain- 
but  it  is  more  foolish  in  me  to  be  vexed  about  it.  Nummosus  is  an  excel- 
lent fellow — "  warm,"  too;  he  knows  what  he  is  talking  about  And  who 
am  I  that  I  should  go  gasconading  after  this  fashion  and  endeavouring  to 
persuade  myself  that  the  money  element  has  nothing  to  do  with  it  ?  If 
there  be  one  thing  which  we  are  all  sure  to  learn  by  growing  old,  it  is  that 
the  money  element  has  everything  to  do  with  it.  I  was  shocked  when  I  was 
a  young  man,  because  the  first  question  asked,  in  my  presence,  on  the 
arrival  of  news  of  a  great  fire,  was  whether  the  buildings  and  contents 
were  insured*  No  thought  of  human  life,  of  homes  made  desolate,  of 
wives  made  widows,  of  children  fatherless,  disturbed  the  hearts  of  the 
inquirers.  I  do  not  expect  now,  in  such  a  case,  to  hear  any  other  ques- 
tion. I  have  just  read,  in  Beamish's  Life  of  Immbard  Brunei,  that  when 
news  was  brought  to  him  that  his  Battersea  Sawmills  were  burnt  down, 
his  only  question  was,  "Is  anyone  hurt?"  Nummosus  will  tell  you, 
perhaps,  that  the  works  were  well  insured.  I  will  not  so  read  the  anecdote 
of  the  great  engineer — but  I  am  afraid  that  it  must  be  regarded  as  an 
exceptional  manifestation  of  humanity,  and  that  material  property,  for  the 
most  part,  enters  into  the  calculation  long  before  human  life. 

But  I  have  been  led  by  all  this  out  of  the  line  which  I  had  purposed 
to  follow.  I  desired  to  show  that  one  of  the  great  advantages  of  mature 
life  is,  that  we  cease  from  those  strivings  after  the  mastery  of  many 
things,  which  end  in  disappointment  and  mortification ;  that  we  learn  to 
measure  our  own  powers  aright ;  to  know  how  little  we  can  do ;  how 
small  the  space  we  occupy  in  the  world.  I  do  not  know  that  there  is 
any  tiling  in  the  delusions  of  youth  which  contributes  so  much  to  happi- 
ness as  this  power  of  self-measuremer.t,  and  the  calm  self-reliance  which 
it» 

"  Men  say  wo  lose 
As  we  as cend  life's  green  hill-side  much  more 
Than  wo  can  ever  gain,  and  oft  deplore 
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'Their  youth  and  their  brave  hopes  all  dead  and  gone.* 
Yet  would  I,  wcro  the  offer  made,  refuse, 
As  one  content  to  reap  what  he  has  sown, 
To  give  for  youth,  with  all  its  hopes  and  fears, 
Its  restless  yearning  after  things  unknown, 

I  cannot  say  bow  thoroughly  my  own  heart  echoes  nil  this.  When  you 
know  what  you  can  do  and  what  you  cannot  do — what  you  are  and  what 
you  are  not — the  voyage  of  life  is  comparatively  smooth  sailing.  You 
cease  to  be  disturbed  by  vain  anxieties  and  restless  discontents.  You  may 
have  failed,  or  you  may  have  succeeded ;  but,  anyhow,  be  it  success  or  be 
it  failure,  it  is  a  fait  accompli ;  you  accept  your  position,  and  you  are,  at 
all  events,  tranquil.  It  is  with  life  in  the  concrete  as  with  the  separate 
incidents  of  life.  You  may  get  rid  of  a  disturbing  impression — of  a 
painful  anxiety  with  respect  to  something  of  a  vague  and  uncertain  issue, 
by  passing  over  all  the  intermediate  lesser  stages  of  evil,  and  looking  the 
worst  possible  contingency  in  the  face.  The  inspired  writer,  in  that  grand 
old  epic  known  as  the  Book  of  Job,  wishing  to  describe  a  vision  of  the 
night  supremely  terrible  and  awe-inspiring,  makes  the  patriarch  to  say 
that  he  "  could  not  discern  the  shape  thereof."  The  spectral  horror 
culminated  in  the  indistinctness  of  the  thing.  So  is  it  in  the  ordinary 
affairs  of  life.  It  is  the  formless  and  conjectural  that  disturb  us.  Failure 
itself  is  far  better  than  the  fear  of  failure.  We  can  reconcile  ourselves  to 
it  when  it  comes.  But  the  common  lot  of  life  is  neither  to  succeed  nor 
to  fail,  but  to  hit  the  line  of  mediocrity,  half-way  between  success  and 
failure.  Whatever  it  may  be,  the  only  real  wisdom  and  the  only  real 
happiness  consists  in  reconciling  yourself  to  it,  with  boundless  faith  that 
it  is  all  right.  As  long  as  having  the  third  or  fourth  place,  you  believe 
that  you  ought  to  have  the  first  or  second,  you  are  a  wretch,  and  there  is 
no  peace  for  you.  But  men  who  have  lived  forty  or  fifty  years  in  the 
world,  have  generally  had  this  sort  of  nonsense  knocked  out  of  them. 
They  have,  for  the  most  part,  learnt  to  believe,  what  young  men  are  very 
prone  to  deny,  that  the  world  is,  on  the  whole,  tolerably  just  to  its 
inmates,  and  that  most  men  get  pretty  well  what  they  deserve.  Neglected 
merit  is,  in  reality,  a  much  rarer  thing  than  we  believe  at  the  outset  of 
life.  At  five-and- twenty,  a  man  often  thinks  that  all  the  world  is  in  a 
conspiracy  against  him.  At  five-and- forty,  he  acknowledges  that  the 
only  conspirators  have  been  his  indolence  and  his  incapacity , — or,  perhaps, 
his  presumption  and  self-conceit.  He  ceases  then  to  give  way  to  vain 
repinings,  and  humbly,  thankfully  acknowledges  that  his  slender  merits 
have  met  with  ample  reward. 

I  heard  it  said,  not  long  ago,  by  a  man  whose  opinion  I  very  much 
respect,  that  in  the  maturity  of  our  years  we  are  much  more  impres- 
sionable, much  more  easily  stabbed  and  lacerated  by  external  circum- 
stances, and  that  our  wounds  much  less  readily  heal,  than  in  the  elastic 
season  of  youth.  I  cannot  say  how  heartily  I  dissent  from  this  as  a  general 
proposition.    It  is  not  to  be  denied  that  if  a  man  of  fifty  is  fairly  knocked 
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down  on  the  road  of  life,  he  docs  not  pick  himself  up  bo  readily  as  a  man  of 
fivc-and-twenty.  But  these  knock-down  blows  are  very  rarely  delivered. 
Life  is  made  up  of  small  joys  and  small  sorrows  ;  and  the  longer  we  live, 
the  better  we  learn  not  to  disturb  ourselves  about  trifles.  A  man  who 
has  fought  the  battle  of  life-— who  has  encountered  some  stern  realities  in 
the  course  of  his  career — is  not  very  likely  to  suffer  himself  to  be  made 
wretched  by  imaginary  evils.  Above  all,  as  I  have  before  said,  he  is  not, 
as  inexperience  is,  continually  fretted  by  the  thought  of  what  others  are 
thinking  of  him.  He  is  assured  of  his  position.  He  knows  what  it  is, 
and  whence  it  is  derived,  and  he  does  not  disturb  himself  about  circum- 
stances which  do  not  really  affect  it.  And  so  with  regard  to  the  real  evils 
of  life — with  an  increase  of  years  comes  an  increase  of  faith — we  have 
somehow  or  other,  even  when  our  troubles  are  at  the  worst,  an  assured 
conviction  that  we  shall  surmount  them.  The  past  gives  us  confidence 
in  the  future.  We  have  lived  down  other  troubles,  and  shall  we  not 
live  down  these?  So  I  think  that  whilst  in  advanced  years  we  are 
much  less  prone  than  in  youth  to  disturb  ourselves  about  imaginary  evils, 
wo  have  far  more  strength  to  contend  with  real  ones,  and  far  more  faith 
to  live  them  down.  It  will  be  suggested,  perhaps,  that  over  and  above 
all  this,  there  is  the  fact  that  we  grow  care-hardened — that  the  continual 
attrition  of  trouble  renders  us  less  sensitive,  less  alive  to  its  influence. 
But  I  would  fain  take  a  higher  view  of  the  matter  than  this ;  and  believe 
that  this  larger  and  sustaining  patience  of  maturer  years  proceeds  from  an 
increased  knowledge  of  ourselves  and  an  increased  faith  in  the  goodness 
of  God. 

And  it  is  this  knowledge,  this  faith,  which  leads  us  to  cease  from  all 
vague  repinings  and  regrets.  It  is  hard  to  say  how  much  misery  men 
make  for  themselves  by  lamenting  either  that  circumstances  had  not 
worked  differently  for  their  good,  or  that  they  themselves  had  not  done 
differently.  But,  in  all  probability,  the  circumstances  which  we  deplore 
arc  just  those  which  have  most  contributed  to  our  advancement ;  and  that 
the  way  in  which  we  have  gone  about  our  work  is  the  only  one  in  which 
we  could  have  done  it  at  all.  To  take  the  illustration  that  comes  most 
readily — a  mean  and  familiar  one,  perhaps,  but  sufficiently  suggestive,— 
am  I,  when  I  have  finished  this  essay,  to  regret  that  I  did  not  write  it  in 
a  different  way — that  I  did  not  apply  myself  more  steadily  and  perse- 
veringly  to  it — never  once  turning  aside  or  suffering  myself  to  be 
distracted  from  my  work,  instead  of  getting  up  every  five  minutes,  going 
to  the  window,  strolling  into  another  room,  drawing  faces  on  the  blotting- 
paper,  reading  the  newspaper,  and  deviating  into  other  irregularities. 
Of  what  use  is  it  to  say  that  I  should  have  written  the  ernay  sooner,  and 
that  it  would  have  been  much  better  when  written,  if  I  had  done  none 
of  these  things  ?  I  have  the  profoundest  possible  conviction  that  I  could 
not  have  done  it  in  any  other  way. 

"  I  am  broken  and  trained 
To  my  old  habits.   They  aro  part  of  mc" 
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So,  too,  in  tlio  larger  concerns  of  life,  we  may  be  wire  that  our  way  of 
doing  our  work  is  a  part  of  ourselves,  that  we  could  not  have  done  other- 
wise, any  more  than  we  could  have  been  otherwise,  taller,  stronger,  or 
cleverer  than  we  are. 

And  then  as  to  repinings — vain,  idle  complaints  that  circumstances 
have  not  been  favourable  to  us;  that  if  this  or  that  thing  had  not 
Iiappcned,  how  different  it  would  have  been  1  Ay,  different  I  but  let  it  not 
be  assumed  that  to  be  different  is  to  be  better.  One  of  the  lessons  which 
wc  learn  by  growing  old  is  that  all  things  work  together,  not  for  evil,  but 
for  good.  Let  us  think  calmly  and  quietly  of  the  reverses  which  we  have 
sustained  at  different  periods  of  our  lives ;  of  the  disappointments  which 
Ave  have  encountered ;  of  accidents,  which,  at  the  time  of  their  occurrence, 
we  considered  to  be  gigantic  calamities.  How  small  they  appear  even  in 
themselves,  looking  at  them  as  we  approach  the  summit  of  the  hill  of  life. 
But  think  of  them  in  connection  with  later  events  and  with  your  present 
position,  and  the  chances  are  that  you  will  come  to  recognize  them  as 
"blessings  in  disguise."  I  heard  only  last  night  of  a  man  who  owed 
everything  to  a  heavy  blow  in  early  life.  He  wished,  when  he  married, 
to  insure  his  life,  but  the  Offices  rejected  him.  This  made  him  careful 
and  thrifty ;  and  the  end  was  that  he  died  at  the  age  of  eighty-five,  worth 
a  quarter  of  a  million.  It  will  be  often  thus.  By  some  grand  reverse  of 
fortune,  in  your  boyhood,  perhaps,  you  were  left  to  struggle  broad-breasted 
against  the  stream  of  life,  instead  of  quietly  floating  down  with  the  current : 
you  were  cast  upon  your  own  resources,  compelled  to  put  forth  your  own 
strength,  with  nothing  to  aid  you  but  your  God-given  manhood,  and  lo  I 
the  result.  Are  you  not  wiser,  greater,  perhaps  richer,  for  the  reverse 
which  in  early  youth  you  so  often  lamented  ?  I  speak  only  in  the  plain, 
6ober,  demonstrable  language  of  truth,  when  I  say  that  I  owe  everything, 
humanly  speaking,  that  makes  life  dear  to  me,  to  a  reverse  of  fortune  in 
my  boyhood.  Hard  work  has  been  my  heritage.  I  shudder  to  think 
what  I  might  have  been  if  existence  had  gone  more  smoothly  with  me — 
if  action  had  not  encountered  passion  in  the  great  battle  of  life ;  in  a 
word,  if  I  had  had  more  leisure  to  be  wicked.  It  is  n  common  case.  Our 
very  misfortunes  save  us.  It  may  seem  very  hard  at  the  time.  Some 
ono  has  got  your  heritage,  as  far  as  money  makes  heritages,  and  you 
bewail  -your  miserable  lot ;  but  there  is  one  tieritage  to  which  no  man 
can  play  the  part  of  Jacob,  and  be  even  once  a  supplanter — the  heritage 
of  your  own  strong  arm,  or  your  own  strong  brain.  To  be  "  lord  of 
yourself"  is  not  to  havo  "  a  heritage  of  woe.n  The  real  heritage  of  woe  is 
not  to  be  lord  of  yourself,  but  to  be  lorded  over  by  wealth,  by  luxury, 
or  by  pride.  If  a  man  is  really  lord  of  himself,  there  is  very  little  woe 
in  his  portion.  Almost  all  the  real  evils  of  life  come  to  us  from  a  want 
of  self-domination.  As  a  general  rule,  it  may  be  said  that  the  more  a 
man  has  to  do,  the  more  he  is  master  of  himself.  The  best  heritage, 
therefore,  that  a  man  can  have  is  Work.  He  who  laments  that  hard  fate 
has  compelled  him  to  work  is  little  better  than  ft  fool. 
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Again,  it  ia  to  be  observed  that  as  wc  grow  old,  wc  arrive  at  a  just 
conception  of  the  great  truth  that  tho  pains  and  pleasures  of  life  are 
pretty  equally  distributed  over  the  world.  We  come  to  learn  that  if  ia 
some  one  respect  Providence  has  been  more  chary  of  her  favours  to  us 
than  to  our  friends,  that  in  others  we  have  had  our  full  share,  or  more 
than  our  full  share — good  measure,  perhaps,  pressed  down  and  running 
over.  If  money  has  been  scanty,  we  have  enjoyed  a  large  measure  of 
health.  If  we  have  been  disappointed  in  our  pursuit  of  lame,  we  have 
been  compensated  by  a  rich  portion  of  love.  We  are  sure  to  find  our 
compensation  somewhere.  And  looking  at  the  lives  of  our  neighbours 
shall  we  not  perceive  that  if  they  have  escaped  some  peculiar  sufferings 
which  we  have  been  compelled  to  bear,  they  have  some  sorrows  of  their 
own  from  which  we  ourselves  are  exempt?  My  brother  has  a  better  home 
than  I  have;  he  has  more  servants  to  minister  to  him  ;  he  has  more 
money  in  the  funds; — but  my  children  are  healthier  than  his:  thanks  be 
to  God,  the  doctor  seldom  darkens  my  doors.  Why,  then,  should  I  com- 
plain? We  all  suffer — high  and  low,  man  and  brute.  I  Like  up,  aa 
I  write,  a  little  red  book  about  Garibaldi  at  Caprera — not  in  any  hope  of 
finding  a  thought  or  an  illustration  to  aid  me,  but  in  tho  indulgence  of  a 
desultory  habit  of  which  I  have  spoken  above— and  I  come  upon  a  passage 
about  the  great  liberator  and  his  cows.  The  "  cows,"  we  are  told  bj 
Colonel  Vecchi,  were  sick,  nigh  unto  death,  from  eating  a  poisonous 
herb  called  the  ferola,  and  Garibaldi  administered  to  them  lumps  of  sugar 
and  sage  precepts  at  the  same  time.  "  Poor  things,"  he  said,  "  you  also 
have  your  sufferings  :  dreadful  bodily  pains  instead  of  heartaches !  Have 
not  I  also  my  fcrola  in  the  bad  treatment  of  my  comrades  in  arms,  and  ia 
the  sufferings  of  the  people  in  Rome  and  Venetia?"  No  doubt.  We 
all  have  our  own  particular  ferola.  Wc  all  have  some  subtle  poison  or 
other  working  into  our  blood.  But  I  am  not  sure  that,  if  I  had  beco 
Garibaldi's  Bos  well,  I  should  have  told  this  story.  Real  wisdom  consists 
not  in  seeking  occasions  to  convince  ourselves,  or  to  convince  others,  that 
we  have  suffered  like  our  neighbours  of  the  human  or  of  the  brute  family; 
but  in  consoling  ourselves  with  the  reflection  that  we  have  enjoyments 
like  unto  theirs.  If  Garibaldi  had  seen  his  cows  one  day  ruminating  in 
the  sun,  and  had  apostrophized  them,  saying,  "  Happy  creatures !  joa 
have  your  delights  I  And  have  not  I  too  basked  in  the  sun  ?  .Has  it 
not  been  mine  to  chew  the  cud  of  sweet  fancies  ?  Have  I  not  ruminated 
— humbly,  but  thankfully  —  over  the  applause  of  a  free  people ;  the 
love  of  noble  natures;  the  liberty  God  has  suffered  me,  weak  instrument 
as  I  am,  to  achieve  for  a  great  and  a  grateful  nation  ?  "  Would  it  not  be 
pleasanter,  I  say,  to  look  at  this  side  of  the  stuff,  than  at  the  frayed  ends 
suggesting  that  poisonous  ferola  f  Let  us  all  think  of  the  beatitudes  that 
are  continually  hovering  above  us.    Let  us  so  believe  in  them — 

*  That  neither  cyA  tongues, 
Hash  judgments,  nor  the  sneers  of  selfish  men  j 
Nor  greetings  where  no  kindness  is ;  nor  all 


Digitized  by  Google 


ON  GROWING  OLD. 


507 


Thi  dreary  intercourse-  of  daily  life, 
Shall  e'er  prevail  against  us,  or  distuib 
Oar  settled  faith,  that  all  which  we  behold 
Is  fall  of  blessings." 

The  poet,  as  all  men  know,  writes  of  the  great  solace  of  external  nature. 
I  too  have  pondered  these  same  things,  and  on  the  same  spot.  But  it  is 
not  permitted  to  working  men,  save  in  blessed  autumnal  holidays,  to 
throw  up  praises  and  thanksgivings  skywards  from  the  dear  banks  of  the 
"sylvan  Wye."  Still,  may  not  we  carry  the  same  philosophy  into  our 
offices  and  counting-houses,  or  something  even  still  better  ?  For  I  hold 
that  even  in  this  Wordswoi  thian  passage  there  is  something  of  paradox 
and  contradiction,  arising  from  the  incompleteness  of  the  poet's  faith  in 
the  doctrine  which  he  professes.  Why,  in  a  world  so  full  of  blessings,  is 
the  intercourse  of  daily  life  to  be  accounted  dreary  ?  In  the  commonest 
things  and  in  the  most  commonplace  people,  there  is  something  to  interest, 
if  we  do  not  wilfully  close  our  eyes  against  it.  It  is  our  own  fault  if  we 
do  not  see  it.  It  is  our  own  egotism  that  blinds  us.  If  we  could  be  suc- 
cessfully couched  for  that  moral  cataract,  we  should  see  plainly  that  it  is 
not  a  dreary  desert,  but  a  cheerful  garden,  that  stretches  out  before  us,  even 
in  the  most  beaten  paths  of  unexciting  town  life.  Those  « thoroughly  unin- 
teresting," "  slow  fellows,"  whom  we  meet  every  day,  and  whom  Adolesccns 
to  despises,  have  all  their  own  little  romances;  their  hearts  throb  as  quickly 
ss  our  own ;  there  is  tenderness  of  feeling,  chivalry  of  sentiment,  beneath 
the  outer  crust ;  and  perhaps  the  most  where  you  least  look  to  find  it. 

And  through  this  fuller  recognition  of  the  deep  human  interest  that 
underlies  the  great  expanse  of  Common-place,  increase  of  years  brings  us 
increase  of  happiness.  We  enlarge  our  sympathies  as  we  grow  old ; — the 
scales  of  egotism  fall  from  our  eyes,  and  we  see  an  inner  life  of  beauty  and 
benignity  beneath  what  is  outwardly  unattractive  and  unpromising.  I 
know  nothing  in  the  blundering,  puppy-blind,  self-importance  of  youth, 
for  which  I  would  give  this  deeper  insight  into  life — this  enlarged  love  of 
humanity.  Of  course,  there  is  another  love  greater  still,  of  which  this 
human  love  is  but  a  part  ;  and  it  must  not  be  thought  that  I  ignore  it  if  I 
do  not  Bpeak  of  it  here*  If  it  does  not  grow  broader,  and  strike  deeper^ 
as  we  advance  in  life,  we  grow  old  to  very  little  purpose.  But  it  is  not 
for  me  to  write  of  these  things ; — and  my  space  is  exhausted.  I  have 
but  thrown  up  a  few  chance  thoughts — looking  at  the  subject  in  its 
worldly  aspects ;  and  even  in  that  light  there  is  far  more  to  say  of  it  than 
I  have  attempted  to  say  in  this  humble  essay*  What  I  have  said,  I  have 
at  least  said  gratefully  and  reverently ;  and  I  hope  that  it  may  bring  comfort 
and  contentment  to  the  minds  of  others,  who,  like  me,  have  just  awakened 
to  the  thought  that  they  are  Growing  Old. 
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TI1E  NOTCH  ON  THE  AXE. -A  STORY  A  LA  MODE.   Taxt  L 

7ERY  ono  remembers  ia  the  Fourth 
Book  of  the  immortal  poem  of  yenr 
Blind  Bard,  (to  whose  sightless  orbs 
no  doubt  Glorious  Shapes  were  appa- 
rent, and  Visions  Celestial,)  how  Adam 
discourses  to  Eve  of  the  Bright  Visitors 
who  hovered  round  their  Eden — 

•  Millions  of  spiritual  creatures  walk  the  eanli. 
Unseen  both  when  we  wake  and  when  wo 
sleep.' 

"  '  How  often,*  says  Father  AJan, 
'from  the  steep  of  echoing  hill  or 
thicket,  have  we  heard  celestial  voice* 
to  the  midnight  air,  sole,  or  responsive 
to  each  other's  notes,  singing  ! 1  After 
the  Act  of  Disobedience,  when  the  erring  pair  from  Eden  took  their 
solitary  way,  and  went  forth  to  toil  and  trouble  on  common  earth — thooga 
the  Glorious  Ones  no  longer  wore  visible,  you  cannot  say  they  were  gone  ? 
It  was  not  that  the  Bright  Ones  were  absent,  but  that  the  dim  eyes  of  rebel 
man  no  longer  could  see  them.  In  your  chamber  hangs  a  picture  of  one 
whom  you  never  knew,  but  whom  you  have  long  held  in  tenderest  regard, 
and  who  was  painted  for  you  by  a  friend  of  mine,  the  Knight  of  Plympton. 
She  communes  with  you.  She  smiles  on  you.  When  your  spirits  are  low, 
her  bright  eyes  shine  on  you  and  cheer  you.  Her  innocent  sweet  smile  is 
a  caress  to  you.  She  never  fails  to  soothe  you  with  her  speechless  prattle. 
You  love  her.  She  is  alive  with  you.  As  you  extinguish  your  candle  and 
turn  to  sleep,  though  your  eyes  see  her  not,  is  she  not  there  st  ill  smiling  ? 
As  you  lie  in  the  night  awake,  and  thinking  of  your  duties,  and  the  morrow's 
inevitable  toil  oppressing  the  busy,  weary,  wakeful  brain  as  with  a  remorse, 
the  crackling  fire  flashes  up  for  a  moment  in  the  grate,  and  she  is  there, 
your  little  Beauteous  Maiden,  smiling  with  her  sweet  eyes  I  When 
moon  is  down,  when  fire  is  out,  when  curtains  are  drawn,  when  lids  are 
closed,  is  she  not  there,  the  little  Beautiful  One,  though  invisible,  present 
and  smiling  still  ?  Friend,  the  Unseen  Ones  are  round  about  us.  Does 
it  not  seem  as  if  the  time  were  drawing  near  when  it  shall  be  given  to  men 
to  behold  them  ?  " 

The  print  of  which  my  friend  spoke,  and  which,  indeed,  hangs  in  my 
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room,  though  he  has  never  been  there,  is  that  charming  little  winter  piece 
of  Sir  Joshua,  representing  the  little  Lady  Caroline  Montagu,  afterwards 
Duchesss  of  Buccleuch.  She  is  represented  as  standing  in  the  midst  of  a 
winter  landscape,  wrapped  in  muff  and  cloak;  and  she  looks  out  of  her 
picture  with  a  smile  so  exquisite  that  a  Herod  could  not  see  her  without 
being  charmed. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  Pinto,"  I  said  to  the  person  with  whom  I 
was  conversing.  (I  wonder,  by  the  way,  that  I  was  not  surprised  at  his 
knowing  how  fond  I  am  of  this  print)  "  You  spoke  of  the  Knight  of 
Plympton.  Sir  Joshua  died,  1792  :  and  you  say  he  was  your  dear 
friend?" 

As  I  spoke  I  chanced  to  look  at  Mr.  Pinto  ;  and  then  it  suddenly 
struck  me :  Gracious  powers !  Perhaps  you  are  a  hundred  years  old, 
now  I  think  of  it.  You  look  more  than  a  hundred.  Yes,  you  may  be 
a  thousand  years  old  for  what  I  know.  Your  teeth  are  false.  One  eye  is 
evidently  false.  Can  I  say  that  the  other  is  not  7  If  a  man's  age  may 
be  calculated  by  the  rings  round  his  eyes,  this  man  may  be  as  old  as 
Methusaleh.  He  has  no  beard.  He  wears  a  large  curly  glossy  brown  wig, 
and  his  eyebrows  are  painted  a  deep  olive-green.  It  was  odd  to  hear  this 
man,  this  walking  mummy,  talking  sentiment,  in  these  queer  old  chambers 
in  Shepherd's  Inn. 

Pinto  passed  a  yellow  bandanna  handkerchiof  over  his  awful  white 
teeth,  and  kept  his  glass  eye  steadily  fixed  on  me.  "  Sir  Joshua's  friend  ?  " 
said  he  (you  perceive,  eluding  my  direct  question).  "  Is  not  every  one  that 
knows  his  pictures  Reynolds's  friend  ?  Suppose  I  tell  you  that  I  have 
been  in  his  painting  room  scores  of  times,  and  that  his  sister  The'  has  made 
me  tea,  and  his  sister  Tony  has  made  coffee  for  me  ?  You  will  only  say 
I  am  an  old  ombog."  (Mr.  Pinto,  I  remarked,  spoke  all  languages  with 
an  accent  equally  foreign.)  "  Suppose  I  tell  you  that  I  knew  Mr.  Sam 
Johnson,  and  did  not  like  him  ?  that  I  was  at  that  very  ball  at  Madame 
Cornelis',  which  you  have  mentioned  in  one  of  your  little — what  do  you 
call  them  ? — bah  !  my  memory  begins  to  fail  me — in  one  of  your  little 
Whirligig  Papers  ?  Suppose  I  tell  you  that  Sir  Joshua  has  been  here,  in 
this  very  room  ?  M 

"Have  you,  then,  had  these  apartments  for — more — than — seventy 
years  ?  "  I  asked. 

"  They  look  as  if  they  had  not  been  swept  for  that  time — don't  they  T 
Hey  ?  I  did  not  say  that  I  had  them  for  seventy  years,  but  that  Sir 
Joshua  has  visited  me  here." 

"  When  ?  "  I  asked,  eyeing  the  man  sternly,  for  I  began  to  think  he 
was  an  impostor. 

He  answered  me  with  a  glance  still  more  stern  :  "  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds 
was  here  this  very  morning,  with  Angelica  Kaufmann,  and  Mr.  Oliver 
Goldschmidt.  lie  is  still  very  much  attached  to  Angelica,  who  stiU  docs 
not  care  for  him.  Because  he  is  dead  (and  I  was  in  the  fourth  mourn- 
ing coach  at  his  funeral)  is  that  any  reason  why  he  should  not  come 
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back  to  earth  again  ?  My  good  sir,  you  are  laughing  at  me.  He  ha  3 
sat  many  a  time  on  that  very  chair  which  you  are  occupying.  There 
are  several  spirits  in  the  room  now,  whom  you  cannot  see.  Excuse  me.*' 
Here  he  turned  round  as  if  he  was  addressing  somebody,  and  began 
rapidly  speaking  a  language  unknown  to  me.  "  It  is  Arabic,"  he  said ; 
"  a  bad  patois,  I  own.  I  learned  it  in  Barbary,  when  I  was  a  prisoner 
amongst  the  Moors.  In  anno  1609,  biu  ick  aldus  ghekledt  gheghaen. 
Ha  1  you  doubt  me  :  look  at  me  well.    At  least  I  am  like  " 

Perhaps  some  of  my  readers  remember  a  paper  of  which  the  figure  of 
a  man  carrying  a  barrel  formed  the  initial  letter,  and  which  I  copied  from 
an  old  spoon  now  in  my  possession.  As  I  looked  at  Mr.  Pinto  I  do 
declare  he  looked  so  like  the  figure  on  that  old  piece  of  plate  that  I  started 
and  felt  very  uneasy.  "  Ha  !  "  said  he,  laughing  through  his  false  teeth 
(I  declare  they  were  false — I  could  see  utterly  toothless  gums  working  up 
and  down  behind  the  pink  coral),  "you  see  I  wore  a  beard  den;  I  am  shafed 
now  ;  perhaps  you  tink  I  am  a  spoon.  Ha,  ha  ! "  And  as  he  laughed  he 
gave  a  cough  which  I  thought  would  have  coughed  his  teeth  out,  his  glass 
eye  out,  his  wig  off,  his  very  head  off,  but  he  stopped  this  convulsion  by 
stumping  across  the  room  and  seizing  a  little  bottle  of  bright  pink  medicine, 
which,  being  opened,  spread  a  singular  acrid  aromatic  odour  through  the 
apartment;  and  I  thought  I  saw — but  of  this  I  cannot  take  an  affirmation — 
a  light  green  and  violet  flame  flickering  round  the  neck  of  the  phial  as  he 
opened  it.  By  the  way,  from  the  peculiar  stumping  noise  which  he  made 
in  crossing  the  bare-boarded  apartment,  I  knew  at  once  that  my  strange 
entertainer  had  a  wooden  leg.  Over  the  dust  which  lay  quite  thick  on 
the  boards,  you  could  see  the  mark  of  one  foot  very  neat  and  pretty,  and 
then  a  round  O,  which  was  naturally  the  impression  made  by  the  wooden 
stump.  I  own  I  had  a  queer  thrill  as  I  saw  that  mark,  and  felt  a  secret 
comfort  that  it  was  not  cloven. 

In  this  desolate  apartment  in  which  Mr.  Pinto  had  invited  me  to  see 
him,  there  were  three  chairs,  one  bottomless,  a  little  table  on  which  you 
might  put  a  breakfast-tray,  and  not  a  single  other  article  of  furniture. 
In  the  next  room,  the  door  of  which  was  open,  I  could  see  a  magnificent 
gilt  dressing-case,  with  some  splendid  diamond  and  ruby  shirt-studs 
lying  by  it,  and  a  chest  of  drawers,  and  a  cupboard  apparently  full  of 
clothes. 

Remembering  him  in  Baden  Baden  in  great  magnificence,  I  wondered 
at  his  present  denuded  state.  "You  have  a  house  elsewhere,  Mr.  Pinto  ?  " 
I  said. 

"  Many,"  says  he.  "  I  have  apartments  in  many  cities.  I  lock  dem 
up,  and  do  not  carry  mosh  logish." 

I  then  remembered  that  his  apartment  at  Baden,  where  I  first  met  him, 
was  bare,  and  had  no  bed  in  it. 

"  There  is,  then,  a  sleeping-room  beyond  ?  " 

"This  is  the  sleeping-room."  (He  pronounces  it  dis).  Can  this,  by 
the  wny,  give  any  clue  to  the  nationality  of  this  singular  man  ?) 


Digitized  by  Google 


ROUNDABOUT  PAVERS. — KO.  XX.  511 

"  If  you  sleep  on  these  two  old  chairs  you  Lave  a  rickety  couch  ;  if  on 
the  floor,  a  dusty  one." 

M  Suppose  I  sleep  up  dcre?"  said  this  strange  man,  and  he  actually 
pointed  up  to  the  ceiling.  I  thought  him  mad,  or  what  he  himself  called 
an  ombog.  "  I  know.  You  do  not  believe  me  ;  for  why  should  I  deceive 
you  ?  I  came  but  to  propose  a  matter  of  business  to  you.  I  told  you  I 
could  give  you  the  clue  to  the  mystery  of  the  Two  Children  in  Black, 
whom  we  met  at  Baden,  and  you  came  to  see  me.  If  I  told  you  you 
would  not  believe  me.  What  for  try  and  convinz  you?  Ha  hey?'1 
And  he  shook  his  hand  once,  twice,  thrice,  at  me,  and  glared  at  me  out  of 
his  eye  in  a  peculiar  way. 

Of  what  happened  now  I  protest  I  cannot  give  an  accurate  account 
It  seemed  to  me  that  there  shot  a  flame  from  his  eye  into  my  brain,  whilst 
behind  his  glass  eye  there  was  a  green  illumination  as  if  a  candle  had 
been  lit  in  it.  It  seemed  to  me  that  from  his  long  fingers  two  quivering 
flames  issued,  sputtering,  as  it  were,  which  penetrated  me,  and  forced  mo 
back  into  one  of  the  chairs — the  broken  one — out  of  which  I  had  much 
difficulty  in  scrambling,  when  the  strange  glamour  was  ended.  It  seemed 
to  me  that,  when  I  was  so  fixed,  so  transfixed  in  the  broken  chair,  the 
man  floated  up  to  the  ceiling,  crossed  his  legs,  folded  his  arms  as  if  he  was 
lying  on  a  sofa,  and  grinned  down  at  me.  When  I  came  to  myself  he 
was  down  from  the  ceiling,  and,  taking  mo  out  of  the  broken  cane- 
bottomed  chair,  kindly  enough — "  Bah  1  "  said  he,  "  it  is  the  smell  of 
my  medicine.  It  often  gives  the  vertigo.  I  thought  you  would  have  had 
a  little  fit.  Come  into  the  open  air."  And  we  went  down  the  steps,  and 
into  Shepherd's  Inn,  where  the  setting  sun  was  just  shining  on  the  statue 
of  Shepherd ;  the  laundresses  were  trapesing  about ;  the  porters  were 
leaning  against  the  railings;  and  the  clerks  were  playing  at  marbles,  to 
my  inexpressible  consolation. 

"  You  said  you  were  going  to  dine  at  the  Gray's-inn  Coffee-house," 
he  said.  I  was.  I  often  dine  there.  There  is  excellent  wine  at  the 
Gray's-inn  Coffee-house ;  but  I  declare  I  never  said  so.  I  was  not 
astonished  at  his  remark;  no  more  astonished  than  if  I  was  in  a  dream. 
Perhaps  I  was  in  a  dream.  Is  life  a  dream  ?  Are  dreams  facts  ?  Is 
sleeping  being  really  awake  ?  I  don't  know.  I  tell  you  I  am  puzzled. 
I  have  read  The  Woman  in  'White,  The  Strange  Story — not  to  mention 
that  story  stranger  than  fiction  in  the  Cornltill  Magazine  —  that  story 
for  which  three  credible  witnesses  are  ready  to  vouch.  I  have  read  that 
Article  in  The  Times  about  Mr.  Foster.  I  have  had  messages  from  the 
dead  ;  and  not  only  from  the  dead,  but  from  people  who  never  existed  at 
all.  I  own  I  am  in  a  state  of  much  bewilderment:  but,  if  you  please, 
will  proceed  with  my  simple,  my  artless  story. 

Well,  then.  We  passed  from  Shepherd's  Inn  into  Holborn,  and  looked 
for  a  while  at  Woodgate's  bric-a-brac  shop,  which  I  never  can  pass  without 
delaying  at  the  windows — indeed,  if  I  were  going  to  be  hung,  I  would 
beg  tho  cart  to  stop,  and  let  me  have  ono  look  more  at  that  delightful 
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omnium  gatherum.  And  passing  Woodgate's,  wo  come  to  Gale's  little 
shop,  No.  47,  which  is  also  a  favourite  haunt  of  mine. 

Mr.  Gale  happened  to  be  at  his  door,  and  as  we  exchanged  saluta- 
tions, "  Mr.  Pinto,"  I  said,  "  will  you  like  to  see  a  real  curiosity  in 
this  curiosity  shop  ?    Step  into  Mr.  Gale's  little  back  room." 

In  that  little  back  parlour  there  are  Chinese  gongs ;  there  are  old  Saxo 
and  Sevres  plates ;  there  is  Furstenberg,  Carl.  Theodor,  Worcester,  Amstel, 
Nankin  and  other  jiracroekery.  And  in  the  corner  what  do  you  think 
there  is  ?  There  is  an  actual  GUILLOTINE.  If  you  doubt  me,  go  and 
see — Gale,  High  Holborn,  No.  47.  It  is  a  slim  instrument,  much  slighter 
than  those  which  they  mako  now ; — some  nine  feet  high,  narrow,  a  pretty 
piece  of  upholstery  enough.  There  is  tho  hook  over  which  the  rope  used 
to  play  which  unloosened  the  dreadful  axe  above ;  and  look  !  dropped  into 
the  orifice  where  the  head  used  to  go — there  is  tiie  axe  itself,  all  rusty, 

With  A  GREAT  NOTCH  IK  THE  BLADE. 

As  Pinto  looked  at  it — Mr.  Gale  was  not  in  the  room,  I  recollect— 
happening  to  have  been  just  called  out  by  a  customer  who  offered  him 
three  pound  fourteen  and  sixpence  for  a  blue  Shepherd  in  pdte  tendre, — 
Mr.  Pinto  gave  a  little  start,  and  seemed  crispe  for  a  moment.  Then  he 
looked  steadily  towards  one  of  thoso  great  porcelain  stools  which  you  see 
in  gardens — and — it  seemed  to  me — I  tell  you  I  won't  take  my  affidavit — 
I  may  have  been  maddened  by  the  six  glasses  I  took  of  that  pink  elixir — 
I  may  have  been  sleep-walking :  perhaps  am  as  I  write  now — I  may  have 
been  under  the  influence  of  that  astounding  MEDIUM  into  whose  hands 
I  had  fallen — but  I  vow  I  heard  Pinto  say,  with  rather  a  ghastly  grin  at 
the  porcelain  stool, 

"  Nay,  nefcr  shoguc  yonr  gory  locks  at  mc, 
Don  canst  not  say  I  did  it." 

(He  pronounced  it,  by  the  way,  I  dit  it,  by  which  I  hww  that  Pinto 
was  a  German). 

I  heard  Pinto  say  those  very  words,  and  sitting  on  the  porcelain  stool 
I  saw,  dimly  at  first,  then  with  an  awful  distinctness— a  ghost— an  eidolon 
—a  form— a  headless  man  seated,  with  his  head  in  his  lap,  which  wore  an 
expression  of  piteous  surprise. 

At  this  minute,  Mr.  Gale  entered  from  the  front  shop  to  show  a  cus- 
tomer some  delf  plates ;  and  he  did  not  sec — but  we  did — the  figure  rise 
up  from  the  porcelain  stool,  shake  its  head,  which  it  held  in  its  hand,  and 
which  kept  its  eyes  fixed  sadly  on  us,  and  disappear  behind  the  guillotine. 

"  Come  to  the  Grny's-inn  Coffee-house,"  Pinto  said,  "  and  I  will  tell 
you  how  the  notch  came  to  the  axe"  And  we  walked  down  Holborn  at 
about  thirty-seven  minutes  past  six  o'clock. 

If  there  is  anything  in  the  above  statement,  which  astonishes  tho 
reader,  I  promise  him  that  in  the  next  chapter  of  this  little  story,  he  will 
be  astonished  still  more. 


Digitized  by  Google 


Digitized  by  Google 


PATERFAMILIAS. 


Digitized  by  Google 


THE 


CORNHILL  MAGAZINE. 


MAY,  1862. 


K>»- 


CUAPTER  XXXV. 

Kes  Angusta  Domi. 

■ jtf&S&t^k*—^  ^  reconcile  these  two  men  was  im- 
/  Mr   possible,  after  such  a  quarrel  as  that 

\  described  in  the  last  chapter.  The  only 

chance  of  peace  "was  to  keep  the  two 
men  apart.    If  they  met,  they  would 
fly  at  each  other.     Mugford  always 
persisted  that  he  could  have  got  the 
better  of  his  great  hulking  sub-editor, 
who  did  not  know  the  use  of  his  fists. 
In  Mugford's  youthful  time,  bruising 
was  a  fashionable  art;   and  the  old 
gentleman  still  believed  in  his  own 
skill  and  prowess.    "  Don't  tell  me," 
he  would  say;  u  though  the  fellar  is 
as  big  as  a  life-guardsman,  I  would 
have  doubled  him  up  in  two  minutes." 
I  am  very  glad,  for  poor  Charlotte's  sake  and  his  own,  that  Philip  did  not 
«*4*~«.fgo  the  doubling-up  process.    He  himself  felt  such  a  wrath  and  sur- 
prise at  his  employer  as,  I  suppose,  a  lion  docs  when  a  little  dog  attacks 
him.    I  should  not  like  to  be  that  little  dog;  nor  does  my  modest  and 
peaceful  nature  at  all  prompt  and  impel  me  to  combat  with  lions. 

It  was  mighty  well  Mr.  Philip  Firmin  had  shown  his  spirit,  and  quar- 
relled with  his  bread-and-butter;  but  when  Saturday  came,  what  phil- 
anthropist would  hand  four  sovereigns  and  four  shillings  over  to  Mr.  F.,  as 
Mr.  Burjoycc,  the  publisher  of  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette,  had  been  accustomed 
vol.  v. — no.  29.  25. 
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to  do  ?  I  will  say  for  my  friend  that  a  still  keener  remorse  tlun  thai 
which  he  felt  about  money  thrown  away  attended  him  when  he  found  that 
Mra,  Woolsey,  towards  whom  he  had  cast  a  sidelong  stone  of  persecution, 
was  a  moat  respectable  and  honourable  lady.  "  I  should  like  to  go,  iir. 
and  grovel  before  her,"  Philip  said,  in  his  energetic  way.  "  If  I  see  tha: 
tailor,  I  will  request  him  to  put  his  foot  on  my  head,  and  trample  on  me 
with  his  highlows.  Oh,  for  shame !  for  shame !  Shall  I  never  lean: 
charity  towards  my  neighbours,  and  always  go  on  believing  in  the  Le* 
which  people  tell  me  ?  When  I  meet  that  scoundrel  Trail  at  the  club,  I 
must  chastise  him.  How  dared  he  take  away  the  reputation  of  an  hone* 
woman  ? "  Philip's  friends  besought  him,  for  the  sake  of  society  and 
peace,  not  to  carry  this  quarrel  farther.  "  If,"  we  said,  "  every  woman 
whom  Trail  has  maligned  had  a  champion  who  should  box  Trail's  ears  i; 
the  club,  what  a  vulgar,  quarrelsome  place  that  club  would  become !  My 
dear  Philip,  did  you  ever  know  Mr.  Trail  say  a  good  word  of  man  or 
woman  ?  "  and  by  these  or  similar  entreaties  and  arguments,  we  succeeaVi 
in  keeping  the  Queen's  peace. 

Yes  :  but  how  find  another  Pall  Mall  Gazette  ?    Had  Philip  possesseJ 
seven  thousand  pounds  in  the  three  per  cents.,  his  income  would  have  beer, 
no  greater  than  that  which  he  drew  from  Mug  ford's  faithful  bank.    Al ! 
how  wonderful  ways  and  means  are  1    When  I  think  how  this  very  Bl*. 
this  very  word,  which  I  am  writing  represents  money,  I  am  lost  in  a 
respectful  astonishment.    A  man  takes  his  own  case,  as  he  says  bis  own 
prayers,  on  behalf  of  himself  and  his  family.    I  am  paid,  we  will  say,  for 
the  sake  of  illustration,  at  the  rate  of  sixpence  per  line.    With  the  wards 
"  Ah,  how  wonderful,"  to  the  words  "  per  line,"  I  can  buy  a  loa£  a  piece 
of  butter,  a  jug  of  milk,  a  modicum  of  tea, — actually  enough  to  mak< 
breakfast  for  the  family;  and  the  servants  of  the  house  ;  and  the  char- 
woman, their  servant,  can  shake  up  the  tea-leaves  with  *  fresh  supplv  c-f 
water,  sop  the  crusts,  and  get  a  meal,  tant  hie*  que  mat,    Wife,  children, 
guests,  servants,  charwoman,  we  are  all  actually  making  a  iaeal  off  Pkilif 
Firmin's  bones  as  it  were.    And  my  next-door  neighbour,  whom  1  I* 
spinning  away  to  chambers,  umbrella  in  liand  ?    Aud  next  door  but  cro 
the  city  man  ?    And  next  door  but  two  the  doctor  1 — I  know  the  haktf 
lias  left  loaves  at  every  one  of  their  doors  this  morning,  that  all  tlieir 
chimnies  are  smoking,  and  they  will  all  have  breakfast.    Ah,  thank  God 
for  it !    I  hope,  friend,  you  and  I  are  not  too  proud  to  ask  for  our  daily 
bread,  and  to  be  grateful  for  getting  it  ?    Mr.  Philip  had  to  work  for  his. 
in  care  and  trouble,  like  other  children  of  men  : — to  work  for  it,  and  I  hope 
to  pray  -for  it,  too.     It  is  a  thought  to  me  awful  and  beautiful,  that  of  the 
daily  prayer,  and  of  the  myriads  of  fellow-men  uttering  it,  in  care  and  in 
sickness,  in  doubt  and  in  poverty,  in  health  and  in  wealth.  Ps^ 
nostrum  da  nobis  hodie.    Philip  whispers  it  by  the  bedside  where  wile  aid 
child  lie  sleeping,  and  goes  to  his  early  labour  with  a  stouter  heart:  as  be 
creeps  to  his  rest  wfien  the  day's  labour  is  over,  and  the  quotidian  bread  is 
earned,  and  breathes  his  hushed  thanks  to  the  bountiful  Giver  of  the  meal. 


Digitized  by  Google 


ON  HIS  WAY  THROUGH  THE  WORLD. 


flKS 


615 


All  over  this  world  what  an  endless  chorus  is  singing  of  love,  and  thanks, 
and  prayer.    Day  tells  to  day  the  wondrous  story,  and  night  recounts  it 

into  night.   How  do  I  come  to  think  of  a  sunrise  which  I  saw 

near  twenty  years  ago  on  the  Nile,  when  the  river  and  sky  flushed  and 
glowed  with  the  dawning  light,  and  as  the  luminary  appeared,  the  boat- 
men knelt  on  the  rosy  deck,  and  adored  Allah  ?  So,  as  thy  sun  rises, 
friend,  over  the  humble  housetops  round  about  your  home,  shall  you  wake 
many  and  many  a  day  to  duty  and  labour.  May  the  task  have  been 
honestly  done  when  the  night  comes  ;  and  the  steward  deal  kindly  with 
the  labourer. 

So  two  of  Philip's  cables  cracked  and  gave  way  after  a  very  brief 
strain,  and  the  poor  fellow  held  by  nothing  now  but  that  wonderful 
European  Review  established  by  the  mysterious  Tregarvan.  Actors,  a 
people  of  superstitions  and  traditions,  opine  that  heaven,  in  some  myste- 
rious way,  makes  managers  for  their  benefit.  In  like  manner,  Review 
proprietors  are  sent  to  provide  the  pabulum  for  us  men  of  letters.  With 
what  complacency  did  my  wife  listen  to  the  somewhat  long-winded  and 
pompous  oratory  of  Tregarvan !  He  pompous  and  commonplace  ? 
Mr.  Tregarvan  spoke  with  excellent  good  sense.  That  wily  woman  never 
showed  she  was  tired  of  his  conversation.  She  praised  him  to  Philip 
behind  his  back,  and  would  not  allow  a  word  in  his  disparagement. 
As  a  doctor  will  punch  your  chest,  your  liver,  your  heart,  listen  at 
your  lungs,  squeeze  your  pulse,  and  what  not,  so  this  practitioner 
studied,  shampooed,  auscultated  Tregarvan.  Of  course,  he  allowed  himself 
to  be  operated  upon.  Of  course,  he  had  no  idea  that  the  lady  was  flat- 
tering, wheedling,  humbugging  him  ;  but  thought  that  he  was  a  very 
well-informed,  eloquent  man,  who  had  seen  and  read  a  great  deal,  and 
had  an  agreeable  method  of  imparting  his  knowledge,  and  that  the  lady 
in  question  was  a  sensible  woman,  naturally  eager  for  more  information. 
Go,  Dalilah  !  I  understand  your  tricks  !  I  know  many  another  Omphalo 
in  London,  who  will  coax  Hercules  away  from  his  club,  to  come  and 
listen  to  her  wheedling  talk. 

One  great  difficulty  we  had  was  to  make  Philip  read  Tregarvan's  own 
articles  in  the  Review.  He  at  first  said  he  could  not,  or  that  he  could  not 
remember  them ;  so  that  there  was  no  use  in  reading  them.  And  Philip's 
new  master  used  to  make  artful  allusions  to  his  own  writings  in  the  course 
of  conversation,  so  that  our  unwary  friend  would  find  himself  under  exami- 
nation in  any  casual  interview  with  Tregarvan,  whose  opinions  on  free- 
trade,  malt-tax,  income-tax,  designs  of  Russia,  or  what  not,  might  be 
accepted  or  denied,  but  ought  at  least  to  be  known.  We  actually  made 
Philip  get  up  his  owner's  articles.  We  put  questions  to  him,  privily, 
regarding  them — "  coached "  him,  according  to  the  university  phrase. 
My  wife  humbugged  that  wretched  Member  of  Parliament  in  a  way  which 
makes  me  shudder,  when  I  think  of  what  hypocrisy  the  sex  is  capable. 
Those  arts  and  dissimulations  with  which  she  wheedles  others,  suppose  she 
exercise  them  on  me?    Horrible  thought  1    No,  angel  I    To  others  thou 
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mayest  be  a  coaxing  hypocrite ;  to  me  thou  art  all  candour.  Other  men 
may  have  been  humbugged  by  other  women ;  but  I  am  not  to  be  taken 
in  by  that  sort  of  thing;  and  thou  art  all  candour  ! 

We  had  then  so  much  per  annum  as  editor.  We  were  paid,  besides, 
for  our  articles.  We  had  really  a  snug  little  pension  out  of  this  Review, 
and  we  prayed  it  might  last  for  ever.  We  might  write  a  novel.  We 
might  contribute  articles  to  a  daily  paper;  get  a  little  parliamentary 
practice  as  a  banister.  We  actually  did  get  Philip  into  a  railway  ca^e 
or  two,  and  my  wife  must  be  coaxing  and  hugging  solicitors'  ladies,  as  she 
had  wheedled  and  coaxed  Members  of  Parliament.  Why,  I  do  believe 
my  Dalilah  set  up  a  flirtation  with  old  Bishop  Crossticks,  with  an  idea 
of  getting  her  protege  a  living  ;  and  though  the  lady  indignantly  repu- 
diates this  charge,  will  she  be  pleased  to  explain  how  the  bishop's  sermoria 
were  so  outrageously  praised  in  the  Review? 

Philip's  roughness  and  frankness  did  not  displease  Tregarvan,  to  the 
wondi  r  of  us  all,  who  trembled  lest  he  should  lose  this  as  he  had  lost  his 
former  place.  Mr.  Tregarvan  had  more  country-houses  than  one,  and  at 
these  not  only  was  the  editor  of  the  Review  made  welcome,  but  the 
editor's  wife  and  children,  whom  Tregarvan's  wife  took  iu  especial  regard. 
In  London,  Lady  Mary  had  assemblies,  where  our  little  friend  Charlotte 
made  her  appearance ;  and  half-a-dozen  times  in  the  course  of  the  season 
the  wealthy  Cornish  gentleman  lasted  his  retainers  of  the  Review.  His 
wine  was  excellent  and  old;  his  jokes  were  old,  too  ;  his  table  pompous, 
grave,  plentiful.  If  Philip  was  to  eat  the  bread  of  dependence,  the  loaf 
was  here  very  kindly  prepared  for  him;  and  he  ate  it  humbly,  and  with 
not  too  much  grumbling.  This  diet  chokes  some  proud  stomachs  and 
disagrees  with  them ;  but  Philip  was  very  humble  now,  and  ot  a  nature 
grateful  for  kindness.  He  is  one  who  requires  the  help  of  friends,  and 
can  accept  benefits  without  losing  independence — not  all  men's  gifts,  but 
some  men's,  whom  he  repays  not  only  with  coin,  but  with  an  immense 
affection  and  gratitude.  How  that  man  did  laugh  at  my  witticisms  ! 
How  he  worshiped  the  ground  on  which  my  wife  walked  1  He  elected 
himself  our  champion.  He  quarrelled  with  other  people,  who  found  fault 
with  our  characters,  or  would  not  see  our  perfections.  There  was  some- 
thing affecting  in  the  way  in  which  this  big  man  took  the  humble  place. 
We  could  do  no  wrong  in  his  eyes  ;  and  woe  betide  the  man  who  spoke 
disparagingly  of  us  in  his  presence  ! 

One  day,  at  his  patron's  table,  Philip  exercised  his  valour  and  cham- 
pionship iu  our  behalf  by  defending  us  against  the  evil  speaking  of  that 
Mr.  Trail,  who  has  been  mentioned  before  as  a  gentleman  difficult  to 
please,  and  credulous  of  ill  regarding  his  neighbour.  The  talk  happened 
to  fall  upon  the  character  of  the  reader's  most  humble  servant,  and  Trail, 
as  may  be  imagined,  spared  me  no  more  than  the  rest  of  mankind. 
Would  you  like  to  be  liked  by  all  people?  That  would  be  a  reason 
why  Trail  should  hate  you.  Were  you  an  angel  fresh  dropped  from  the 
ekies,  he  would  espy  dirt  on  your  robe,  and  a  black  feather  or  two 
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in  your  wing.  As  for  me,  I  know  I  am  not  angelical  at  all ;  and  in 
walking  my  native  earth,  can't  help  a  little  mud  on  my  trowsers.  Well : 
Mr.  Trail  began  to  paint  my  portrait,  laying  on  those  dark  shadows  which 
that  weli-known  master  is  in  the  habit  of  employing.  I  was  a  parasite 
of  the  nobility  ;  I  was  a  heartless  sycophant,  house-breaker,  drunkard, 
murderer,  returned  convict,  &c.  &c.  With  a  little  imagination,  Mrs.  Candour 
can  511  up  the  outline,  and  arrange  the  colours  so  as  to  Buit  her  amiable 
fancy. 

Philip  had  come  late  to  dinner : — of  this  fault,  I  must  confess,  ho 
is  guilty  only  too  often.  The  company  were  at  table  ;  he  took  the  only 
place  vacant,  and  this  happened  to  be  at  the  side  of  Mr.  Trail.  On 
Trail's  other  side  was  a  portly  individual,  of  a  healthy  and  rosy  counte- 
nance and  voluminous  white  waistcoat,  to  whom  Trail  directed  much  of 
his  amiable  talk,  and  whom  he  addressed  once  or  twice  as  Sir  Jolin. 
Once  or  twice  already  we  have  seen  how  Philip  has  quarrelled  at  table. 
He  cried  mea  culpa  loudly  and  honestly  enough.  He  made  vows  of  reform 
in  this  particular.  He  succeeded,  dearly  beloved  brethren,  not  much 
worse  or  better  than  you  and  I  do,  who  confess  our  faults,  and  go  on 
promising  to  improve,  and  stumbling  and  picking  ourselves  up  every  day. 
The  pavement  of  life  is  strewed  with  orange-peel  ;  and  who  has  not 
slipped  on  the  flags  ? 

"  He  is  the  most  conceited  man  in  London," — Trail  was  going  on, 
"  and  one  of  the  most  worldly.  He  will  throw  over  a  colonel  to  dino 
with  a  general.  He  wouldn't  throw  over  you  two  baronets — he  is  a 
great  deal  too  shrewd  a  fellow  for  that.  He  wouldn't  give  you  up, 
perhaps,  to  dine  with  a  lord ;  but  any  ordinary  baronet  he  would." 

"  And  why  not  us  as  well  as  the  rest  ?  "  asks  Tregarvan,  who  seemed 
amused  at  the  speaker's  chatter. 

"  Because  you  are  not  like  common  baronets  at  all.  Because  your 
estates  arc  a  great  deal  too  large.  Because,  I  suppose,  yon  might  either 
of  you  go  to  the  Upper  House  any  day.  Because,  as  an  author,  ho  may 
be  supposed  to  be  afraid  of  a  certain  Review"  cries  Trail,  with  a  loud 
laugh. 

"  Trail  is  speaking  of  a  friend  of  your3,"  cried  Sir  John,  nodding  and 
smiling,  to  the  new  comer. 

"  Very  lucky  for  my  friend,"  growls  Philip,  and  eats  his  soup  in 
silence. 

"  By  the  way,  that  article  of  his  on  Madame  de  Sevignc  is  poor  stuff. 
No  knowledge  of  the  period.  Three  gross  blunders  in  French.  A  man 
can't  write  of  French  society  unless  he  has  lived  in  French  society. 
What  docs  Pendennis  know  of  it?  A  man  who  makes  blunders  like 
those  can't  understand  French.  A  man  who  can't  speak  French  can't  get 
on  in  French  society.  Therefore  he  can't  write  about  French  society. 
All  these  propositions  are  clear  enough.  Thank  you.  Dry  cham- 
pagne, if  you  please.  He  is  enormously  over-rated,  I  tell  you  :  and 
so  is  his  wife.    They  used  to  put  her  forward  as  a  beauty :  and  she 
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is  only  a  dowdy  woman  out  of  a  nursery.  She  has  no  style  about 
her." 

"  She  is  only  one  of  the  best  women  in  the  world,"  Mr.  Firmin  called 
out,  turning  very  red ;  and  hereupon  entered  into  a  defence  of  our 
characters,  and  pronounced  a  eulogium  upon  both  and  each  of  us,  in 
which  I  hope  there  was  some  little  truth.  However,  he  spoke  with  great 
enthusiasm,  and  Mr.  Trail  found  himself  in  a  minority. 

"  You  are  right  to  stand  up  for  your  friends,  Firmin  !  "  cried  the  host. 
Let  me  introduce  you  to  " 

"  Let  me  introduce  myself,"  said  the  gentleman  on  the  other  side  of 
Mr.  Trail.  "  Mr.  Firmin,  you  and  I  are  kinsmen, — I  am  Sir  John  King- 
wood."  And  Sir  John  reached  a  hand  to  Philip  across  Trail's  chair. 
They  talked  a  great  deal  together  in  the  course  of  the  evening :  and  when. 
Mr.  Trail  found  that  the  great  county  gentleman  was  friendly  and  familiar 
with  Philip,  and  claimed  a  relationship  with  him,  his  manner  towards 
Firmin  altered.  He  pronounced  afterwards  a  warm  eulogy  upon  Sir  John 
for  his  frankness  and  good  nature  in  recognizing  his  unfortunate  relative, 
and  charitably  said,  "  Philip  might  not  be  like  the  doctor,  and  could  not 
help  having  a  rogue  for  a  father."  In  former  days,  Trail  had  eaten  and 
drunken  freely  at  that  rogue's  table.  But  we  must  have  truth,  you  know, 
before  all  things :  and  if  your  own  brother  has  committed  a  sin,  common 
justice  requires  that  you  should  stone  him. 

In  former  days,  and  not  long  after  Lord  Ringwood's  death,  Philip  had 
left  his  card  at  this  kinsman's  door,  and  Sir  John'B  butler,  driving  in  hia 
master's  brougham,  had  left  a  card  upon  Philip,  who  was  not  over  well 
pleased  by  this  acknowledgment  of  his  civility,  and,  in  fact,  employed 
abusive  epithets  when  he  spoke  of  the  transaction.    But  when  the  two 
gentlemen  actually  met,  their  intercourse  was  kindly  and  pleasant  enough. 
Sir  John  listened  to  his  relative's  talk — and  it  appears,  Philip  comported 
himself  with  his  usual  free  and  easy  manner — with  interest  and  curiosity; 
and  owned  afterwards  that  evil  tongues  had  previously  been  busy  with  the 
young  man's  character,  and  that  slander  and  untruth  had  been  spoken 
regarding  him.   In  this  respect,  if  Philip  is  worse  off  than  his  neighbours, 
I  can  only  sjiy  his  neighbours  are  fortunate. 

Two  days  after  the  meeting  of  the  cousins,  the  tranquillity  of  Thorn- 
haugh  Street  was  disturbed  by  the  appearance  of  a  magnificent  yellow 
chariot,  with  crests,  hammer- clothB,  a  bewigged  coachman,  and  a  powdered 
footman.  Betsy,  the  nurse,  who  was  going  to  take  baby  out  for  a  walk, 
encountered  this  giant  on  the  threshold  of  Mrs.  Brandon's  door :  and  a 
Jady  within  the  chariot  delivered  three  cards  to  the  tall  menial,  who 
transferred  them  to  Betsy.  And  Betsy  persisted  in  saying  that  the  lady 
in  the  carriage  admired  baby  very  much,  and  asked  its  age,  at  which 
baby's  mamma  was  not  in  the  least  surprised.  In  due  course,  an  invita- 
tion to  dinucr  followed,  and  our  friends  became  acquainted  with  their 
kinsfolk. 

If  you  have  a  «ood  memory  for  pedigrees — and  in  my  youthful  timo 
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every  man  dt  bonne  maison  studied  genealogies,  and  had  his  English 
families  in  his  memory — you  know  that  this  Sir  John  Ringwood,  who 
fucceeded  to  the  principal  portion  of  the  estates,  but  not  to  the  titles  of 
the  late  earl,  was  descended  from  a  mutual  ancestor,  a  Sir  John,  whose 
elder  son  was  ennobled  (temp  Geo.  I.),  whilst  the  second  son,  following 
the  legal  profession,  became  a  judge,  and  had  a  son,  who  became  a  baronet, 
and  who  begat  that  present  Sir  John  who  has  just  been  shaking  hands 
with  Philip  across  Trail's  back.*  Thus  the  two  men  were  cousins;  and 
in  right  of  the  heiress,  his  poor  mother,  Philip  might  quarter  the  Ring- 
wood  arms  on  his  carriage,  whenever  he  drove  out.  These,  you  know, 
are  argent,  a  dexter  sinople  on  a  fesse  wavy  of  the  first— or  pick  out,  my 
dear  friend,  any  coat  you  like  out  of  the  whole  heraldic  wardrobe,  and 
accommodate  it  to  our  friend  Firmin. 

When  he  was  a  young  man  at  college,  Philip  had  dabbled  a  little  in 
this  queer  science  of  heraldry,  and  used  to  try  and  believe  the  legends 
about  his  ancestry,  which  his  fond  mother  imparted  to  him.  He  had 
a  great  book-plate  made  for  himself,  with  a  prodigious  number  of  quar- 
tering^ and  could  recite  the  alliances  by  which  such  and  such  a  quartering 
came  into  his  shield.  His  father  rather  confirmed  these  histories,  and 
sp^ke  of  them  and  of  his  wife's  noble  family  with  much  respect:  and 
Philip,  artlessly  whispering  to  a  vulgar  boy  at  school  that  he  was 
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descended  from  King  John,  was  thrashed  very  unkindly  by  the  vulgar 
upper  boy,  and  nicknamed  King  John  for  many  a  long  day  after.  I 
daresay  many  other  gentlemen  who  profess  to  trace  their  descent  from 
ancient  kings  have  no  better  or  worse  authority  for  their  pedigree  than 
friend  Philip. 

When  our  friend  paid  his  second  visit  to  Sir  John  Ringwood,  he  was 
introduced  to  his  kinsman's  library;  a  great  family  tree  hung  over  the 
mantelpiece,  surrounded  by  a  whole  gallery  of  defunct  Ringwoods,  of 
whom  the  baronet  was  now  the  representative.     lie  quoted  to  Philip 
the  hackneyed  old  Horatian  lines  (some  score  of  years  ago  a  great  deal 
of  that  old  coin  was  current  in  conversation).    As  for  family,  he  said, 
and  ancestors,  and  what  we  have  not  done  ourselves,  these  things  we  can 
hardly  call  ours.    Sir  John  gave  Philip  to  understand  that  he  was  a 
staunch  liberal.    Sir  John  was  for  going  with  the  age.    Sir  John  had 
fired  a  shot  from  the  Paris  barricades.    Sir  John  was  for  the  rights  of 
man  everywhere  all  over  the  world.     He  had  pictures  of  Franklin, 
Lafayette,  Washington,  and  the  first  Consul  Buonaparte,  on  his  walls 
along  with  his  ancestors.    Ho  had  lithograph  copies  of  Magna  Charta, 
the  Declaration  of  American  Independence,  and  the  Signatures  to  the 
Death  of  Charles  I.     He  did  not  scruple  to  own  his  preference  for 
^publican  institutions.      He  wished  to  know  what  right  had  any 
man — the  late  Lord  Ringwood,  for  example  —  to  .sit  in  a  hereditary 
House  of  Peers  and  legislate  over  him  ?  That  lord  had  had  a  son,  Cinqbars, 
who  died  many  years  before,  a  victim  of  his  own  follies  and  debaucheries. 
Had  Lord  Cinqbars  survived  his  father,  he  would  now  be  sitting  an  earl 
in  the  House  of  Peers — the  most  ignorant  young  man,  the  most  unprin- 
cipled young  man,  reckless,  dissolute,  of  the  feeblest  intellect,  and  the 
worst  life.    Well,  had  he  lived  and  inherited  the  Ringwood  property,  that 
creature  would  have  been  an  earl  :  whereas  he,  Sir  John,  his  superior  in 
morals,  in  character,  in  intellect,  his  equal  in  point  of  birth  (for  had  they 
not  both  a  common  ancestor  ?)  was  Sir  John  still.    The  inequalities  in 
men's  chances  in  life  were  monstrous  and  ridiculous.  He  was  determined, 
henceforth,  to  look  at  a  man  for  himself  alone,  and  not  esteem  him  for 
any  of  the  absurd  caprices  of  fortune. 

As  the  republican  was  talking  to  his  relative,  a  servant  came  into  the 
room  and  whispered  to  his  master  that  the  plumber  had  come  with  his  bill 
as  by  appointment;  upon  which  Sir  John  rose  up  in  a  fury,  asked  the  servant 
how  he  dared  to  disturb  him,  and  bade  him  tell  the  plumber  to  go  to  the 
lowest  depths  of  Tartarus.  Nothing  could  equal  the  insolence  and  rapacity 
of  tradesmen,  he  said,  except  the  insolence  and  idleness  of  servants ;  and 
he  called  this  one  back,  and  asked  him  how  he  dared  to  leave  the  fire  in 
that  state  ? — stormed  and  raged  at  him  with  a  volubility  which  astonished 
his  new  acquaintance ;  and,  the  man  being  gone,  resumed  his  previous 
subject  of  conversation,  viz.,  natural  equality  and  the  outrageous 
injustice  of  the  present  social  system.  After  talking  for  half  an  hour, 
during  which  Philip  found   that  he  himself  could  hardly  find  an 
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opportunity  of  uttering  a  word,  Sir  John  took  out  his  watch,  and  got  up 
from  his  chair;  at  which  hint  Philip  too  rose,  not  sorry  to  bring  the 
interview  to  an  end.  And  herewith  Sir  John  accompanied  his  kinsman 
into  the  hall,  and  to  the  street-door,  before  which  the  baronet's  groom 
was  riding,  leading  his  master's  horse.  And  Philip  heard  the  baronet 
using  violent  language  to  the  groom,  as  he  had  done  to  the  servant 
within  doors.  Why,  the  army  in  Flanders  did  not  swear  more  terribly 
than  this  admirer  of  republican  institutions  and  advocate  of  the  rights 
of  man. 

Philip  was  not  allowed  to  go  away  without  appointing  a  day  when  he 
and  his  wife  would  partake  of  their  kinsman's  hospitality.  On  this 
occasion,  Mrs.  Philip  comported  herself  with  so  much  grace  and  sim- 
plicity, that  Sir  John  and  Lady  Ringwood  pronounced  her  to  be  a  very 
pleasing  and  ladylike  person ;  and  I  daresay  wondered  how  a  person  in 
her  rank  of  life  could  have  acquired  manners  that  were  so  refined  and 
agreeable.  Lady  Ringwood  asked  after  the  child  which  she  had  seen, 
praised  its  beauty ;  of  course,  won  the  mother's  heart,  and  thereby  caused 
her  to  speak  with  perhaps  more  freedom  than  she  would  otherwise  have 
felt  at  a  first  interview.  Mrs.  Philip  has  a  dainty  touch  on  the  piano,  and 
a  sweet  singing  voice  that  is  charmingly  true  and  neat.  She  performed 
after  dinner  some  of  the  songs  of  her  little  repertoire,  and  pleased  her 
audience.  Lady  Ringwood  loved  good  music,  and  was  herself  a  fine 
performer  of  the  ancient  school,  when  she  played  Haydn  and  Mozart 
under  the  tuition  of  good  old  Sir  George  Thrum.  The  tall  and  handsome 
beneficed  clergyman  who  acted  as  major-domo  of  Sir  John's  establish- 
ment, placed  a  parcel  in  the  carriage  when  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Philip  took  their 
leave,  and  announced  with  much  respectful  deference  that  the  cab  was 
paid.  Our  friends  no  doubt  would  have  preferred  to  dispense  with  this 
ceremony ;  but  it  is  ill  looking  even  a  gift  cab-horse  in  the  mouth,  and  so 
Philip  was  a  gainer  of  some  two  shillings  by  his  kinsman's  liberality. 

When  Charlotte  came  to  open  the  parcel  which  major-domo,  with  his 
lady's  compliments,  had  placed  in  the  cab,  I  fear  she  did  not  exhibit  that 
elation  which  we  ought  to  feel  for  the  favours  of  our  friends.  A  couple 
of  little  frocks,  of  the  cut  of  George  IV.,  some  little  red  shoes  of  the  same 
period,  some  crumpled  sashes,  and  other  small  articles  of  wearing  apparel, 
by  her  ladyship's  order  by  her  ladyship's  lady's-maid  ;  and  Lady  Ring- 
wood  kissing  Charlotte  at  her  departure,  told  her  that  she  had  caused 
this  little  packet  to  be  put  away  for  her.  "  H'm,"  says  Philip,  only 
half  pleased.  "  Suppose,  Sir  John  had  told  his  butler  to  put  up  one 
of  his  blue  coats  and  brass  buttons  for  me,  as  well  as  pay  the  cab  ?  " 

"If  it  was  meant  in  kindness,  Philip,  we  must  not  be  angry," 
pleaded  Philip's  wife ; — "  and  I  am  sure  if  you  had  heard  her  and  the  Miss 
Ringwoods  speak  of  baby,  you  would  like  them,  as  I  intend  to  do." 

But  Mrs.  Philip  never  put  those  mouldy  old  red  shoes  upon  baby ;  and 
as  for  the  little  frocks,  children's  frocks  are  made  so  much  fuller  now  that 
Lad/  Ringwood's  presents  did  not  answer  at  all.    Charlotte  managed  to 
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furbish  up  a  sash,  and  a  pair  of  epaulets  for  her  child — epaulets  are  they 
called?  Shoulder-knots — what  you  will,  ladies;  and  with  these  orna- 
ments Miss  Firmin  was  presented  to  Lady  Ringwood  and  some  of  her 
family. 

The  goodwill  of  these  new-found  relatives  of  Philip's  was  laborious, 
was  evident,  and  yet  I  must  say  was  not  altogether  agreeable.  At  the 
first  period  of  their  intercourse — for  this,  too,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  came  to 
an  end,  or  presently  suffered  interruption — tokens  of  affection  in  the  shape 
of  farm  produce,  country  butter  and  poultry,  and  actual  butcher's  meat, 
came  from  Berkeley  Square  to  Thornhaugh  Street.  The  Duke  of  Double- 
glo'ster  I  know  is  much  richer  than  you  are ;  but  if  he  were  to  offer  to 
make  you  a  present  of  half-a-crown,  I  doubt  whether  you  would  be  quite 
pleased.  And  so  with  Philip  and  his  relatives.  A  hamper  brought  in 
the  brougham,  containing  hot-house  grapes  and  country  butter,  is  very 
well,  but  a  leg  of  mutton  I  own  was  a  gift  that  was  rather  tough  to 
swallow.  It  was  tough.  That  point  we  ascertained  and  established 
amongst  roars  of  laughter  one  day  when  we  dined  with  our  friends.  Did 
Lady  Ringwood  send  a  sack  of  turnips  in  the  brougham  too  ?  In  a  word, 
we  ate  Sir  John's  mutton,  and  we  laughed  at  him,  and  be  sure  many  a 
man  has  done  the  same  by  you  and  me.  Last  Friday,  for  instance,  as 
Jones  and  Brown  go  away  after  dining  with  your  humble  servant.  "  Did 
you  ever  see  such  profusion  and  extravagance  ?  '*  asks  Brown.  "  Profusion 
and  extravagance  !  "  cries  Jones,  that  well-known  epicure.  "  I  never  saw 
anything  so  shabby  in  my  life.  What  does  the  fellow  mean  by  asking  me 
to  such  a  dinner 7"  "True,"  says  the  other,  "it  was  an  abominable 
dinner,  Jones,  as  you  justly  say  ;  but  it  was  very  profuse  in  him  to  give 
it.    Don't  you  see  ?  "  and  so  both  our  good  friends  are  agreed. 

Ere  many  days  were  over  the  great  yellow  chariot  and  its  powdered 
attendants  again  made  their  appearance  before  Mrs.  Brandon's  modest 
door  in  Thornhaugh  Street,  and  Lady  Ringwood  and  two  daughters  de- 
scended from  the  carriage  and  made  their  way  to  Mr.  Philip's  apartments 
in  the  second  floor,  just  as  that  worthy  gentleman  was  sitting  down  to 
dinner  with  his  wife.  Lady  Ringwood,  bent  upon  being  gracious,  was  in 
ecstasies  with  every  thing  nhe  saw — a  clean  house — a  nice  little  maid- 
pretty  picturesque  rooms — odd  rooms — and  what  charming  pictures  ! 
Several  of  these  were  the  work  of  the  fond  pencil  of  poor  J.  J.,  who,  as 
has  been  told,  had  painted  Philip's  beard  and  Charlotte's  eyebrow,  and 
Charlotte's  baby  a  thousand  and  a  thousand  times.  "  May  we  come  in? 
Are  we  disturbing  you  ?  What  dear  little  bits  of  china  !  What  a  beau- 
tiful mug,  Mr.  Firmin  !"  This  was  poor  J.  J.'s  present  to  his  god-daughter. 
"  How  nice  the  luncheon  looks  !  Dinner,  is  it  f  How  pleasant  to  dine  at 
this  hour  ! "  The  ladie9  were  determined  to  be  charmed  with  everything 
round  about  them. 

"  We  are  dining  on  your  poultry.  May  we  offer  some  to  you  and 
Miss  Ringwood,"  says  the  master  of  the  house. 

"  Why  don 't  you  dine  in  the  dining-room  ?    Why  do  you  dine  in  a 
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bedroom  ?  "  asks  Franklin  Ringwood,  the  interesting  young  son  of  the 
Baronet  of  Ringwood. 

"  Somebody  else  lives  in  the  parlour,"  says  Mrs.  Philip.  On  which 
the  boy  remarks,  "  We  have  two  dining-rooms  in  Berkeley  Square.  I 
mean  for  us,  besides  papa's  study,  which  I  mustn't  go  into.  And  the 
servants  have  two  dining-rooms  and  " 

"  Hush ! "  here  cries  mamma,  with  the  usual  remark  regarding  the 
beauty  of  silence  in  little  boys. 

But  Franklin  persists,  in  spite  of  the  "  Hushes: "  "  And  no  we  have  at 
Ringwood;  and  at  Whipham  there's  ever  so  many  dining-rooms — ever 
so  many — and  I  like  Whipham  a  great  deal  better  than  Ringwood,  because 
my  pony  is  at  Whipham.    You  have  not  got  a  pony.    You  are  too  poor." 

"  Franklin  1  " 

"  You  said  he  was  too  poor ;  and  you  would  not  have  had  chickens 
if  we  had  not  given  them  to  you.  Mamma,  you  know  you  said  tb*y  were 
very  poor,  and  would  like  them." 

And  here  mamma  looked  red,  and  I  daresay  Philip's  cheeks  and  cars 
tingled,  and  for  once  Mrs.  Philip  was  thankful  at  hearing  her  baby  cry, 
for  it  gave  her  a  pretext  for  leaving  the  room  and  flying  to  the  nursery, 
whither  the  other  two  ladies  accompanied  her. 

Meanwhile  Master  Franklin  went  on  with  his  artless  conversa- 
tion. "  Mr.  Philip,  why  do  they  say  you  are  wicked?  You  do  not  look 
wicked ;  and  I  am  sure  Mrs.  Philip  does  not  look  wicked— she  looks  very 
good." 

"  Who  says  I  am  wicked  ? "  asks  Mr.  Firmin  of  his  candid  young 
relative." 

"  Oh,  ever  so  many  1  Cousin  Talbot  says  so ;  and  Blanche  says  so ; 
and  Woolcombe  says  so  ;  only  I  don't  like  him,  he's  so  very  brown.  And 
when  they  heard  you  had  been  to  dinner,  *  Has  that  beast  been  here  ?  ' 
Talbot  says.  And  I  don't  like  him  a  bit.  But  I  like  you,  at  least  I  think 
I  do.  You  only  have  oranges  for  dessert  We  always  have  lots  of  things 
for  dessert  at  home.  You  don't,  I  suppose,  because  you've  got  no  money — 
only  a  very  little." 

44  Well :  I  have  got  only  a  very  little,"  says  Philip. 

"  I  have  some— ever  so  much.  And  I'll  buy  something  for  your  wife ; 
and  I  shall  like  to  have  you  better  at  home  than  Blanche,  and  Talbot,  and 
that  Woolcombe ;  and  they  never  give  me  anything.  You  can't,  you  know  ; 
because  you  are  so  very  poor — you  are;  but  we'll  often  send  you  things,  I 
daresay.  And  I'll  have  an  orange,  please,  thank  you.  And  there's 
a  chap  at  our  school,  and  his  name  is  Suckling,  and  he  ate  eighteen  oranges, 
and  wouldn't  give  one  away  to  anybody.  Wasn't  he  a  greedy  pig  ? 
And  I  have  wine  with  my  oranges — I  do  :  a  glass  of  wine — thank  you. 
That's  jolly.  But  you  don't  have  it  often,  I  suppose,  because  you're  so 
very  poor." 

I  am  glad  Philip's  infant  could  not  understand,  being  yet  of  too  tender 
age,  the  compliments  which  Lady  Ringwood  and  her  daughter  passed  upon 
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her.  As  it  was,  the  compliments  charmed  the  mother,  for  whom  indeed 
they  were  intended,  and  did  not  inflame  the  unconscious  baby's  vanity. 

"What  would  the  polite  mamma  and  sister  have  said,  if  they  hnd 
heard  that  unlucky  Franklin's  prattle?"  The  boy's  simplicity  amused  his 
tall  cousin.  "  Yes,"  says  Philip,  "  we  are  very  poor,  but  we  are  very 
happy,  and  don't  mind — that's  the  truth." 

"  Mademoiselle,  that's  the  German  governess,  said  she  wondered  how 
you  could  live  at  all ;  and  I  don't  think  you  could  if  you  ate  as  much  as 
she  did.  You  should  see  her  eat ;  she  is  such  a  oner  at  eating.  Fred, 
my  brother,  that's  the  one  who  is  at  college,  one  day  tried  to  see  how 
much  Mademoiselle  Wallfisch  could  eat,  and  she  had  twice  of  soup,  and 
then  she  said  sivoplay :  and  then  twice  of  fish,  and  she  said  sivoplay  for 
more :  and  then  she  had  roast  mutton — no,  I  think,  roast  beef  it  was ;  and 
she  eats  the  pease  with  her  knife :  and  then  she  had  raspberry  jam  pudding, 

and  ever  so  much  beer,  and  then  "    But  what  came  then  we  never 

shall  know;  because  while  young  Franklin  was  choking  with  laughter 
(accompanied  with  a  large  piece  of  orange)  at  the  ridiculous  recollection 
of  Miss  Wallfisch's  appetite,  bis  mamma  and  sister  came  downstairs  from 
Charlotte's  nursery,  and  brought  the  dear  boy's  conversation  to  an  end. 
The  ladies  chose  to  go  home,  delighted  with  Philip,  baby,  Charlotte. 
Everything  was  so  proper.  Everything  was  so  nice.  Mrs.  Firmin  was 
so  ladylike  1  The  fine  ladies  watched  her,  and  her  behaviour,  with  that 
curiosity  which  the  Brobdingnag  ladies  displayed  when  they  held  up  little 
Gulliver  on  their  palms,  and  saw  him  bow,  smile,  dance,  draw  his  sword, 
and  take  off  his  hat,  just  like  a  man. 
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chapter  xxxvl. 
In  which  the  Drawing-rooms  are  not  Furnished  after  all. 

E  cannot  expect  to  be  loved  by  a 
relative  whom  we  have  knocked 
into  an  illuminated  pond,  and 
whose  coat-tails,  pantaloons,  nether 
limbs,  and  best  feelings  we  have 
lacerated  with  ill-treatment  and 
broken  glass.  A  man  whom  you 
have  so  treated  behind  his  back 
will  not  be  sparing  of  his  punish- 
ment behind  yours.  Of  course  all 
the  Twysdens,  male  and  female, 
and  Woolcombe,  the  dusky  hus- 
band of  Philip's  former  love,  hated 
and  feared,  and  maligned  him ;  and 
wero  in  the  habit  of  speaking  of 
him  as  a  truculent  and  reckless 
savage  and  monster,  coarse  and 
brutal  in  his  language  and  beha- 
viour, ragged,  dirty  and  reckless 
in  his  personal  appearance ;  reeking  with  smoke,  perpetually  reeling  in 
drink,  indulging  in  oaths,  actions,  laughter  which  rendered  him  intolerable 
in  civilized  society.  The  Twysdens,  during  Philip's  absence  abroad,  had 
been  very  respectful  and  assiduous  in  courting  the  new  head  of  the  Iling- 
wood  family.  They  had  flattered  Sir  John,  and  paid  court  to  my  lady. 
They  had  been  welcomed  at  Sir  John's  houses  in  town  and  country.  They 
had  adopted  his  politics  in  a  great  measure,  as  they  had  adopted  the 
politics  of  the  deceased  Ring  wood.  They  had  never  lost  an  opportunity 
of  abusing  poor  Philip  and  of  ingratiating  themselves.  They  had  never 
refused  any  invitation  from  Sir  John  in  town  or  country,  and  had  ended 
by  utterly  boring  him  and  Lady  Ringwood  and  the  Ringwood  family  in 
general.  Lady  Ringwood  learned  somewhere  how  pitilessly  Mrs.  Wool- 
combe had  jilted  her  cousin  when  a  richer  suitor  appeared  in  the  person  of 
the  West  Indian.  Then  news  came  how  Philip  had  administered  a  beat- 
ing to  Woolcombe,  to  Talbot  Twysden,  to  a  dozen  who  set  on  him.  The 
early  prejudices  began  to  pass  away.  A  friend  or  two  of  Philip's  told 
Ringwood  how  he  was  mistaken  in  the  young  man,  and  painted  a  portrait 
of  him  in  colours  much  more  favourable  than  those  which  his  kinsfolk 
employed.  Indeed,  dear  relations,  if  the  public  wants  to  know  our  little 
faults  and  errors,  I  think  I  know  who  will  not  grudge  the  requisite  infor- 
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mation.  Dear  Aunt  Candour,  are  you  not  still  alive,  and  don't  you  know 
what  we  had  for  dinner  yesterday,  and  the  amount  (monstrous  extrava- 
gance !)  of  the  washerwoman's  bill? 

Well,  the  Twysden  family  so  bespattered  poor  Philip  with  abuse,  and 
represented  him  as  a  monster  of  such  hideous  mien,  that  no  wonder  the 
Ringwoods  avoided  him.  Then  they  began  to  grow  utterly  sick  and  tired 
of  his  detractors.  And  then  Sir  John,  happening  to  talk  with  his  brother 
Member  of  Parliament,  Tregarv.in,  in  the  House  of  Commons,  heard  quite 
a  different  story  regarding  our  friend  to  that  with  which  the  Twysdens 
had  regaled  him,  and,  with  no  little  surprise  cm  Sir  John's  part,  was  told  by 
Tregarvan  how  honest,  rough,  worthy,  affectionate  and  gentle  this  poor 
maligned  fellow  was,  how  he  had  been  sinned  against  by  his  wretch  of  a 
father,  whom  he  had  forgiven  and  actually  helped  out  of  his  wretched 
means,  and  how  he  was  making  a  brave  battle  against  poverty,  and  had  a 
sweet  little  loving  wife  and  child,  whom  every  kind  heart  would  willingly 
strive  to  help.  Because  people  are  rich  they  are  not  of  necessity  ogres. 
Because  they  are  born  gentlemen  and  ladies  of  good  degree,  are  in  easy 
circumstances,  and  have  a  generous  education,  it  does  not  follow  that  they 
are  heartless  and  will  turn  their  back  on  a  friend.  Moi  qui  vous  parlt — I 
have  been  in  a  great  strait  of  sickness  near  to  death,  and  the  friends  who 
came  to  help  me  with  every  comfort,  succour,  sympathy  were  actually 
gentlemen,  who  lived  in  good  houses,  and  had  4  good  education.  They 
didn't  turn  away  because  I  was  sick,  or  fly  from  me  because  they  thought 
I  was  poor ;  on  the  contrary,  hand,  purse,  succour,  sympathy  were  ready, 
and  praise  be  to  heaven.  And  so  too  did  Philip  find  help  when  he  needed 
it,  and  succour  when  he  was  in  poverty.  Tregarvan,  we  will  own,  was  a 
pompous  little  man,  his  House  of  Commons  speeches  were  dull,  and  his 
written  documents  awfully  slow  ;  but  he  had  a  kind  heart :  he  was 
touched  by  that  picture  which  Laura  drew  of  the  young  man's  poverty, 
and  honesty,  and  simple  hopefulness  in  the  midst  of  hard  times:  and  we 
have  seen  how  the  European  Review  was  thus  entrusted  to  Mr.  Philip's 
management.  Then  some  artful  friends  of  Philip's  determined  that  he 
should  be  reconciled  to  his  relations,  who  were  well  to  do  in  the  world,  and 
might  serve  him.  And  I  wish,  dear  reader,  that  your  respectable  relatives 
and  mine  would  bear  this  little  paragraph  in  mind  and  leave  us  both 
handsome  lagacies.  Then  Tregarvan  spoke  to  Sir  John  Ringwood,  and 
that  meeting  was  brought  about,  where,  for  once  at  least,  Mr.  Philip 
quarrelled  with  nobody. 

And  now  came  another  little  piece  of  good  luck,  which,  I  suppose, 
must  be  attributed  to  the  same  kind  friend  who  had  been  scheming  for 
Philip's  benefit,  and  who  Is  never  so  happy  as  when  her  little  plots  for  her 
friend's  benefit  can  be  made  to  succeed.  Yes  :  when  that  arch-jobber— 
don't  tell  me ; — I  never  knew  a  woman  worth  a  pin  who  wasn't — when 
that  arch-jobber,  I  say,  has  achieved  a  job  by  which  some  friend  is  made 
happy,  her  eyes  and  checks  brighten  with  triumph.  Whether  she  has  put 
a  sick  man  into  a  hospital,  or  got  a  poor  woman  a  iawily'a  washing,  or 
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made  a  sinner  repent  and  return  to  wife,  husband,  or  what  not,  that 
woman  goes  off  and  pays  her  thanks,  where  thanks  are  due,  with  such 
fervour,  with  such  lightsomencss,  with  such  happiness,  that  I  assure  you 
*he  is  a  sight  to  behold.  Hush !  When  one  sinner  is  saved,  who  are 
glad?  Some  of  us  know  a  woman  or  two  pure  as  angels — know,  and  are 
thankful. 

When  the  person  about  whom  I  have  been  prattling  has  one  of  her 
benevolent  jobs  in  hand,  or  has  completed  it,  there  is  a  sort  of  triumph  and 
mischief  in  her  manner,  which  I  don't  know  otherwise  how  to  describe. 
She  does  not  understand  my  best  jokes  at  this  period,  or  answers  them  at 
random,  or  laughs  very  absurdly  and  vacantly.  She  embraces  her  children 
wildly,  and,  at  the  most  absurd  moments,  is  utterly  unmindful  when  they 
are  saying  their  lessons,  prattling  their  little  questions,  and  so  forth.  I 
m*l  all  these  symptoms  (and  put  this  and  that  together,  as  the  saying  is) 
as  happening  on  one  especial  day,  at  the  commencement  of  Easter  Term, 
ci-nteen  hundred  and  never  mind  what — as  happening  on  one  especial 
morning  when  this  lady  had  been  astoundingly  distraite  and  curiously 
excited.  I  now  remember,  how  during  her  children's  dinner-time,  she  sat 
looking  into  the  square  out  of  our  window,  and  scarcely  attending  to  the 
little  innocent  cries  for  mutton  which  the  children  were  offering  up. 

At  last  there  was  a  rapid  clank  over  the  pavement,  a  tall  figure  passed 
the  parlour  windows,  which  our  kind  friends  know  look  into  Queen  Square, 
and  then  came  a  loud  ring  at  the  bell,  and  I  thought  the  mistress  of  the 
house  gave  an  ah — a  sigh — as  though  her  heart  was  relieved. 

The  street  door  was  presently  opened,  and  then  the  dining-room  door, 
and  Philip  walks  in  with  his  hat  on,  his  blue  eyes  staring  before  him,  his 
hair  flaming  about,  and  44  La,  Uncle  Philip  1 "  cry  the  children.  "  What 
have  you  done  to  yourself?  You  have  shaved  off  your  moustache."  And 
£0  he  had,  1  declare  ! 

"  I  say,  Pen,  look  here!  This  has  been  left  at  chambers  ;  and  Cassidy 
has  sent  it  on  by  his  clerk,"  our  friend  said.  I  forget  whether  it  has  been 
stated  that  Philip's  name  still  remained  on  the  door  of  those  chambers  in 
Parchment  Buildings,  where  we  once  heard  his  song  of  44  Doctor  Luther,'' 
and  were  present  at  his  call-supper. 

The  document  which  Philip  produced  was  actually  a  brief.  The  papers 
were  superscribed,  44  In  Parliament,  Pol  wheedle  and  Tredyddlum  Railway. 
To  support  bill,  Mr.  Firmin  ;  retainer,  five  guineas ;  brief,  fifty  guineas ; 
consultation,  five  guineas.  With  you  Mr.  Armstrong,  Sir  J.  Whitworth, 
Mr.  Pinkerton."  Here  was  a  wonder  of  wonders  I  A  shower  of  gold  was 
poured  out  on  my  friend.  A  light  dawned  upon  me.  The  proposed  bill 
was  for  a  Cornish  line.  Our  friend  Tregarvan  was  concerned  in  it,  the 
line  passing  through  his  property,  and  my  wife  had  canvassed  him  pri- 
vately, and  by  her  wheedling  and  blandishments  had  persuaded  Tregarvan 
to  use  his  interest  with  the  agents  and  get  Philip  this  welcome  aid. 

Philip  eyed  the  paper  with  a  queer  expression.  He  handled  it  as  some 
men  handle  a  baby.    He  looked  as  if  he  did  not  know  what  to  do  with  it, 
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nnd  as  if  he  should  like  to  drop  it.  I  believe  I  made  some  satirical  remark 
to  this  effect  as  I  looked  at  our  friend  with  his  paper. 

"  He  holds  a  child  beautifully,"  said  my  wife  with  much  enthusiasm ; 
"  much  better  than  Borne  people  who  laugh  at  him." 

"  And  he  will  hold  this  no  doubt  much  to  his  credit.  May  this  be  the 
father  of  many  briefs.  May  you  have  bags  full  of  them  1"  Philip  had  all 
our  good  wishes.  They  did  not  cost  much,  or  avail  much,  but  they  were 
sincere.  I  know  men  who  can't  for  the  lives  of  them  give  even  that  cheap 
coin  of  good  will,  but  bate  their  neighbours'  prosperity,  and  are  angry 
with  them  when  they  cease  to  be  dependent  and  poor. 

We  have  said  how  Cassidy's  astonished  clerk  had  brought  the  brief 
from  chambers  to  Firmin  at  his  lodgings  at  Mrs.  Brandon's  in  Thorn- 
haugh  Street.  Had  a  bailiff  served  him  with  a  writ,  Philip  could  not 
have  been  more  surprised,  or  in  a  greater  tremor.  A  brief?  Grands  Dieux  ! 
What  was  he  to  do  with  a  brief?  He  thought  of  going  to  bed,  and  being 
ill,  of  flying  from  home,  country,  family.  Brief?  Charlotte,  of  course,  see- 
ing her  husband  alarmed,  began  to  quake  too.  Indeed,  if  his  worship's 
finger  aches,  does  not  her  whole  body  suffer  ?  But  Charlotte's  and  Philip's 
constant  friend,  the  Little  Sister,  felt  no  such  fear.  "  Now  there's  this 
opening,  you  must  take  it,  my  dear,"  she  said.    "  Suppose  you  don't  know 

much  about  law  "  "  Much !  nothing,"  interposed  Philip.  "  You  might 

ask  mo  to  play  the  piano ;  but  as  I  never  happened  to  have  learned — '' 

"  La — don't  tell  me  1  You  mustn't  6how  a  faint  heart.  Take  the 
business,  and  do  it  best  you  can.  You'll  do  it  better  next  time,  and  next. 
The  Bar's  a  gentleman's  business.  Don't  I  attend  a  judge's  lady,  which  I 
remember  her  with  her  first  in  a  little  bit  of  a  house  in  Bernard  Street, 
Russell  Square  ;  and  now  haven't  I  been  to  her  in  Eaton  Square,  with  a 
butler,  and  two  footmen,  and  carriages  ever  so  many  ?  You  may  work  on 
at  your  newspapers,  and  get  a  crust,  and  when  you're  old,  and  if  you 
quarrel — and  you  have  a  knack  of  quarrelling — he  has,  Mrs.  Firmin.  I  knew 
him  before  you  did.  Quarrelsome  he  is,  and  he  will  be,  though  you 
think  him  an  angel,  to  be  sure. — Suppose  you  quarrel  with  your  news- 
paper masters,  and  your  reviews,  and  that,  you  lose  your  place?  A 
gentleman  like  Mr.  Philip  oughtn't  to  have  a  master.  I  couldn't  bear  to 
think  of  your  going  down  of  a  Saturday  to  the  publishing  office  to  get 
your  wages  like  a  workman." 

"  But  /  am  a  workman,"  interposes  Philip. 

"  La  !  But  do  you  mean  to  remain  one  for  ever  ?  I  would  rise,  if  I 
was  a  man !  "  said  the  intrepid  little  woman  ;  "  I  would  rise,  or  I'd  know 
the  reason  why.  Who  knows  how  many  in  family  you're  going  to  be  ? 
I'd  have  more  spirit  than  to  live  in  a  second  floor — I  would !  " 

And  the  Little  Sister  said  this,  though  she  clung  round  Philip's  child 
with  a  rapture  of  fondness  which  she  tried  in  vain  to  conceal ;  though  she 
felt  that  to  part  from  it  would  be  to  part  from  her  life's  chief  happiness  ; 
though  she  loved  Philip  as  her  own  son :  and  Charlotte — well,  Charlotte 
for  Philip's  sake — as  women  love  other  women. 


Digitized  by  Google 


ON  HIS  WAY  THROUGH  THE  WORLD.  529 

• 

Charlotte  came  to  her  friends  in  Queen  Square,  and  told  us  of  the 
resolute  Little  Sister's  advice  and  conversation.  She  knew  that  Mrs. 
Brandon  only  loved  her  as  something  belonging  to  Philip.  She  admired 
this  Little  Sister ;  and  trusted  her ;  and  could  afford  to  bear  that  little 
somewhat  scornful  domination  which  Brandon  exercised.  "  She  does  not 
love  me,  because  Philip  does,"  Charlotte  said.  "  Do  you  think  I  could 
like  her,  or  any  woman,  if  I  thought  Philip  loved  them?  I  could  kill 
them,  Laura,  that  I  could ! "  And  at  this  sentiment  I  imagine  daggers 
shooting  out  of  a  pair  of  eyes  that  were  ordinarily  very  gentle  and  bright. 

Not  having  been  engaged  in  the  case  in  which  Philip  had  the  honour 
of  first  appearing,  I  cannot  enter  into  particulars  regarding  it,  but  am  sure 
that  case  must  have  been  uncommonly  strong  in  itself,  which  could  survive 
such  an  advocate.  He  passed  a  frightful  night  of  torture  before  appearing 
in  committee  room.  During  that  night,  he  says,  his  hair  grew  grey.  His  old 
college  friend  and  comrade  Pinkerton,  who  was  with  him  in  the  case, 
"  coached  "  him  on  the  day  previous  ;  and  indeed  it  must  be  owned  that 
the  work  which  ho  had  to  perform  was  not  of  a  nature  to  impair  the  inside 
or  the  outside  of  his  skull.  A  great  man  was  his  leader ;  his  friend  Pin- 
kerton followed ;  and  all  Mr.  Philip's  business  was  to  examine  a  half- 
dozen  witnesses  by  questions  previously  arranged  between  them  and  the 
agents. 

When  you  hear  that,  as  a  reward  of  his  services  in  this  case, 
Mr.  Firmin  received  a  6um  of  money  sufficient  to  pay  his  modest  family 
expenses  for  some  four  months,  I  am  sure,  dear  and  respected  literary 
friends,  that  you  will  wish  the  lot  of  a  parliamentary  barrister  had  been 
yours,  or  that  your  immortal  works  could  be  paid  with  such  a  liberality 
as  rewards  the  labours  of  these  lawyers.  "  Nimmer  erscheinen  die  Gutter 
aUcin."  After  one  agent  had  employed  Philip,  another  came  and  secured 
his  valuable  services  :  him  two  or  three  others  followed,  and  our  friend 
positively  had  money  in  bank.  Not  only  were  apprehensions  of  poverty 
removed  for  the  present,  but  we  had  every  reason  to  hope  that  Firmin'a 
prosperity  would  increase  and  continue.  And  when  a  little  son  and  heir 
was  born,  which  blessing  was  conferred  upon  Mr.  Philip  about  a  year 
after  his  daughter,  our  godchild,  saw  the  light,  we  should  have  thought  it 
shame  to  have  any  misgivings  about  the  future,  so  cheerful  did  Philip's 
prospects  appear.  "  Did  I  not  tell  you,"  said  my  wife,  with  her  usual 
kindling  romance,  "  that  comfort  and  succour  would  be  found  for  these  in 
the  hour  of  their  need  ? "  Amen.  We  were  grateful  that  comfort  and 
succour  should  come.  No  one,  I  am  sure,  was  more  humbly  thankful 
than  Philip  himself  for  the  fortunate  chances  which  befel  him. 

He  was  alarmed  rather  than  elated  by  his  sudden  prosperity.  "  It 
can't  last,"  he  said.  "  Don't  tell  me.  The  attorneys  must  find  me  out 
before  long.  They  cannot  continue  to  give  their  business  to  such  an 
ignoramus  :  and  I  really  think  I  must  remonstrate  with  them."  You 
should  have  seen  the  Little  Sister's  indignation  when  Philip  uttered  this 
sentiment  in  her  presence.    "  Give  up  your  business  ?    Yes,  do  1 "  she 
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cried,  tossing  up  Philip's  youngest  born.  "Fling  this  baby  out  of 
window,  why  not  indeed,  which  heaven  ha9  sent  it  you  ! — You  ought 
to  go  down  on  your  knees  and  ask  pardon  for  having  thought  anything 
so  wicked."  Philip's  heir,  by  the  way,  immediately  on  his  entrance  into 
the  world,  had  become  the  prime  favourite  of  this  unreasoning  woman. 
The  little  daughter  was  passed  over  as  a  little  person  of  no  account,  and 
so  began  to  entertain  the  passion  of  jealousy  at  almost  the  very  earliest 
age  at  which  even  the  female  breast  is  capable  of  enjoying  it. 

And  though  this  Little  Sister  loved  all  these  people  with  an  almost 
ferocious  passion  of  love,  and  lay  awake,  I  believe,  hearing  their  infantine 
cries,  or  crept  on  stealthy  feet  in  darkness  to  their  mother's  chamber-door, 
behind  which  they  lay  sleeping ;  though  she  had,  as  it  were,  a  rage  for 
these  infants,  and  was  wretched  out  of  their  sight,  yet,  when  a  third  and  a 
fourth  brief  came  to  Philip,  and  he  was  enabled  to  put  a  little  money  aside, 
nothing  would  contont  Mrs.  Brandon  but  that  he  should  go  into  a  house  of 
his  own.  "  A  gentleman,"  she  said,  "  ought  not  to  live  in  a  two-pair 
lodging ;  he  ought  to  have  a  house  of  his  own."  So,  you  see,  she  hastened 
on  the  preparations  for  her  own  execution.  She  trudged  to  the  brokers' 
shops  and  made  wonderful  bargain*  of  furniture.  She  cut  chintzes,  and 
covered  sofas,  and  sewed,  and  patched,  and  fitted.  She  found  a  house  and 
took  it — Milman  Street,  Guildford  Street,  opposite  the  Fondling  (as  the  dear 
little  soul  called  it),  a  most  genteel,  quiet  little  street,  "  and  quite  near  for 
me  to  come,"  she  said,  "  to  see  my  dears."  Did  she  speak  with  dry  eves  T 
Mine  moisten  sometimes  when  I  think  of  the  faith,  of  the  generosity,  of 
the  sacrifice,  of  that  devoted,  loving  creature . 

I  am  very  fond  of  Charlotte.  Her  sweetness  and  simplicity  won  all 
our  hearts  at  home.  No  wife  or  mother  ever  was  more  attached  and  affec- 
tionate ;  but  I  own  there  was  a  time  when  I  hated  her,  though  of  course 
that  highly  principled  woman,  the  wife  of  the  author  of  the  present 
memoirs,  says  that  the  statement  I  am  making  here  ia  stuff  and  nonsense, 
not  to  say  immoral  and  irreligious.  Well,  then,  I  hated  Charlotte  for  the 
horrible  eagerness  which  6he  showed  in  getting  away  from  this  Little  Sister, 
who  clung  round  those  children,  whose  first  cries  she  had  heard.  I  hated 
Charlotte  for  a  cruel  happiness  which  she  felt  as  she  hugged  the  children 
to  her  heart :  her  own  children  in  their  own  room,  whom  she  would  dress, 
and  watch,  and  wash,  and  tend ;  and  for  whom  she  wanted  no  aid.  No 
aid,  entendez  vous  ?  Oh,  it  was  a  shame,  a  shame  I  In  the  new  house,  in 
the  pleasant  little  trim  new  nursery,  (fitted  up  by  whose  fond  hands  we 
will  not  say,)  is  the  mother  glaring  over  the  cot,  where  the  little,  soft,  round 
checks  are  pillowed ;  and  yonder  in  the  rooms  in  Thornhaugh  Street, 
where  she  has  tended  them  for  two  years,  the  Little  Sister  sits  lonely,  as 
the  moonlight  streams  in.  God  help  thee,  little,  suffering,  faithful  heart  1 
Never  but  once  in  her  hTe  before  had  she  known  so  exquisite  a  pain. 

Of  course,  we  had  an  entertainment  in  the  new  house ;  and  Philip's 
friends,  old  and  new,  came  to  the  house-warming.  The  family  coach  of 
the  Ringwoods  blocked  up  that  astonished  little  street.    The  powder  on 
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their  footmen's  heads  nearly  brushed  the  ceiling,  as  the  monsters  rose 
when  the  guests  passed  in  and  out  of  the  hall.  The  Little  Sister  merely 
took  charge  of  the  tea-room.  Philip's  'library'  was  that  usual  little 
cupboard  beyond  the  dining-room.  The  little  drawing-room  was  dread- 
fully crowded  by  an  ex-nursery  piano,  which  the  Ringwoods  bestowed 
upon  their  friends ;  and  somebody  was  in  duty  bound  to  play  upon  it  on 
the  evening  of  this  soiree;  though  the  Little  Sister  chafed  down-stairs  at 
the  music.  In  fact,  her  very  words  were  "  Rat  that  piano !  "  She 
"  ratted "  the  instrument,  because  the  music  would  wake  her  little 
dears  upstairs.  And  that  music  did  wake  them  ;  and  they  howled  melo- 
diously, and  the  Little  Sister,  who  was  about  to  serve  Lady  Jane 
Trcgarvan  with  some  tea,  dashed  upstairs  to  the  nursery :  and  Charlotte 
had  reached  the  room  already :  and  she  looked  angry  when  the  Little 
Sister  came  in :  and  she  said,  "  I  am  sure,  Mrs.  Brandon,  the  people 
down-stairs  will  be  wanting  their  tea and  she  spoke  with  some  asperity. 
And  Mrs.  Brandon  went  down-stairs  without  one  word ;  and,  happening 
to  be  on  the  landing,  conversing  with  a  friend,  and  a  little  out  of  the  way 
of  the  duet  which  the  Miss  Ringwoods  were  performing — riding  their 
great  old  horse,  as  it  were,  and  putting  it  through  its  paces  in 
Mrs.  Firmin's  little  paddock  ; — happening,  I  say,  to  be  on  the  landing 
when  Caroline  passed,  I  took  a  hand  as  cold  as  stone,  and  never  saw  a 
look  of  grief  more  tragic  than  that  worn  by  her  poor  little  face  as  it 
passed.  "  My  children  cried,"  she  said,  "  and  I  went  up  to  the  nursery. 
But  she  don't  want  me  there  now."  Poor  Little  Sister  1  She  humbled 
herself  and  grovelled  before  Charlotte.  You  could  not  help  trampling 
upon  her  then,  madam  ;  and  I  hated  you — and  a  great  number  of  other 
women.  Ridley  and  I  went  down  to  her  tea-room,  where  Caroline 
resumed  her  place.  She  looked  very  nice  and  pretty,  with  her  pale 
sweet  face,  and  her  neat  cap  and  blue  ribbon.  Tortures  I  know  she 
was  suffering.  Charlotte  had  been  stabbing  her.  Women  will  use  the 
edge  sometimes,  and  drive  the  steel  in.  Charlotte  said  to  me,  some  time 
afterwards,  "  I  was  jealous  of  her,  and  you  were  right ;  and  a  dearer, 
more  faithful  creature  never  lived."  But  who  told  Charlotte  I  said  she 
was  jealous?  0  treble  bestia !  I  told  Ridley,  and  Mr.  Ridley  told 
Mr.?.  Firmin. 

If  Charlotte  stabbed  Caroline,  Caroline  could  not  help  coming  back 
again  and  again  to  the  knife.  On  Sundays,  when  she  was  free,  there  was 
always  a  place  for  her  at  Philip's  modest  table ;  and  when  Mrs.  Philip 
went  to  church,  Caroline  was  allowed  to  reign  in  the  nursery.  Sometimes 
Charlotte  was  generous  enough  to  give  Mrs.  Brandon  this  chance.  When 
Philip  took  a  house — a  whole  house  to  himself — Philip's  mother-in-law 
proposed  to  come  and  stay  with  him,  and  said  that,  wishing  to  be 
beholden  to  no  one,  she  would  pay  for  her  board  and  lodging.  But 
Philip  declined  this  treat,  representing,  justly,  that  his  present  house  was 
no  bigger  than  his  former  lodgings.  "  My  poor  love  is  dying  to  have 
me,"  Mrs.  Baynes  remarked  on  this.    "  But  her  husband  is  so  cruel  to 
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her,  and  keeps  her  under  such  terror,  that  she  dares  not  call  her  life  her 
own."  Cruel  to  her !  Charlotte  was  the  happiest  of  the  happy  in  her 
little  house.  In  consequence  of  his  parliamentary  success,  Philip  went 
regularly  to  chambers  now,  in  the  fond  hope  that  more  briefs  might 
come.  At  chambers  he  likewise  conducted  the  chief  business  of  his 
Review :  and,  at  the  accustomed  hour  of  his  return,  that  usual  little  pro- 
cession of  mother  and  child  and  nurse  would  be  seen  on  the  watch  for 
him  ;  and  the  young  woman — the  happiest  young  woman  in  Christendom 
— would  walk  back  clinging  on  her  husband's  arm. 

All  this  while  letters  came  from  Philips  dear  father  at  New  York, 
where,  it  appeared,  he  was  engaged  not  only  in  his  profession,  but  in 
various  speculations,  with  which  he  was  always  about  to  make  his  fortune. 
One  day  Philip  got  a  newspaper  advertising  a  new  insurance  company, 
and  saw,  to  his  astonishment,  the  announcement  of  "  Counsel  in  London, 
Philip  Firmin,  Esq.,  Parchment  Buildings,  Temple."  A  paternal  letter 
promised  Philip  great  fees  out  of  this  insurance  company,  but  I  never 
heard  that  poor  Philip  was  any  the  richer.  In  fact,  his  friends  advised 
him  to  have  nothing  to  do  with  this  insurance  company,  and  to  make  no 
allusion  to  it  in  his  letters.  "  They  feared  the  Danai,  and  the  gifts  they 
brought,"  as  old  Firmin  would  have  said.  They  had  to  impress  upon 
Philip  an  abiding  mistrust  of  that  wily  old  Greek,  his  father.  Firmin 
senior  always  wrote  hopefully  and  magnificently,  and  persisted  in  believing 
or  declaring  that  ere  very  long  he  should  have  to  announce  to  Philip 
that  his  fortune  was  made.  He  speculated  in  Wall  Street,  I  don't  know 
in  what  shares,  inventions,  mines,  railways.  One  day,  some  few  months 
after  his  migration  to  Milman  Street,  Philip,  blushing  and  hanging  down 
his  head,  had  to  tell  me  that  his  father  had  drawn  upon  him  again.  Had 
he  not  paid  up  his  shares  in  a  certain  mine,  they  would  have  been  for- 
feited, and  he  and  his  son  after  him  would  have  lost  a  certain  fortune, 
old  Danaus  said.  I  fear  an  artful,  a  long-bow  pulling  Danaus.  What, 
shall  a  man  have  birth,  wealth,  friends,  high  position,  and  end  so  that  we 
dare  not  leave  him  alone  in  the  room  with  our  spoons  ?  "  And  you  have 
paid  this  bill  which  the  old  man  drew  ? "  we  asked.  Yes,  Philip  had 
paid  the  bill.  He  vowed  he  would  pay  no  more.  But  it  was  not  difficult 
to  sec  that  the  doctor  would  draw  more  bills  upon  this  accommodating 
banker.  "  I  dread  the  letters  which  begin  with  a  flourish  about  the 
fortune  which  he  is  just  going  to  make,"  Philip  said.  He  knew  that  the 
old  parent  prefaced  his  demands  for  money  in  that  way. 

Mention  has  been  made  of  a  great  medical  discovery  which  he  had 
announced  to  his  correspondent,  Mrs.  Brandon,  and  by  which  the  doctor 
declared  as  usual  that  he  was  about  to  make  a  fortune.  In  New  York 
and  Boston  he  had  tried  experiments  which  had  been  attended  with  the 
most  astonishing  success.  A  remedy  was  discovered,  the  mere  sale  01 
which  in  Europe  and  America  must  bring  an  immense  revenue  to  the 
fortunate  inventors.  For  the  ladies  whom  Mrs.  Brandon  attended,  the 
remedy  was  of  priceless  value.    He  would  send  her  6ome.    His  friend, 
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Captain  Morgan,  of  the  Southampton  packet-ship,  would  bring  her  some 
of  this  astonishing  medicine.  Let  her  try  it.  Let  her  show  the  accom- 
panying cases  to  Doctor  Goodenough — to  any  of  his  brother  physicians  in 
London.  Though  himself  an  exile  from  his  country,  he  loved  it,  and 
was  proud  in  being  able  to  confer  upon  it  one  of  the  greatest  blessings 
with  which  science  had  endowed  mankind. 

Goodenough,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  had  such  a  mistrust  of  his  confrere 
that  he  chose  to  disbelieve  any  statement  Firmin  made.  "  I  don't  believe, 
my  good  Biandon,  the  fellow  has  nous  enough  to  light  upon  any  scientific 
discovery  more  useful  than  a  new  sauce  for  cutlets.  He  invent  anything 
but  fibs,  never  1 "  You  sec  this  Goodenough  is  an  obstinate  old  heathen ; 
and  when  he  has  once  found  reason  to  mistrust  a  man,  he  for  ever  after 
declines  to  believe  him. 

However,  the  doctor  is  a  man  for  ever  on  the  look-out  for  more  know- 
ledge of  his  profession,  and  for  more  remedies  to  benefit  mankind  :  he 
hummed  and  ha'd  over  the  pamphlet,  as  the  Little  Sister  sat  watching 
him  in  his  study.  He  clapped  it  down  after  a  while,  and  slapped  his 
hands  on  his  little  legs  as  his  wont  is.  "  Brandon,"  he  says,  "  I  think 
there  is  a  great  deal  in  it,  and  I  think  so  the  more  because  it  turns  out 
that  Firmin  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  discovery,  which  has  been  made 
at  Boston."  In  fact,  Dr.  Firmin,  late  of  London,  had  only  been  present 
in  the  Boston  hospital,  where  the  experiments  were  made  with  the  new 
remedy.  He  had  cried  "  Halves,"  and  proposed  to  sell  it  as  a  secret 
remedy,  and  the  bottle  which  he  forwarded  to  our  friend  the  Little  Sister 
was  labelled  "  Firmin's  Anodyne."  "What  Firmin  did,  indeed,  was  what 
he  had  been  in  the  habit  of  doing.  He  had  taken  another  man's  property, 
and  was  endeavouring  to  make  a  flourish  with  it.  The  Little  Sister 
returned  home,  then,  with  her  bottle  of  Chloroform — for  this  was  what 
Dr.  Firmin  chose  to  call  his  discovery,  and  he  had  sent  home  a  specimen 
of  it ;  as  he  sent  home  a  cask  of  petroleum  from  Virginia ;  as  he 
sent  proposals  for  new  railways  upon  which  he  promised  Philip  a 
munificent  commission,  if  his  son  could  but  place  the  Bhares  amongst 
bis  friends. 

And  with  regard  to  these  valuables,  the  sanguine  doctor  got  to  believe 
that  he  really  was  endowing  his  son  with  large  sums  of  money.  "  My 
boy  has  set  up  a  house,  and  has  a  wife  and  two  children,  the  young 
jackanapes  !"  he  would  say  to  people  in  New  York;  "as  if  he  had  not 
been  extravagant  enough  in  former  days  !  When  I  married,  I  had  private 
means,  and  married  a  nobleman's  niece  with  a  large  fortune.  Neither 
of  these  two  young  folks  has  a  penny.  ■  Well,  well,  the  old  father  must 
help  them  as  well  as  he  can  ! "  And  I  am  told  there  were  ladies  who 
dropped  the  tear  of  sensibility,  and  said,  "  What  a  fond  father  this  doctor 
is !  How  he  sacrifices  himself  for  that  scapegrace  of  a  son !  Think 
of  the  dear  doctor  at  his  age,  toiling  cheerfully  for  that  young  man,  who 
helped  to  ruin  bim !  "  And  Firmin  sighed  ;  and  passed  a  beautiful  white 
handkerchief  over  hia  eyes  with  a  beautiful  white  hand ;  and,  I  believe, 
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really  cried ;  and  thought  himself  quite  a  good,  affectionate,  injured  man. 
He  held  the  plate  at  Church ;  he  looked  very  handsome  and  tall,  and 
bowed  with  a  charming  melancholy  grace  to  the  ladies  as  they  put  in 
their  contributions.  The  dear  man !  His  plate  was  fuller  than  other 
people's — so  a  traveller  told  us  who  saw  him  in  New  York ;  and  described 
a  very  choice  dinner  which  the  doctor  gave  to  a  few  friends,  at  one  of  the 
smartest  hotels  just  then  opened. 

With  all  the  Little  Sister's  good  management  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Philip 
were  only  able  to  instal  themselves  in  their  new  house  at  a  considerable 
expense,  and  beyond  that  great  Ringwood  piano  which  swaggered  in 
Philip's  little  drawing-room,  I  am  constrained  to  say  that  there  was 
scarce  any  furniture  at  all.  One  of  the  railway  accounts  was  not  paid  as 
yet,  and  poor  Philip  could  not  feed  upon  mere  paper  promises  to  pay. 
Nor  was  he  inclined  to  accept  the  offers  of  private  friends,  who  were 
willing  enough  to  be  his  bankers.  "  One  in  a  family  is  enough  for  that 
kind  of  business,"  he  said,  gloomily;  and  it  came  out  that  again  and 
again  the  interesting  exile  at  New  York  who  was  deploring  his  son's 
extravagance  and  foolish  marriage,  had  drawn  bills  upon  Philip  which 
our  friend  accepted  and  paid — bills,  who  knows  to  what  amount?  He 
has  never  told ;  and  the  engaging  parent  who  robbed  him — must  I  use  a 
word  so  unpolite  ? — will  never  now  tell  to  what  extent  he  helped  himself 
to  Philip's  small  means.  This  I  know,  that  when  autumn  came— when 
September  was  past — we  in  our  cosy  little  retreat  at  the  seaside  received 
a  letter  from  the  Little  Sister,  in  her  dear  little  bad  spelling,  (about  which 
there  used  to  be  somehow  a  pathos  which  the  very  finest  writing  does  not 
possess ;) — there  came,  I  say,  a  letter  from  the  Little  Sister  in  which  she 
told  us,  with  many  dashes,  that  dear  Mrs.  Philip  and  the  children  were 
pining  and  sick  in  London,  and  1  that  Philip,  he  had  too  much  pride  and 
spent  to  take  money  from  any  one  ;  that  Mr.  Trcgarvan  was  away  travel- 
ling on  the  continent,  and  that  wretch — that  monster,  you  know  who— 
have  drawn  upon  Philip  again  for  money,  and  again  he  have  paid,  and  the 
dear,  dear  children  can't  have  fresh  air.' 

"  Did  she  tell  you,"  said  Philip,  brushing  his  hands  across  his  eyes 
when  a  friend  came  to  remonstrate  with  him,  "  did  she  tell  you  that  she 
brought  me  money  herself,  but  we  would  not  use  it  ?  Look !  I  have  her 
little  marriage  gift  yonder  in  my  desk,  and  pray  God  I  shall  be  able  to 
leave  it  to  my  children.  The  feet  is,  the  doctor  has  drawn  upon  me,  as 
usual ;  he  is  going  to  make  a  fortune  next  week.  I  have  paid  another  hill 
of  his.  The  parliamentary  agents  are  out  of  town,  at  their  moors  in  Scot- 
land, I  suppose.  The  air  of  Russell  Square  is  uncommonly  wholesome, 
and  when  the  babies  have  had  enough  of  that,  why,  they  must  change  it 
for  Brunswick  Square.  Talk  about  the  country !  what  country  can  be 
more  quiet  than  Guildford  Street  in  September  ?  I  stretch  out  of  a  morn- 
ing, and  breathe  tho  mountain-air  on  Ludgate  Hill."  And  with  those 
dismal  pleasantries  and  jokes  our  friend  chose  to  put  a  good  face  upon 
bad  fortune.  The  kinsmen  of  Ring  wood  offered  hospitality  kindly  enough. 
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but  how  was  poor  Philip  to  pay  railway  expenses  for  servants,  babies,  and 
wife  ?  In  this  strait  Tregarvan  from  abroad,  having  found  out  some  mons- 
trous design  of  Ru&>  of  the  Great  Power  of  which  he  stood  in  daily  terror, 

and  which,  as  we  are  in  strict  amity  with  that  Power,  no  other  Power  shall 
induce  me  to  name — Tregarvan  wrote  to  his  editor,  and  communicated  to  him 
in  confidence  a  most  prodigious  and  nefarious  plot  against  the  liberties  of  all 
the  rest  of  Europe,  in  which  the  Power  in  question  was  engaged,  and  in  a 
postscript  added,  "By  the  way,  the  Michaelmas  quarter  is  due,  and  I  send 
you  a  cheque,"  &c.  &c,    O  precious  postscript  1 

"  Didn't  I  tell  you  it  would  be  so  ?"  said  my  wife,  with  a  self-satisfied 
air.   "  Was  I  not  certain  that  succour  would  come  ?  " 

And  succour  did  come,  sure  enough ;  and  a  very  happy  little  party 
went  down  to  Brighton  in  a  second-class  carriage,  and  got  an  extraor- 
dinarily cheap  lodging,  and  the  roses  came  back  to  the  little  pale  cheeks, 
and  mamma  was  wonderfully  invigorated  and  refreshed,  as  all  her  friends 
could  have  seen  when  the  little  family  came  back  to  town,  only  there  was 
such  a  thick  dun  fog  that  it  was  impossible  to  see  complexions  at  all. 

When  the  shooting  season  was  come  to  an  end,  the  parliamentary 
agents  who  had  employed  Philip,  came  back  to  London ;  and,  I  am  happy 
to  say,  gave  him  a  cheque  for  his  little  account.  My  wife  cried,  "  Did  I 
not  tell  you  so?"  more  than  ever.  "Is  not  every  thing  for  the  best? 
lknew  dear  Philip  would  prosper  1 " 

Everything  was  for  the  best,  was  it  ?  Philip  was  sure  to  prosper, 
was  he  ?  What  do  you  think  of  the  next  news  which  the  poor  fellow 
brought  to  us  ?  One  night  in  December  he  came  to  us,  and  I  saw  by  his 
&ce  that  some  event  of  importance  had  befallen  him. 

*'  I  am  almost  heart-broken,"  he  said,  thumping  on  the  table  when  the 
young  ones  had  retreated  from  it.  "  I  don't  know  what  to  do.  I  have 
not  told  you  all.  I  have  paid  four  bills  for  him  already,  and  now  he  has 
 he  has  signed  my  name." 

"  Who  has  ?  " 

"  He  at  New  York.  You  know,"  said  poor  Philip.  "  I  tell  you  he 
has  put  my  name  on  a  bill,  and  without  my  authority." 

"  Gracious  Heavens !  You  mean  your  father  has  for  I  could  not 

toy  the  word." 

"  Yes,"  groaned  Philip.  "  Here  is  a  letter  from  him ; "  and  he  handed 
4  letter  across  the  table  in  the  doctor's  well-known  handwriting. 

"Dearest  Philip,"  the  father  wrote,  "  a  sad  misfortune  has  befallen  me, 
*Uch  I  had  hoped  to  conceal,  or  at  any  rate,  to  avert  from  my  dear  son. 
For  you,  Philip,  are  a  participator  in  that  misfortune  through  the  im- 
prudence—must I  say  it?— of  your  father.  Would  I  had  struck  off  the 
aand  which  has  done  the  deed,  ere  it  had  been  done  1  But  the  fault  has 
ta^n  wings  and  ilown  out  of  my  reach.  Imtneritus,  dear  boy,  you  have 
to  suffer  for  the  ddicta  Ah,  that  a  father  should  have  to  own 

k>«  fault;  to  kneel  and  ask  pardon  of  his  son  I 

"I  am  engaged  in  many  speculations.    Some  have  succeeded  beyond 
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my  wildest  hopes :  some  have  taken  in  the  most  rational,  the  most  pru- 
dent, the  least  sanguiao  of  our  capitalists  in  Wall  Street,  and  promising 
the  greatest  results  have  ended  in  the  most  extreme  failure  !  To  meet  a 
call  in  an  undertaking  which  seemed  to  offer  the  most  certain  prospects 
of  success,  which  seemed  to  promise  a  fortune  for  me  and  my  boy,  and 
your  dear  children,  I  put  in  amongst  other  securities  which  I  had  to 
realize  on  a  sudden,  a  bill,  on  which  I  used  your  name.  I  dated  it  as 
drawn  six  months  back  by  me  at  New  York,  on  you  at  Parchment  Build- 
ings, Temple  ;  and  I  wrote  your  acceptance,  as  though  the  signature  were 
yours.  I  give  myself  up  to  you.  I  tell  you  what  1  have  done.  Make 
the  matter  public.    Give  my  confession  to  the  world,  as  here  I  write,  and 

sign  it,  and  your  father  is  branded  for  ever  to  the  world  as  a  Spare 

me  the  word  1 

"  As  I  live,  as  I  hope  for  your  forgiveness,  long  ere  that  bill  became 
due — it  is  at  five  months'  date,  for  38G7.  4$.  8J.  value  received,  and 
dated  from  the  Temple,  on  the  4th  of  July — I  passed  it  to  one  who  pro- 
mised to  keep  it  until  I  myself  should  redeem  it !  The  commission  which 
he  charged  me  was  enormous,  rascally ;  and  not  content  with  the  immense 
interest  which  he  extorted  from  me,  the  scoundrel  has  passed  the  bill 
away,  and  it  is  in  Europe,  in  the  hands  of  an  enemy. 

"  You  remember  Tufton  Hunt?  Yes.  You  most  justly  chastised  him. 
The  wretch  lately  made  his  detested  appearance  in  this  city,  associated 
with  the  lowest  of  the  base,  and  endeavoured  to  resume  his  old  practice  of 
threats,  cajoleries,  and  extortions  !  In  a  fatal  hour  the  villain  heard  of 
the  bill  of  which  I  have  warned  you.  lie  purchased  it  from  the  gambler, 
to  whom  it  had  been  passed.  As  New  York  was  speedily  too  hot  to  hold 
him  (for  the  unhappy  man  has  even  left  me  to  pay  his  hotel  score)  he  has 
fled— and  fled  to  Europe— taking  with  him  that  fatal  bill,  which  he  says 
he  knows  you  will  pay.  Ah  1  dear  Philip,  if  that  bill  were  but  once  out 
of  the  wretch's  hands  !  What  sleepless  hours  of  agony  should  I  be  spared  ! 
I  pray  you,  I  implore  you,  make  every  sacrifice  to  meet  it !  You  will  not 
disown  it  ?  No.  As  you  have  children  of  your  own — as  you  love  them 
— you  would  not  willingly  let  them  leave  a  dishonoured 

"  Fatiier." 

"  I  have  a  share  in  a  great  medical  discovery,  regarding  which  I  have 
written  to  our  friend,  Mrs.  Brandon,  and  which  is  sure  to  realize  an  im- 
mense profit,  as  introduced  into  England  by  a  physician  so  well  knowu — 
may  I  not  say  professionally  ?  respected  as  myself.  The  very  first  profits 
resulting  from  that  discovery  I  promise,  on  my  honour,  to  devote  to  you. 
They  will  very  soon  far  more  than  repay  the  loss  which  my  imprudence 
has  brought  on  my  dear  boy.  Farewell  1  Love  to  your  wife  and 
little  ones. — G.  B.  F." 
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The  credit  obtained  by  the  professors  of  spirit-rapping,  table-turning,  and 
other  arts  of  the  same  kind  amongst  the  rich,  and  by  fortune-tellers, 
astrologers,  and  reputed  witches  amongst  the  poor,  has  lately  been  made 
the  occasion  of  complaints  more  well-founded  than  consistent.  When 
some  trial  at  the  assizes  calls  attention  to  the  fact  that  poor  people  still 
put  a  considerable  degree  of  faith  in  wise  women  and  planet-rulers,  we 
are  sure  to  read  numerous  leading  articles  denouncing  the  gross  ignorance 
which  still  pervades  large  sections  of  the  population,  and  declaring  that 
nothing  can  deliver  us  from  the  scandal  of  hearing  of  servants  and 
labourers  cheated  out  of  their  savings  by  the  tricks  of  a  gipsy  except 
the  spread  of  education.  It  is  by  no  means  uncommon  to  sec  in  other 
parts  of  the  same  paper  what  may  almost  be  described  as  puffs  of  some 
ingenious  Yankee  who  is  ready  to  gratify  the  curiosity  of  all  the  lords, 
ladies,  and  eminent  statesmen  in  London  about  the  condition  of  the  spirits 
of  their  deceased  friends  and  relations,  at  the  charge  of  a  guinea  a  head. 
Want  of  education  cannot  surely  be  the  condition  which  enables  such  men 
as  Mr.  Home  or  Mr.  Forster  to  reip  tlu  ir  harvest.  Those  upon  whom 
they  practise  have  generally  had  every  advantage  which  wealth  and 
teaching  can  give;  yet  all  these  advantages  do  not  protect  them  from 
placing  confidence  in  pretensions  immeasurably  higher  and  bolder  than 
those  by  which  a  white  witch  or  a  gipsy-woman  imposes  on  an  ignorant 
day  labourer  or  a  mechanic.  Nor  is  this  all.  Experience  proves  that 
other  precautions  which  it  might  have  been  supposed  would  have  been 
at  least  as  effectual  as  education  against  such  delusions  are  in  reality  oi 
little  power.  It  might  have  been  supposed  that  the  whole  atmosphere, 
social,  intellectual,  and  religious,  of  the  United  States  was  irreconcilably 
opposed  to  the  spread  of  superstition.  The  world  does  not  contain  a  more 
shrewd,  active,  practical  population  than  that  of  the  States,  nor  one  in 
which  the  general  level  of  sound  education  stands  so  high  ;  yet  the  believers 
in  spirit-rapping  are  counted  in  America  by  millions,  and  their  belief  is 
practical  as  well  as  speculative,  for  it  seems  to  exercise  a  considerable 
degree  of  influence  over  the  conduct  of  those  who  hold  it. 

Such  facts  as  these  inevitably  raise  the  question,  What  is  the  nature 
and  source  of  superstition?  If  people  of  high  education,  and  large 
sections  of  the  shrewdest  and  most  business-like  nation  in  the  world,  give 
way  to  it,  can  it  be  a  folly  ?  If  so,  on  what  grounds  are  the  mass  of  man- 
kind entitled,  even  called  upon,  to  regard  it  in  that  light  ?  Considering 
the  success  of  Messrs.  Home  and  Forster  on  this  side  of  the  Atlantic, 
and  the  still  greater  success  of  their  brethren  on  the  other  side,  what  right 
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has  any  one  to  denounce  their  practices  as  impostures,  and  the  belief  in 
them  as  folly  ?  If,  on  the  other  hand,  Mr.  Home  is  not  a  mere  charlatan,  if 
he  really  is  in  connection  with  the  spiritual  world,  and  is  bond  Jide  able  to 
open  a  communication  with  it,  what  right  have  we  to  object  to  the  wise 
women  and  planet-rulers  ?  If  at  the  command  of  a  well-dressed  and 
well-mannered  American,  chairs  and  tables  will  skip  like  ram6,  and 
ottomans  like  young  sheep,  why  may  not  a  gipsy  be  telling  the  literal 
truth  when  she  persuades  a  servant-girl  that  by  burying  forty  sovereigns 
of  her  master's  in  an  old  flower-pot  in  the  corner  of  the  garden  she  may 
secure  the  advent  of  a  husband  in  the  shape  of  a  young  nobleman,  owning 
half  the  country,  and  driving  up  to  the  door  in  a  gilt  coach,  drawn  by  six 
cream-coloured  horses  ?  The  one  fact  is  not  a  bit  less  like  our  previous 
experience  than  the  other ;  nor  does  the  circumstance  that  the  American 
looks  like  a  conventional  gentleman,  whilst  the  gipsy  is  a  mere  picturesque 
vagabond,  make  any  real  difference  in  their  relative  credibility.  Some 
imaginations  may  incline  to  the  supposition  that  disembodied  spirits 
favour  the  swell-mob ;  others  may  find  it  easier  to  believe  that  they  prefer 
the  pickpocket  of  common  life :  the  substantial  difficulty  is  in  admitting 
their  existence  and  interference  at  all  in  our  affairs.  When  this  is  once 
overcome,  it  is  comparatively  easy  to  submit  to  the  authority  of  the  par- 
ticular person  whom  they  select  as  the  channel  of  their  revelations. 

These  observations  suggest  the  questions  —  "Whether  sensible  men 
usually  apply  the  word  Superstition  correctly,  and  are  justified  in  the 
contempt  which  they  express  for  the  opinions  and  practices  which  they 
describe  by  that  name;  and  whether,  if  they  are,  the  prevalence  of 
superstition  amongst  sensible  and  educated  people  can  be  explained  ? 

It  is  impossible  to  give  any  precise  definition  of  the  sense  in  which 
the  word  Superstition  is  generally  used,  inasmuch  as  its  signification 
varies;  but  the  commonest  usage  of  the  word  is  to  denote  a  belief  in  the 
direct  interference  in  the  ordinary  course  of  events  of  reasonable  creatures 
other  than  men  and  women,  unless  a  belief  in  such  interferences  forms 
part  of  a  religion  which  the  person  using  the  word  affirms  to  be  true. 
Thus  Christians  would  not  call  a  belief  in  the  miracles  recorded  in 
Scripture  a  superstition,  because  they  believe  Christianity  to  be  true,  and 
a  belief  in  the  truth  of  these  miracles  to  be  a  part  of  it;  but  Protestants 
would  call  a  belief  in  the  miracle  of  the  blood  of  Januarius  a  superstition, 
because  they  believe  the  system  of  which  it  forms  a  part  to  be  false.  This 
account  of  the  meaning  of  the  word  Superstition  may  appear,  at  first  sight, 
not  to  account  for  its  application  to  such  beliefs  as  a  belief  in  omens, 
dreams,  lucky  and  unlucky  days,  or  words  and  the  like  ;  but,  upon  con- 
sideration, the  connection  between  them  will  become  apparent.  All  such 
beliefs  spring  from  the  same  root — the  notion  that  some  person  belonging 
to  a  different  sphere  of  creation  from  ourselves  affixes  an  arbitrary  value 
to  some  circumstance  which  would  otherwise  be  (in  the  etymological  sense 
of  the  word)  insignificant  or  unmeaning.  For  instance,  the  notion  that  a 
sudden  impression  on  the  mind  that  something  will  happen  is  a  proof  that 
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it  will  happen,  can  be  justified  only  on  the  theory  (by  which  it  is  in  point 
of  fact  almost  always  suggested)  that  some  being,  friendly  or  otherwise, 
has  taken  this  mode  of  giving  information  beforehand. 

If  this  meaning  is  attached  to  the  word  Superstition,  are  those  who  use 
it  justified  in  treating  with  contempt  the  practices  and  opinions  which  it 
denotes  ?  They  usually  display  their  contempt  for  them  by  refusing  to 
inquire  further  into  the  truth  of  any  opinion,  or  the  propriety  of  any 
practice,  which  they  find  to  involve  such  a  belief ;  and  the  question  is, 
whether  or  not  this  conduct  is  wise.  It  may  be  desirable,  in  the  first 
place,  to  notice  shortly  the  arguments  of  those  who  think  that  it  is  not. 
BoHwell  attributes  to  Johnson  the  assertion  that  all  argument  is  opposed 
to  a  belief  in  apparitions,  and  that  all  experience  is  in  its  favour  ;  and  it 
may  be,  and  often  is  said,  if  experience,  on  which  all  our  belief  ultimately 
reposes,  is  in  favour  of  an  opinion,  why  are  we  to  reject  it  ?  Are  we  to 
shut  our  minds  against  every  opinion  which  is  startling  or  unpopular? 
If  so,  how  can  we  justify  any  of  the  great  changes  of  opinion  which  have 
taken  place  in  modern  times  with  so  much  general  advantage  ?  Has  not 
almost  every  department  of  life  and  knowledge  been  improved  and  enlarged 
by  changes  of  which  some,  at  least,  were  based  upon  propositions  at  first 
sight  more  startling  than  those  which  are  involved  in  the  belief  that  other 
races  of  intelligent  beings  beside  our  own  take  part  occasionally  in 
human  affairs?  Is  it  not  the  more  rational  course  to  keep  our  minds  open 
to  conviction,  and  not  to  decide  peremptorily  that  a  whole  class  of  asser- 
tions is  untrue,  when,  for  aught  we  know  to  the  contrary,  they  may  turn 
out  to  contain  truths  of  the  greatest  importance  ?  This  is  the  most  plau- 
sible and  rational  form  in  which  a  defender  of  superstitions  can  embody 
his  protest  against  the  verdict  which  the  common  sense  of  mankind  has 
passed  upon  his  cause. 

Of  course  the  first  and  most  obvious  answer  to  it  is,  that  it  is  false  in 
fact ;  that  experience  is  not  in  favour  of  the  opinions  in  question ;  and 
that  the  facts  alleged  as  proof  that  it  is  are  untrue.  This  answer  is  pro- 
bably true,  and  certainly  relevant;  but  it  is  one  which  few  people  are 
entitled  to  give,  for  the  simple  reason  that  they  have  never  examined,  and 
never  intend  to  examine,  the  alleged  facts  propounded  by  the  advocates  of 
superstition.  They  do  not  derive  their  incredulity  from  experience,  but 
receive  the  allegations  which  would  go  to  make  up  experience  with  incre- 
dulity. They  disbelieve  the  assertion  that  a  picture  of  the  Virgin  winked, 
or  that  Mr.  Home  flew  round  the  ceiling  of  the  room,  not  because  they 
are  dissatisfied  with  the  evidence,  but  because  they  are  previously  deter- 
mined that  no  evidence  whatever  shall  convince  them  of  the  fact;  and  the 
question  is  whether  this  conduct  is  reasonable,  and  if  so,  upon  what 
grounds.  The  question  is  by  no  means  an  easy  one,  though,  perhaps, 
there  is  no  better  test  of  the  specific  difference  between  those  who  are  and 
those  who  are  not  men  of  sense,  than  the  degree  of  energy  and  real  con- 
viction with  which  it  is  answered  in  the  affirmative.  It  is  of  the  highest 
importance  that  every  reasonable  man  should  utterly  repudiate  supersti- 
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tion  in  all  its  forms,  and  though  most  people  are  willing  enough  to  do  so 
in  practice,  notwithstanding  the  sneaking  kindness  which  is  occasionally 
betrayed  for  it)  comparatively  few  are  acquainted  with  the  reasons  on 
which  their  repudiation  of  it  must  stand.  It  is,  therefore,  worth  while  to 
draw  out  into  shape  the  arguments  by  which  the  half-instinctive  judgment 
on  the  subject,  usually  given  so  emphatically,  may  be  defended. 

It  is  curious  to  observe  how  few  people  act  upon  the  principle  that  the 
formation  of  their  opinions  is  a  matter  of  practical  importance,  and  that 
like  other  practical  undertakings  it  ought  to  be  conducted  with  a  view  to 
existing  circumstances.  It  is  an  all  but  universal  error  to  confound 
together  the  two  distinct  questions,  "  What  ought  /  to  believe  on  this 
subject  ?  "  and,  "  What  is  the  truth  on  this  subject  ?  "  and  probably  nine 
tenths  of  the  mistakes  which  are  made  in  life  may  be  traced  to  this 
confusion.  It  is  no  doubt  perfectly  true  that  we  can  never  get  beyond 
our  own  opinions,  and  that  from  the  very  nature  of  the  world  in  which 
we  live  they,  and  nothing  else,  must  always  he  the  guides  of  our  conduct 
in  reference  to  every  subject  whatever.  If  we  determine  to  follow  the 
directions  of  a  guide  whom  we  suppose  to  be  infallible  (which  is  probably 
the  nearest  approach  to  an  abdication  of  our  own  personality  that  we  can 
make),  we  are  still  guided  by  our  own  opinion  that  our  guide  is  infallible; 
and  the  only  difference  is,  that  we  are  less  frequently  reminded  of  the 
existence  of  our  intellect  than  we  should  be  if  we  used  it  more  frequently 
or  with  greater  independence.  It  is  also  perfectly  true  that  an  immensely 
wide  and  various  experience  proves  that  to  believe  what  is  true  is  the 
only  way  to  be  happy  or  successful,  and  that  a  belief  in  falsehood,  what- 
ever it  be — a  false  religion,  a  false  system  of  law  and  medicine,  or  a  falae 
view  of  the  spelling-book  or  the  multiplication-table — sooner  or  later 
leads  to  nothing  but  confusion,  loss,  and  vexation. 

From  these  two  principles,  which,  though  self-evident  when  stated,  are 
constantly  overlooked,  it  is  easy  to  infer  that  the  question,  "  What  ought 
I  to  believe?"  is  identical  with  the  question,  "What  is  true?"  but  the 
inference  is  hasty  and  incorrect.  The  "  I "  who  is  to  believe,  is  in  all 
cases  a  person  placed  under  the  strictest  and  most  inexorable  limitations 
in  a  thousand  different  ways.  We  are  limited  in  regard  to  time,  space, 
period,  country,  intellectual  capacity,  and  a  thousand  other  things  ;  and 
these  general  limitations  affect  all  our  undertakings  in  some  way  or  other, 
but  none  more  than  the  formation  of  our  opinions.  If  we  were  free  from 
all  the  restrictions  which  the  narrow  circles  of  life  impose  upon  us,  it 
would  probably  be  perfectly  true  that  nothing  but  truth  in  all  its  in- 
tegrity ought  to  be  the  object  of  our  opinions.  We  should  believe  about 
everything  whatever  that  which  was  true,  and  our  thoughts  would  corre- 
spond precisely  with  that  which  excited  them.  Limited  and  confined  as 
we  are,  this  is  impossible.  We  are  tied  down  to  certain  parts  of  truth  and 
to  certain  modes  of  arriving  at  it.  There  are  endless  subjects  on  which  we 
are  altogether  ignorant.  There  are,  in  all  probability,  ways  of  obtaining 
knowledge  which  lie  altogether  beyond  our  experience.    In  proportion, 
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therefore,  to  the  degree  in  which  we  estimate  the  importance  of  truth,  we 
fthall  be  strict  in  constructing  our  opinions  by  the  means  which  experi- 
ence points  out  as  being  those  by  which  the  largest  proportion  of  important 
truth  is  obtained.  Moreover,  when  we  have  formed  our  opinions  as 
carefully  as  we  can,  the  same  considerations  will  induce  us  to  be  tenacious 
in  retaining  them,  and  indisposed  to  lay  them  aside,  unless  the  same 
sort  of  considerations  which  led  us  to  form  leads  us  to  change  them. 
By  the  supposition  we  look  upon  them  as  partial  and  incomplete,  but  they 
are  all  we  have — they  have  been  obtained  by  the  best  means  which  we 
construct.  When  acting  upon  them,  we  are  still,  it  may  be,  travelling  in 
the  dark ;  but  we  are  at  least  travelling  upon  consistent  and  intelligible 
principles,  and  in  a  more  or  less  definite  direction  ;  but  if  they  are  cast 
aside,  everything  is  gone ;  we  are  no  longer  thinking,  but  guessing  ;  we 
are  vagabonds,  and  not  travellers. 

What,  then,  is  the  mode  in  which,  experience  being  the  test,  we  are 
most  likely  to  acquire  a  maximum  of  truth  ?  This  differs  in  different 
cases.  In  some  instances  the  common  opinion  of  those  amongst  whom  we 
live  is  the  best  guide  we  can  have.  This,  for  example,  is  the  case  in 
regard  to  simple  facts  of  general  notoriety  in  which  people  have  no  motive 
to  deceive.  Suppose,  for  example,  a  man  wishes  to  know  the  way  from 
Harrow  to  London,  or  vice  versd.  If  a  number  of  different  people  all 
agree  in  pointing  out  a  particular  road,  the  probability  that  they  are 
telling  the  truth  is  so  great  that  any  one  would  act  upon  it  without  hesi- 
tation, if  his  life  depended  on  his  being  correct.  So  the  fact  that  scores 
of  people  agree  that  the  specific  collection  of  streets  and  houses  in  which 
they  are  living  constitute  the  city  of  Oxford,  would  be  the  best  possible 
proof  that  that  town  really  was  Oxford,  and  no  other.  There  are  other 
points  on  which  special  professional  knowledge  is  the  best  evidence  which 
can  be  obtained.  For  example,  if  a  man  is  ill,  he  goes  to  a  doctor;  if  he 
is  served  with  a  writ,  he  goes  to  a  lawyer  ;  if  he  wants  to  build  a 
house,  he  goes  to  an  architect.  This  is  because  certain  departments  of 
knowledge  have  been  collected,  as  it  were,  into  particular  receptacles, 
with  the  contents  of  which  only  a  certain  number  of  people,  set  apart 
for  that  purpose,  are  femiliar.  The  degree  of  deference  which  is  paid 
to  the  members  of  a  particular  profession,  in  their  own  art,  and  the 
degree  of  respect  which  is  due  to  the  opinion  of  individual  members  of 
the  profession,  vary  according  to  the  standing  of  the  profession  itself,  and 
according  to  the  impression  made  by  the  individual  member  of  it  on 
the  person  who  consults  him.  For  example,  three  hundred  years  ago  a 
man  of  sense  would  probably  have  paid  infinitely  less  respect  to  the 
opinion  of  a  medical  man  than  he  would  give  in  the  present  day,  and  even 
now  he  would  attribute  greater  authority  to  surgical  than  to  medical 
opinions. 

Between  the  common  knowledge  which  is  the  property  of  all  the  world, 
and  the  scientific  knowledge  which  is  the  exclusive  possession  of  a  special 
class  set  apart  for  the  purpose,  lies  a  large  province,  in  which  it  is  infinitely 


Digitized  by  Google 


542 


SUPERSTITION. 


more  difficult  to  say  what  guide  a  man  ought  to  choose  who  wishes  to  believe 
a  maximum  of  truth  and  a  minimum  of  error.  How  ought  we,  for  example, 
keeping  this  object  in  view,  to  form  our  opinions  in  politics,  in  matters  of 
honour  and  morality,  in  matters  which  concern  the  conduct  of  life,  in  short, 
in  everything  which  is  neither  matter  of  notoriety  nor  matter  of  science ; 
and  how  are  we  to  form  our  opinion  as  to  what  is  and  what  is  not  matter 
of  notoriety  or  of  science  ?  To  answer  this  question  completely  Would  be 
to  write  a  treatise  on  all  human  knowledge.  Probably  it  will  never  be 
answered  completely,  but  every  one  who  cares  to  do  so  may,  if  he  pleasea, 
Dbtain  answers  on  detached  parts  of  the  subject.  The  principal  interest  of 
Ihe  inquiry  into  the  way  in  which  a  wise  man  would  regulate  his  thoughts 
on  superstition  arises  from  the  fact  that  it  furnishes  an  excellent  illustration 
of  the  way  in  which  such  opinions  ought  to  be  formed. 

What,  then,  are  the  reasons  on  which  a  wise  man  would  reject  as 
incredible,  and  without  inquiry  into  the  facts,  all  supernatural  stories? 
In  the  first  place,  he  would  consider  what  department  of  knowledge  they 
belonged  to,  and  what  was  the  best  evidence  as  to  matters  included  in 
that  department.  This  is  a  necessary  preliminary  to  submitting  them  to 
the  test  which  is  appropriate  to  the  class  to  which  they  belong.  To  what 
class,  then,  might  supernatural  stories  be  referred  ?  This  will  depend  on 
a  question  of  great  importance,  which  can  only  be  glanced  at  here  in  the 
most  transient  manner.  They  may  or  may  not  be  connected  with  a 
recognized  religion ;  and  as  this  is  or  is  not  the  case  they  will  belong  to 
different  classes.  First,  suppose  that  they  are.  In  this  case  their  credit  will 
depend  on  two  circumstances,  the  degree  of  credit  due  to  the  religion  with 
which  they  are  connected,  and  the  degree  and  mode  in  which  they  are 
.  connected  with  it.  The  question  how  men  ought  to  be  guided  in  forming 
their  religious  opinions,  is  infinitely  too  wide  and  solemn  for  these  pages ; 
but  assuming  that  a  man  has  some  religious  convictions,  and  has  been  led, 
no  matter  how,  to  believe  in  the  truth  of  some  religious  doctrines,  he  no 
doubt  has  introduced  a  supernatural  element  into  his  belief,  and  he  must 
not  shrink  from  believing  in  the  truth  of  particular  facts  shown  to  be  con- 
nected in  principle  with  his  religious  belief,  and  supported  by  positive 
evidence.  No  one  would  say  that  a  theist  was  superstitious  who  enter- 
tained the  question  whether  in  fact  the  miraculous  incidents  of  the  Christian 
creed  had  taken  place.  It  would  be  unfair,  on  the  other  hand,  to  say  that  an 
atheist  was  incredulous  if  he  refused  to  discuss  the  subject,  on  the  ground 
that  his  atheism  rendered  it  immaterial  to  him  whether  or  not  certain  strange 
events  happened  long  ago.  This  distinction  is  old  and  well  recognized, 
and  forms  the  basis  of  Paley's  answer  to  Hume's  Essay  on  Miracles.  So 
a  Protestant  might  fairly  refuse  to  enter  upon  the  question  of  the  truth,  in 
point  of  fact,  of  Roman  Catholic  miracles,  because  he  denies  the  principles 
on  which  they  are  affirmed  to  be  credible;  but  it  would  be  otherwise 
with  a  Roman  Catholic,  unless,  indeed,  he  thought  that  his  creed  had  no 
connection  with  them,  and  did  not  in  any  way  depend  upon  or  refer  to 
them, 
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Suppose,  however,  that — as  usually  happens— the  supernatural  stories 
in  question  have  no  connection  with  any  religion  whatever,  to  what 
department  of  opinion  does  belief  or  disbelief  of  them  belong  in  that  case  ? 
It  does  not  belong  to  the  department  of  opinions  respecting  notorious 
lacts,  for  it  is  of  the  essence  of  such  stories  that  they  should  be  strange 
and  almost  unexampled  ;  nor  do  they  belong  to  the  department  of  science, 
for  no  one  has  ever  claimed  to  reduce  them  to  order  and  system.  They 
are  mere  unconnected  matters  of  fact.  The  fact  that  a  ghost  appeared  to 
a  man  aud  said  Good-morning  is,  if  true,  a  fact  standing  as  much  by  itself 
aa  the  fact  that  on  a  particular  bush  there  is  a  prodigious  gooseberry,  or 
that  the  Countess  of  Desmond  had  365  children ;  and  it  may  be  asked 
whether  there  are  any  general  rules  at  all  about  belief  in  matters  of  fact 
— whether  it  is  not  universally  true  that  our  belief  in  matters  of  fact 
depends  exclusively  upon  the  evidence  of  our  own  senses,  or  the  evidence 
which  other  people  give  us  as  to  the  impressions  made  on  their  senses. 
This  question  is  important,  and  the  answer  to  it  is  far  from  being  gene- 
rally well  understood ;  indeed  it  involves  several  important  and  intricate 
considerations. 

The  statement  that  any  alleged  fact  is  incredible,  and  that  a  wise  man 
ought  to  refuse  to  hear  evidence  in  favour  of  it,  may  appear  at  first  sight 
inconsistent  with  the  theory  that  all  our  knowledge  is  derived  from  expe- 
rience, and  it  would  be  so  if  the  proposition  were  laid  down  without  any 
qualification  as  to  time,  place,  and  person.    It  is  perfectly  consistent  with 
the  doctrine  that  the  great  mass  of  mankind,  including  every  one  who  is 
not  willing  to  devote  his  life  to  a  special  study  of  the  subject,  ought,  in 
order  to  obtain  the  maximum  of  truth  attainable  by  them,  to  reject  as 
incredible,  without  further  inquiry,  every  story  involving  supernatural 
agency.    No  doubt  experience,  or  evidence — which  is  only  another  word 
for  the  same  thing — might  prove  anything.    It  might  prove  that  two  and 
two  make  five.    Suppose,  for  example,  that  every  one  who  ever  went  to 
Chioa  said  that  in  China  two  and  two  made  five;  suppose  that  all  books 
written  upon  the  subject  constantly  asserted  and  assumed  the  same  thing; 
suppose  tliat  numbers  of  Chinese  calculations  and  accounts  were  produced 
which  all  proceeded  on  that  principle ;  and  suppose,  lastly,  that  a  man 
whose  attention  had  been  attracted  by  these  strange  circumstances  went 
to  China,  learned  the  language,  travelled  all  over  the  country,  mixed  with 
the  people  in  every  relation  of  life,  and  found  in  every  instance  that  two 
and  two  did  make  five,  and  that  if  he  assumed  that  they  made  four,  he 
was  involved  in  exactly  the  same  sort  of  inextricable  confusion  aa  he 
would  be  involved  in  in  other  parts  of  the  world  by  assuming  that  they 
made  five.  Suppose  that  whenever  he  put  two  pair  of  shoes  on  the  ground 
there  were  five  shoes;  that  whenever  he  considered  two  pairs  of  corners 
of  a  square  table,  five  corners  were  brought  under  his  contemplation; 
that,  in  a  word,  the  result  to  his  mind  of  bringing  together  two  pairs  of 
things  of  any  kind  always  was  to  give  him  the  impression,  not  of  four,  but 
of  five.    11'  every  one  else  always  did  the  same,  he  could  not  possibly 
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resist  the  conclusion  that  in  China  two  and  two  made  five,  though  eke- 
where  they  made  four. 

The  question  what  evidence  might  prove  is  one  thing,  what  it  has 
proved  is  quite  another.  We  believe  that  two  and  two  make  four,  and 
should  utterly  disregard  the  evidence  of  any  man  who  said  that  on  a 
particular  occasion  they  made  five;  not  because  no  evidence  could  show 
that  they  made  five,  but  because  a  mass  of  evidence  has  proved  that  they 
make  four — evidence  which  is  pressed  upon  us  at  every  moment  of  our 
lives,  which  is  confirmed  and  reinforced  as  often  as  we  see  the  corners  of 
a  sheet  of  paper,  or  meet  four  men  in  the  street.  The  truth  is,  that 
experience  is  something  more  than  the  recollection  of  an  infinite  multi- 
plicity of  facts.  It  is  a  set  of  unconscious  generalizations  founded  on 
particular  facts  which  pass  from  our  recollection,  and  leave  behind  them 
the  conclusions  which  we  have  drawn  standing  by  their  own  weight,  as 
an  arch  stands  on  its  own  principles  after  the  removal  of  the  centering  on 
which  it  was  raised.  It  is  the  aggregate  of  these  general  conclusions  of 
which  our  experience  is  really  composed,  and  we  are  right  in  putting 
infinitely  more  confidence  in  them  than  in  any  particular  statement  of 
feet,  because  they  rest  on  an  infinitely  wider  basis,  and  are  corroborated 
by  millions  of  circumstances,  each  of  which  we  have  tested  by  them  with 
satisfactory  results. 

It  may  be  asked  how  a  general  conclusion  can  be  in  any  way  brought 
into  comparison  with  the  statement  of  a  particular  fact,  and  whether  to 
oppose  a  general  conclusion  to  a  fact  is  not  to  fall  into  the  error  of  oppos- 
ing the  superstructure  to  the  foundation  ?  This  is  an  extremely  plausible 
objection,  but  in  reality  it  is  not  well  founded,  or  rather  it  does  not  apply 
to  the  subject  under  consideration.  No  one  would  admit  that  he  opposed 
a  general  conclusion  to  a  fact.  Of  course  if  there  be  any  one  fact  really 
inconsistent  with  any  general  conclusion  whatever,  that  conclusion  must 
be  untrue.  What  may  be  fairly  done  is  to  oppose,  not  a  general  conclu- 
sion to  a  particular  fact,  but  one  conclusion  to  another ;  and  every  state- 
ment of  fact,  nay,  in  strictness,  almost  every  word  that  we  use,  involves 
an  inference,  and  in  contradicting  any  statement  made  to  us,  we  may 
contradict  either  the  theory  which  it  assumes,  or  the  fact  which  it  alleges. 
For  example,  when  a  man  says,  "  I  see  a  tree,"  he  lays  down  several 
different  theories,  each  of  which  is  the  result  of  much  experience.  The 
word  "  I "  embodies  an  inference — the  inference  which  we  all  draw  from 
the  facts  of  our  own  memory  and  consciousness  that  there  is  a  specific 
individual  answering  to  that  designation,  and  distinct  from  the  successive 
thoughts  and  sensations  which  he  feels  and  remembers.  The  word  "  tree" 
embodies  the  inference  that  there  is  a  specific  individual  thing  which  gives 
unity  to  the  different  phenomena  of  shape,  colour,  &c.  which  impress  our 
senses.  Each  of  these  theories  is  commonly  accepted,  and  believed,  because 
it  enables  us  to  understand  a  vast  mass  of  experience  which  is  constantly 
passing  before  us.  So  that  when  a  man  says,  "  I  see  a  tree,"  he  asserts 
several  indisputable  theories,  but  only  one  particular  feet — namely, 
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that  certain  familiar  impressions  are  made  on  his  sense  of  sight,  closely 
resembling  other  impressions  made  on  the  senses  of  other  people.  Hence 
if  we  deny  the  truth  of  his  statement  in  general,  we  are  always  supposed 
to  deny  the  matter  of  fact  which  he  asserts,  and  not  the  theories  which 
he  assumes.  Suppose,  however,  that  he  said,  "I  saw  a  ghost:"  he  appears 
to  be  stating  a  fact ;  but,  in  fact,  he  is  drawing  an  inference,  and  an 
inference  founded  upon  a  theory  which  he  would  find  it  exceedingly 
hard  to  support.  He  asserts  in  effect  that  there  are  a  class  of  beings 
called  ghosts ;  that  these  beings  are  or  may  be  capable  of  being  seen ; 
that  certain  impressions  were  made  on  his  sense  of  sight,  and  that  these 
impressions  were  produced  by  one  of  the  beings  so  called.  The  only 
matter  of  fact  which  he  states  in  all  this  is,  that  certain  impressions  were 
made  on  his  sense  of  sight.  The  rest  is  all  theory  ;  and  when  the  general 
conclusion  that  there  are  no  ghosts  is  opposed  to  his  specific  assertion 
that  he  saw  one,  it  is  opposed,  not  to  the  matter  of  fact  which  he  states, 
but  to  the  theory  in  support  of  which  he  alleges  it.  Thus  the  opposition 
is  not  between  theory  and  fact,  but  between  a  theory  built  upon  innumer- 
able facts  and  a  theory  built  on  a  single  one. 

This  is  the  true  explanation  of  the  general  condemnation  of  super- 
natural stories,  of  which  the  advocates  of  superstition  are  apt  to  com- 
plain as  of  an  injustice.  The  fact  is,  that  our  knowledge  is  composed 
almost  exclusively  of  theories,  so  familiar  and  so  closely  interwoven  with 
our  very  thoughts,  and  with  language,  which  is  the  only  vehicle  of  our 
thoughts,  that  we  are  apt  to  overlook  the  fact  that  they  are  theories,  and 
to  suppose  that  they  are  facts.  Thus  an  alleged  fact  may  properly  be 
considered  incredible,  and  put  on  one  side  without  examination  of  the 
particular  evidence  adduced  in  support  of  it,  if  the  tacit  theories  on  which 
the  allegation  is  based  are  themselves  opposed  to  those  which  other  parte 
of  our  experience  have  tacitly  established.  When  a  man  denies  the 
truth  of  a  ghost  story  without  examining  it,  what  he  means  to  say  is  some- 
thing of  this  sort :  "  Without  dissecting  your  statement  in  such  a  manner 
as  to  show  how  much  of  it  states  matter  of  fact  and  how  much  states 
matter  of  theory,  and  without  saying  whether  I  believe  so  much  of  it  as 
states  facts,  or  whether  I  agree  with  any,  and  which  part  of  your  theories, 
I  assert  that  the  statement  contains  theories  inconsistent  with  other  theories 
of  my  own,  resting  on  a  wider  basis;  and,  therefore,  I  disbelieve  the  state- 
ment as  you  make  it." 

If  it  be  asked  what  the  theories  are  which  are  inconsistent  with  a 
belief  that  rational  beings  other  than  men  and  women  do  interfere  with  the 
common  course  of  events,  in  the  same  or  a  similar  manner  to  that  in 
which  men  and  women  interfere  with  them,  the  answer  is,  that  nearly 
every  theory  that  we  have  does  so — theories  on  which  we  act  with  unhesi- 
tating confidence  on  occasions  of  the  most  tremendous  importance.  Sup- 
pose a  man  missed  a  10/.  note  from  his  desk,  and  suppose  that  he  knew 
that  the  desk  had  not  been  moved  from  the  position  in  which  it  was 
placed  when  the  note  was  safe,  would  he  not  feel  perfectly  certain  that 
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some  one  must  have  taken  the  note  ?  If  be  found  it  in  another  penWi 
pocket,  would  not  be  conclude,  and  would  not  any  jury  ©r-n  elude,  that 
that  person  had  stolen  it,  unless  he  could  give  some  account  of  it  ?  No 
one  in  any  practical  matter  would  hesitate  to  say  the  note  could  not  get 
out  of  one  man's  purse  into  another's  unless  some  one  had  put  it  there. 
Yet  this  inference  depends  entirely  on  the  suppositions  that  the  note 
cannot  move  itself,  and  that  no  other  rational  beings,  except  men  asd 
women  can,  or  at  all  events  do,  move  desks  from  place  to  place.  If  a  man 
knows  a  secret,  does  any  one  doubt  that  either  he  found  it  oat,  or  some 
one  who  knew  told  him  ?  Would  any  one  in  common  life,  and  for  any 
practical  purpose,  entertain  for  a  single  instant  the  supposition  that  he  ^ia 
told  of  it  by  a  ghost,  either  of  the  original  white  sheet  and  fiery  eve 
denomination,  or  of  the  less  picturesque  rapping  species?  No  jury  wcui-i 
hesitate  for  a  moment  to  hang  a  man  upon  a  doubt  whether  ghost*  might 
not  have  interfered  with  the  evidence.  No  reasonable  creature  would 
allow  such  a  consideration  to  suspend  his  judgment  for  a  single  instant  ia 
any  important  matter  which  he  might  have  to  transact. 

Once  admit  the  interference  of  supernatural  agents  and  all  tbt«c 
inferences  are  vitiated,  for  people  cannot  consistently  play  fast  and  loose 
with  such  a  belief.  They  cannot  play  with  their  opinions,  and  introduce 
ghosts  into  their  intellectual  furniture,  for  the  sake  of  explaining  a  few  odd 
stories  which  are  of  no  real  importance,  and  then  exclude  them  from  tbetr 
calculations  in  all  the  other  affairs  of  life.  The  true  position  of  super- 
natural  incidents,  philosophically  considered,  is  simply  that  of  odd  stone*. 
They  prove  nothing  whatever ;  and  if  they  were  more  numerous  and 
better  authenticated  than  they  are,  they  never  would  prove  anything,  nirni 
they  were  found  to  point  to  some  general  conceptions  by  the  help  of  which 
some  considerable  part  of  the  every-day  facts  of  life  could  be  explained 
and  conveniently  classified.  Supernatural  incidents  fall  between  two 
stools.  Either  they  violate  that  course  of  nature  and  chain  of  incident 
from  the  classified  descriptions  of  which  all  our  knowledge  ia  derived— 
and  in  that  case  they  cannot  be  described  by  any  terms  which  we  can  urn, 
and  are  therefore  incredible, — or  else  they  form  part  of  it,  and  then  the? 
are  not  supernatural.  Our  minds  are  framed  to  understand,  and  our  lan- 
guage is  fitted  to  describe,  a  certain  set  of  things.  We  may  heap  r,p 
words  about  other  matters  which  do  not  tall  within  our  range,  but  they 
come  to  nothing.  Such  phrases  must  be  either  awkward  ways  of  de- 
scribing familiar  things,  or  else  they  must  refer  to  matters  of  which  we 
are  ignorant ;  and  in  either  case  they  are  not  proper  objects  of  belie! 

A  question  nearly  connected  with  that  of  belief  in  supernatural 
incidents  is  belief  in  mere  strange  stories.  Suppose  a  man  were  to 
say,  I  know  nothing  of  ghosts  or  rapping  spirits,  but  I  assert  that  i  sa» 
a  chair,  which  I  have  used  for  many  years,  rise  from  the  floor  without 
being  touched,  stand  on  the  table,  and  gesticulate  with  its  arms  and  lect 
like  a  man  making  a  speech.  At  the  same  time  I  heard  a  voice  which 
appeared  to  me  to  proceed  from  a  particular  spot  in  the  back  of  the  chair, 
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and  which  delivered  an  argument  about  the  education  controversy.  Thig 
took  place  on  three  successive  nights  in  a  house  completely  empty,  and  at  a 
distance  from  any  other  building,  all  the  doors  and  windows  being  care- 
fully listened.  Such  a  statement  would,  no  doubt,  consist  entirely  of  alle- 
gations of  fact,  and  would  involve  no  other  theories  than  those  in  which 
all  mankind  would  agree  with  the  person  who  made  it.  If,  therefore,  it  were 
contradicted  at  all,  the  fact,  and  not  the  theories  assumed  by  the  narrator, 
w  ould  be  disputed.  Suppose  that  the  statement  were  made  by  a  consider- 
able number — four  or  five— of  perfectly  sane  and  credible  people,  all 
speaking  under  the  most  tremendous  sanctions  and  against  the  strongest 
private  interest,  leading  them  to  deny  what  they  affirmed ;  on  what  prin- 
ciple ought  their  assertion  to  be  dealt  with  ?  Ought  it  to  be  believed 
or  not?  That,  in  point  of  fact,  it  would  be  widely  believed,  is  pretty 
certain.  It  is  difficult  to  exaggerate  the  degree  iu  which  people  are  con- 
scious of  the  narrow  range  of  their  own  experience,  or  of  the  weakness 
of  the  grasp  with  which  they  hold  their  opinions.  The  great  majority  of 
the  world  set  hardly  any  store  at  all  on  their  opinions,  and  are  only  too  glad 
to  find  any  one  who  will  stir  up  their  imaginations  by  telling  them  an 
extraordinary  Btory.  What  people  ought  to  think  under  such  circum- 
st'aiicea  is  another  question,  nor  is  it  so  trifling  a  one,  or  so  merely  a  matter 
of  curiosity  as  it  may  possibly  appear  to  be  at  first  sight.  The  illustration 
is  intentionally  made  as  broad  and  staring  as  possible,  in  order  to  raise  the 
question,  what  is  the  dead  weight,  so  to  speak,  of  human  testimony  ? 
How  much  improbability  will  it  overcome  when  it  is  entitled  to  as  much 
credit  as  mere  direct  assertion  can  deserve  ?  This  is  a  question  which 
often  occurs  in  a  less  startling  shape  in  practical  life.  Suppose,  for 
example,  this  case.  A  husband  and  wife  deeply  attached  to  each  other, 
and  never  having  been  known  to  quarrel,  are  walking  on  the  edge  of  a 
cliff ;  the  wife  falls  down  and  is  killed.  A  man  at  once  gives  the  husband 
in  charge  for  murder,  and  swears  he  saw  him  push  her  over.  Suppose 
both  the  witness  and  the  accused  to  be  men  of  irreproachable  character, 
and  that,  from  circumstances,  the  witness  could  not  be  mistaken,  so  that 
the  question  is  between  murder  and  perjury,  and  that  under  circum- 
stances making  the  guilt  worse  than  ordinary  murder.  Such  questions 
are  extremely  difficult,  and  the  first  difficulty  in  dealing  with  them  is 
to  discover  any  principle  on  which  they  can  be  made  to  depend.  It  is 
commonly  said  that  they  present  the  case  of  a  balance  of  opposite  improba- 
bilities. It  is  improbable  that  six  credible  witnesses  should  lie  against  their 
own  interests,  and  it  is  also  improbable  that  a  chair  should  move  and  speak. 
It  is  improbable  that  an  affectionate  husband  should  murder  his  wife 
without  a  motive,  and  it  is  equally  improbable  that  a  man  of  excellent 
character  should  try  to  murder  an  utter  stranger  equally  without  a  motive, 
and  in  a  manner  most  painful  and  inconvenient  to  himself.  These  impro- 
babilities, it  is  said,  must  be  weighed,  and  the  least  weighty  must  be 
believed.  The  plausibility  of  such  proposals  conceals  the  fact  that  they 
are  really  useless.    The  improbabilities  cannot  be  reduced  to  a  corn- 
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nion  measure,  so  that  one  can  be  Baid  to  be  greater  than  the  other.  To 
do  so,  is  to  try  to  measure  the  distance  from  one  o'clock  to  London 
Bridge. 

Such  questions  are,  in  their  own  department,  like  extreme  cases  in 
morality.  Loyalty,  it  is  said,  is  a  duty ;  but  there  are  cases  in  which 
men  ought  to  rebel.  Truth  is  a  duty,  but  there  may  be  cases  in  which 
men  ought  to  lie.  If  this  is  true,  it  is  because  morality  exists  for  the  pur- 
pose of  producing  general  happiness,  and  because,  in  some  particular 
instances,  general  happiness  is  promoted  by  a  direct  calculation  of  the 
effects  of  a  particular  action,  and  not  by  referring  it  to  general  rules.  In 
precisely  the  same  way  extreme  cases,  like  those  just  put,  carry  us  back 
to  the  ultimate  nature  and  grounds  of  belief.  Why  do  we  believe  any- 
thing at  all  ?  Because  belief  is  essential  to  action  ;  and  because  a  desire 
to  act  in  some  way  or  other  is  one  of  the  ultimate  facts  of  our  nature, 
beyond  which  we  cannot  go.  But  why  do  we  believe  one  thing  rather 
than  another,  and  especially  truth  rather  than  falsehood?  Because 
experience  shows  us  that  believing  the  truth  produces  every  sort  of 
benefit,  whilst  believing  falsehoods  produces  nothing  but  confusion,  per- 
plexity, and  discomfort.  If  people  found  it  as  convenient  to  believe  that 
twice  two  made  five,  as  that  it  makes  four,  as  many  people  would  believe 
the  one  as  the  other.  Hence  the  ultimate  reason  for  believing  what  is 
true  is,  that  experience  shows  that  it  is  beneficial  to  do  so.  In  all  ordi- 
nary cases  truth  ought  to  be  the  sole  object  of  our  belief,  because  an 
enormously  wide  experience  proves  that  it  is  wise  and  beneficial  in  the 
end,  and,  with  regard  to  the  happiness  of  the  world  at  large,  and  to  the 
general  course  of  events,  to  follow  truth  under  all  circumstances,  and  at 
the  expense  of  any  conceivable  amount  of  sacrifice  and  present  discom- 
fort. In  cases,  however,  where  we  cannot  discover  the  truth,  we  must 
revert  to  first  principles,  and  believe  that  branch  of  the  alternative 
presented  to  us  which,  upon  the  whole,  it  seems  most  desirable  that 
we  should  believe.  In  the  supposed  case  of  the  murder,  for  example,  a 
jury  would  probably  do  well  to  acquit,  on  the  ground  that  it  would  be 
a  less  evil  to  hurt  the  feelings  of  an  honest  witness  and  let  a  crime  go 
unpunished,  than  to  hang  an  innocent  man.  Whether  the  wife's  family 
ought  to  take  the  same  view,  would  depend  entirely  on  the  question  of 
the  nature  of  their  relations  to  the  widower.  They  might  say — We  will 
not  run  the  risk  of  countenancing  the  murderer  of  our  daughter  or  sister, 
we  will  do  him  no  harm,  and  bear  him  no  malice,  but  we  will  never  see 
him  again.  On  the  other  hand,  they  might  say — We  have  trusted  and 
loved  this  man,  his  children  are,  in  a  great  measure,  dependent  on  our 
care  and  tenderness ;  we  will  acquit  him  in  our  own  minds,  and  view  him 
with  pity  and  kindness  as  the  victim  of  a  fearful  calamity.  Either  of 
these  courses  they  might  take,  on  the  express  ground  that  the  truth  of 
the  matter  was  entirely  doubtful,  without  going  so  far  as  to  assert  that 
his  guilt  in  the  one  case,  or  his  innocence  in  the  other,  was  established  to 
their  satisfaction. 
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Li  the  case  of  mere  marvels  reported  on  good  authority,  the  presump- 
tion is  always  in  favour  of  not  believing.  It  would  be  a  real  calamity  to 
believe  that  a  chair  walked  and  talked,  unless  it  really  did ;  and  it  could 
do  but  little  harm  not  to  believe  it  if  it  did,  for  it  is  impossible  to  say 
what  such  an  occurrence  would  prove,  supposing  it  true.  As  to  the 
credit  of  the  witnesses,  it  is  to  be  observed  that  not  to  believe  a  story  is 
one  thing,  to  disbelieve  those  who  tell  it  is  another.  Belief  is  a  state 
of  mind ;  and  we  hear  millions  of  assertions  which  do  not  throw  our 
minds  into  a  state  of  belief.  Though  we  do  not  exactly  disbelieve  them, 
we  do  not  believe  that  which  they  assert.  The  way  in  which  we  listen 
to  the  conversation  of  a  man  who  is  more  or  less  of  a  liar  is  an  instance 
of  this.  Such  a  man  says,  "  I  lent  so-and-so  20/."  If  the  man  has  no 
particular  reason  for  lying  on  that  occasion,  we  do  not  trouble  ourselves 
to  determine  in  our  own  minds  that  his  story  is  a  lie,  but  still  we  do  not 
believe  the  story.  It  was  once  said  of  a  notorious  liar, — "  If  he  told  me 
it  was  raining,  I  should  look  out  of  the  window."  That  is,  I  should 
not  at  once  conclude  that  it  was  not  raining — I  should  not  believe  he  had 
lied  ;  but,  on  the  other  hand,  I  should  not  believe  that  what  he  said  was 
true,  till  I  saw  it  for  myself.  Take  away  the  opportunity  for  verification, 
and  this  exactly  describes  the  state  of  mind  in  which  a  reasonable  man 
ought  to  be  placed  by  credible  witnesses  telling  an  incredible  story. 
"  The  gentleman  says  he  would  not  have  believed  it  unless  he  had  seen 
it,  and  no  more  will  1."  The  whole  subject  of  supernatural  stories  may 
be  summed  up  in  one  phrase:  In  so  far  as  they  are  strange,  they  ought 
not  to  be  believed  ;  in  so  far  as  they  are  supernatural,  they  ought  to  be 
disbelieved. 
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That  "  Further  Reconstruction  of  the  Navy  "  which,  in  December  last, 
we  showed  to  be  urgently  necessary,  has  fdnce  been  so  greatly  stimulated 
by  the  exploits  of  the  Merrimac  and  Monitor  in  Hampton-roads,  that  all 
the  world  has  come  suddenly  to  demand  it  energetically.  We  then 
suggested  that  our  persistence  in  building  unplated  frigates,  corvettes,  and 
smaller  vessels  of  wood,  was  in  the  highest  degree  improvident,  and  urged 
that  the  causes  which  had  compelled  us  to  substitute  iron-cased  vessels 
for  combustible  wooden  ships  in  our  lines-of-battle,  likewise  rendered  the 
protection  of  our  smaller  craft  imperative.  We  also  questioned  the 
propriety  of  spending  millions  of  money  upon  fixed  fortresses  at  Spithead, 
when  the  invulnerability  of  iron-cased  vessels  at  considerable  ranges  had 
been  demonstrated,  and  when  also  it  was  well  known  that  the  same  money, 
if  expended  upon  sea-going  ships,  would  give  us  the  power  of  blockading 
all  the  ports  of  an  enemy. 

We  revert  to  these  statements  with  the  view  of  enforcing,  by  repe- 
tition, important  principles  to  which  everybody  is  just  now  assenting ; 
but  which  many  would  be  extremely  prone  to  forget  in  the  event  of  a 
truce  being  called  in  America,  or  a  reduction  in  the  French  fleets  taking 
place.  And,  further,  we  revert  to  them  because,  in  connection  with  them, 
wc  gave  consideration  to  another  vital  question,  upon  the  answer  to  which 
the  success  or  failure  of  our  future  naval  policy  will  inevitably  depend : 
viz.,  How  far  shall  we  be  justified  in  expending  our  treasures  upon 
the  construction  of  mere  coast-defence  vessels,  which  are  incapable  of 
bearing  our  flag  across  the  seas,  and  of  vindicating  our  honour  upon 
foreign  shores  ? 

Every  one  who  has  dispassionately  observed  the  progress  of  naval 
changes  during  the  last  two  or  three  years,  must  have  discerned  that  the 
direct  tendency  of  all  that  has  happened  during  this  period  in  France 
and  America,  has  been  to  lure  us  from  our  glorious  course  in  the  last 
Continental  war,  and  to  concentrate  our  thoughts  and  energies  upon  coast 
defences. 

If  any  reader  should  doubt  that  this  is  the  present  tendency  of  affairs, 
a  glance  at  the  accompanying  engravings  will  enable  him  to  compare  the 
past  with  the  future  character  of  such  ships  as  the  Royal  Sovereign  and 


*  Since  this  article  has  been  in  type  we  have  learnt,  with  great  satisfaction,  that  a 
design  for  sea-going  iron-plated  vessels  of  moderate  dimensions  has  been  approved  by 
the  Admiralty,  and  the  construction  of  such  vessels  will  be  proceeded  with  at  once  in 
the  Royal  Dockyard. 
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Duke  of  Wellington.  Figa.  1  and  2  represent  these  whips  as  they  were, 
and  as  they  will  appear  when  cased  with  iron.    Fig.  3  is  an  exact  outline 


Fig.  I.  The  Rotal  Sovereign  as  bob  wab. 


Fig.  a.  The  Rotai,  Sovereign  ab  snE  ib  to  be. 


rig.  3. 


of  the.  original  ship  placed  above  the  huH  in  its  improved  form.  As  first 
built,  these  majestic  ships  carried  each  131  guns,  which  they  were  capable 
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of  bearing  to  any  part  of  the  globe ;  in  their  future 
state  they  will  carry  ten  at  most,  and  probably  only 
Jive — one  under  each  shield  ;  and  with  these  they 
will  be  unable  to  fire  even  a  single  shot  in  our 
favour  anywhere  save  on  our  own  coasts. 

Let  it  not  be  supposed  that  we  are  losing  sight 
of  the  fact  that  in  the  one  case  the  ship,  majestic 
as  she  appeared,  was  very  destructible,  while  in  the 
other  she  will  be  all  but  invulnerable.  We  are 
quite  aware  that  in  the  present  condition  of  naval 
warfare  she  will  be  more  formidable  in  her  altered 
form  than  before,  as  an  instrument  of  defence  in 
our  own  waters.  But  it  is  nevertheless  true,  that 
for  all  purposes  of  naval  dominion  or  power  abroad, 
she  will  be  lost  to  the  country,  and  will  be  of  service 
to  us  only  when — Heaven  avert  the  disgrace! — 
other  nations  have  so  far  mastered  us  as  to  beard 
us  in  our  own  harbours — a  thing  which  for  ages 
past  no  Englishman  has  ever  thought  of  complacently 
until  now. 

Nor  is  it  these  converted  line-of- battle  ships 
only  that  will  be  useless  to  us  abroad.  We  have 
lately  commenced  to  issue  contracts  for  what  are 
called  Cupola  ships,  upon  Captain  Coles's  principle, 
which  will  be  characterized  by  the  same  incapacity 
to  perform  foreign  service.  The  first  of  these 
vessels  is  now  in  course  of  building  by  Mr.  Samuda, 
from  designs  prepared  with  great  care  by  the  naval 
architects  of  the  Admiralty.  We  here  give  exact 
drawings  of  her  in  the  engravings  (figs.  4  and  5), 
which  present  a  side  view  and  a  view  of  her  bow 
respectively.  She  will  be  240  feet  long,  48  broad, 
and  of  20  feet  draught  of  water,  and,  with  engines 
of  500  horse-power,  will  steam  at  about  10J  knots. 
Her  tonnage  is  2,530  tons,  and  as  she  is  to  be  paid 
for  at  the  rate  of  44/.  15s.  per  ton,  her  hull  only 
will  cost  113,217/.  Her  engines  will  cost  30,000/. 
more ;  so  that  altogether,  allowing  for  extras  and 
equipment,  she  will  cost  when  complete  at  least 
150,000/.  As  she  will  carry  but  12  guns,  the 
nation  will  have  to  pay  for  her  at  the  rate  of 
12,500/.  per  gun !  And  yet  this  ship  will  be 
utterly  valueless  to  us  in  the  Mediterranean,  on  the 
coasts  of  America,  in  the  Baltic,  or  on  any  foreign 
shore.  The  ships  with  which  we  won  our  naval 
renown  abroad  cost  us  1,000/.  per  gun;  now  w« 
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have  come  to  pay  more  than  twelve  times  as  much  for  vessels  that  at  best 
can  only  benefit  us  in  a  last  extremity. 

No  one  can  doubt,  then,  that  this  question  of  iron  ships  for  coast 
defence,  as  compared  with  sea-going  ships,  is  one  of  vital  importance;  and 
in  view  of  it  we  are  entitled  to  ask  if  our  new  ships  cannot  be  made  fit  to 
go  to  sea,  and  if  something  cannot  be  done  in  the  way  of  plating  our 
noble  line-of-battle  ships  and  frigates  sufficiently  for  practical  purposes, 
vtill  leaving  them  capable  of  asserting  our  rights  on  foreign  shores  ?  If 
this  can  be  done — and  we  believe,  not  without  good  reason,  that  it  can — 
tben  the  power  of  sending  them  abroad  will  be  an  immense  gain  to  us, 
while  it  will  in  no  degree  detract  from  their  efficiency  to  defend  our  home 
ports,  if  need  be.  If  it  cannot  be,  or  is  not  accomplished,  then,  we  ask, 
what  is  to  bo  done  in  order  to  maintain  our  naval  superiority,  which  was  so 
hardly  won  by  our  Blakes  and  Nelsons,  which  has  been  so  valuable  to  us,  and 
for  which  both  France  and  America  are  now  strenuously  and  hopefully 
competing  ?  If  it  be  said  that  the  construction  of  iron-cased  sea-going  fleets 
is  to  be  simultaneously  cariied  on,  we  have  no  objection  to  offer— except 
this,  that  our  naval  expenditure  must  henceforth  be  doubled  !  It  must 
be  recollected  that  hitherto  our  sea-going  ships  have  been  our  real 
defences,  because  they  have  blockaded  the  enemy  in  his  own  ports,  and 
£0  kept  him  from  our  shores.  Unless  we  deliberately,  not  to  say  wan- 
tonly, abandon  our  supremacy,  this  will  be  the  case  still  ;  and  if  it  be,  we 
are  wholly  unable  to  comprehend  the  policy  of  building  fleets  of  costly 
ships  adapted  for  home  use  only,  and  converting  our  three-deckers  into 
craft  of  a  like  kind.  There  can  be  no  objection  to  the  construction  and 
conversion  of  a  few  such  vessels  to  take  the  place  of,  or  to  support,  shore 
batteries ;  and  beyond  that  we  certainly  have  not  gone  at  present.  But 
we  are  clearly  in  great  danger  of  rushing  to  an  extreme  in  this  respect ; 
and  if  this  be  done,  then  we  have  but  the  alternative  left  to  us — either  we 
must  give  up  a  sea-going  war  navy  altogether,  or  we  must  bear  the  expense 
f  f  providing  and  maintaining  two  totally  distinct  navies  simultaneously. 
We  cannot  accept  either  of  these  results  with  equanimity.  We  can  see  no 
cause  for  hauling  down  the  old  flag  that  has  so  long  braved  the  breeze  as 
well  as  the  battle ;  nor  can  we  see  any  necessity  for  so  immense  a  demand 
upon  the  Treasury  as  a  doubled  naval  expenditure  would  create. 

If  we  turn  from  these  general  considerations  to  notice  more  closely 
the  recent  conflicts  between  the  Merrimac  and  Monitor  in  American 
waters,  and  the  still  more  recent  experiments  with  heavy  artillery  at 
Shoeburyness,  we  discover  no  cause  for  abandoning  our  ascendancy 
at  sea,  or  for  building  an  immense  fleet  of  coast-defence  vessels.  Tho 
exploits  of  the  Merrimac  certainly  afforded  valuable  evidence  of  the 
destructive  effects  which  may  be  produced  by  an  iron-plated  ram  upon  a 
wooden  ship,  both  by  the  fire  of  her  guns  and  the  shock  of  her  bow ;  but 
nothing  unexpected  was  developed  by  her.  We  have  all  known  perfectly 
well  that  even  the  shot  fire  of  modern  ordnance  is  very  destructive  to  an 
unprotected  hull  of  wood,  and  that  its  shell  fire  is  much  more  so  ;  and  we 
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hnve  all  believed  that  a  heavy  iron-plated  vessel  might  run  with  impunity 
against  the  sides  of  such  a  hull — especially  of  the  hull  of  an  American- 
built  ship — and  breach  it  in  the  most  dangerous  manner.  All  this  the 
Merrimac  has  distinctly  confirmed.  She  lias  also  proved  a  still  more 
important  fact,  and  one  which  bears  impressively  upon  the  subject  of 
home  defences;  for  she  has  shown  that  with  very  meagre  resources  it  is 
perfectly  practicable  to  convert  a  wooden  ship  into  an  engine  of  a  most 
formidable  character,  to  defend  the  harbours  of  an  intelligent  and  energetic 
people  when  invaded  by  a  hostile  fleet.  If  our  information  concerning  the 
armour  placed  upon  this  vessel  be  correct,  the  Confederates  deserve  great 
credit  for  the  ingenuity  with  which  they  utilized  the  rude  materials  at 
hand  in  producing  it.  They  took  a  quantity  of  railway  metals  (probably 
worn  out  as  rails,  but  if  so,  less  useful  for  their  new  purpose),  and  placed 

them  together  in  groups  of  threes,  thus  (fig.  6):— 
fastening  them  together  by  bolts  and  nuts,  as  shown. 
The  bars  thus  formed  they  placed  upon  a  sloping  back- 
ing, composed,  first  of  a  layer  of  12 -inch  yellow  pine, 
and  then  of  two  layers  of  4-inch  oak,  crossing  each 
other.  Upon  the  outer  layer  of  oak  the  bars  were 
firmly  fastened,  the  rounded  heads  of  the  rails  being 
6.  exposed  to  the  enemy.    There  can  be  little  doubt  that 

such  an  armour,  although  very  defective  in  many  respects,  formed  an 
admirable  protection  against  the  shot  and  shell  of  the  Federals,  fired,  as 
they  were,  with  low  cliarges  of  powder.  If  it  be  true,  however,  that  a 
few  of  the  Monitor's  shot  effected  a  passage  into  the  Merrimac,  we  need 
not  be  at  all  astonished  at  the  circumstance. 

"With  respect  to  the  Monitor,  her  success,  such  as  it  has  been,  was 
due  in  a  great  measure  to  a  combination  of  fortuitous  circumstances — most 


Flj?.  T.  The  Monitor. 


of  all  to  the  fact  that  the  Merrimac  was  weak  in  precisely  the  very  part 
where  strength  was  indispensable  for  running  down  6uch  a  craft  as  her 
antagonist.  Before  elucidating  this  point  it  may  be  well  to  describe  the 
Monitor  by  aid  of  the  accompanying  engraving  (fig.  7),  which  is  taken  from 
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an  American  scientific  journal.*  In  that  publication,  however,  the  Monitor 
13  shown  to  be  moving  in  the  wrong  direction}  owing,  probably,  to  an 
error  on  the  part  of  the  artist;  but  the  engraving  here  given  is,  we  believe, 
correct.  The  vessel  is  formed  with  an  upper  hull  174  feet  long,  and  41 
feet  4  inches  wide,  having  vertical  sides,  and  a  lower  hull  or  bottom  con- 
siderably shorter  and  narrower.  The  upper  hull  being  5  feet  deep,  and 
projecting  only  1  foot  6  inches  above  the  water,  it  is  supposed  that  its 
aides,  which  are  formed  of  30  inches  of  oak  and  6  inches  of  iron,  will 
effectually  guard  the  bottom  from  injury  by  shot.  The  propeller  and  rudder, 
being  under  the  projecting  end  of  the  upper  section  of  the  vessel,  are  also 
protected  in  the  same  way.  The  guns,  of  which  there  are  two,  are  placed 
side  by  side  in  a  revolving,  upright  cylindrical  turret  formed  of  rolled 
1-inch  plates  bolted  together  to  the  thickness  of  8  inches.  It  is  20  feet  in 
diameter,  internally,  and  9  feet  high,  and  is  turned  round  at  pleasure  by 
means  of  a  small  steam-engine.  The  turret  itself,  and  the  mode  of  mounting 
the  guns  within  it,  and  of  supporting  and  turning  the  whole,  are  in  all 
essential  respects  similar  to  Captain  Coles's  inventions ;  with  the  single 
exception  that  the  Monitor's  turret  is  an  upright  cylinder,  instead  of  being 
conical,  like  that  of  Captain  Coles.  Upon  the  side  of  the  turret,  in 
which  are  the  ports,  the  thickness  of  iron  is  increased  by  an  additional 
plating  3  inches  in  thickness,  making  the  shield  presented  to  the  eneny 
11  inches  thick.  The  turret  is  also  pierced  in  four  different  places  with 
holes  for  the  insertion  of  telescopes,  and  just  outside  of  the  holes  reflectors 
are  fixed,  to  bend  the  ray  of  light  which  comes  in  a  direction  parallel  with 
the  guns  through  the  axis  of  the  telescope.  "The  sailing-master,"  we 
are  told,  "  takes  his  position  in  the  turret  with  his  eye  to  the  telescope 
and  his  hand  upon  the  wheel  that  governs  the  motion  of  the  small  engine, 
and  turns  the  turret  so  as  to  keep  the  guns  always  directed  with  absolute 
precision  to  the  object  against  which  the  fire  is  directed.  A  scale  is  also 
arranged  for  adjusting  the  elevation  of  the  guns  with  similar  engineering 
precision,  and  it  would  seem  that  the  firing  should  be  directed  with  un- 
precedented accuracy.*'  The  engraving  represents  the  battery  as  ready 
for  sea.  In  preparing  for  action,  the  awning  over  the  turret  is  removed, 
and  the  square  chimneys,  as  well  as  the  short  ventilating  pipes,  are  taken 
down.  The  small  square  tower  at  the  bow  is  the  wheel-house  in  which 
the  helmsman  stands.  It  is  made  of  bars  of  iron  9  inches  by  12,  inter- 
locked at  the  corners. 

Now  there  are  four  methods  at  least  by  which  such  a  craft  as  this  may 
be  advantageously  attacked.  In  the  first  place,  solid  shot  discharged  with 
a  heavy  charge  of  powder,  at  a  very  short  range,  would  knock  the  turret 
to  pieces.  Superposed  plates  of  thin  iron,  like  those  which  Mr.  Ericsson 
has  here  adopted,  have  been  found  incapable  of  resisting  shot  so  well 
as  solid  forged  plates  of  much  less  thickness.  An  ordinary  68-pounder 
fired  with  the  heaviest  permissible  charge  of  powder  would  probably 
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destroy  both  the  turret  and  the  hull  of  the  Monitor,  'Again,  she  is  mani- 
festly exposed  to  the  attack  of  boarders,  provided  with  powder-bags,  &c.9 
as  was  well  and  sufficiently  shown  in  an  ingenious  letter  published  in 
The  Times  of  April  11.  Thirdly,  she  may  be  easily  and  utterly  destroyed 
by  another  and  heavier  vessel  with  a  sloping  prow  riding  over  and  sink- 
ing her.  It  may  be  said  that  this  mode  of  assault  was  tried  by  the 
Merrimac  and  failed.  But— and  here  we  come  to  the  special  weakness 
before  mentioned — it  seems  pretty  certain  that  at  the  point  where  the 
Merrimac  struck  the  Monitor,  just  above  the  water-line,  the  timber  stem 
of  the  ship  was  protected  but  very  imperfectly,  bo  that  the  Merrimac 
herself  sustained  the  injury  of  the  blow.  In  fact  it  would  seem  that 
the  sharp  edge  of  the  Monitor's  side  cut  deeply  into  the  stem  of  the 
wooden  ship ;  for  in  several  of  the  accounts  that  have  reached  us  it  has 
been  stated  that  the  bow  of  the  latter  was  stove  in  :  indeed,  Mr.  Stimers, 
the  engineer  of  the  Monitor,  in  a  letter  to  Mr.  Ericsson,  expressly  says, 
"  her  bow  passed  over  our  deck,  and  our  sharp  upper-edged  side  cut 
through  the  light  iron  shoe  upon  her  stem  and  well  into  her  oak." 
Ho  adds,  "  she  will  not  try  that  again  ;  "  but  upon  that  point  we  enter- 
tain a  very  grave  doubt  We  think  it  extremely  probable  that  she  will 
try  it  again,  and  with  a  very  excellent  chance  of  success ;  provided  that 
the  bow  is  strengthened  with  massive  iron,  sloped  so  as  to  tread  her 
puny  foe  beneath  her.  It  should  be  remembered  that  a  mere  weight  of 
less  than  250  tons  imposed  upon  the  Monitor  would  completely  immerse 
her,  and  cause  her  to  sink  like  a  stone.  The  insignificance  of  this  weight, 
when  compared  with  that  of  large  vessels,  may  be  inferred  from  the  fact 
that  the  Merrimac  weighs  from  four  to  five  thousand  tons ;  while,  accord- 
ing to  a  statement  made  by  Sir  John  Pakington  a  few  weeks  ago,  the 
Warrior  might  take  in  more  than  one  thousand  tons  of  water,  and  yet 
sink  only  about  two  feet  below  her  present  load  water-line.  The  proba- 
bility indeed  is,  that  if  the  Warrior  ran  at  full  speed  over  the  Monitor, 
the  latter  would  be  trodden  down  by  the  monster  almost  without  checking 
its  advance.  There  remains  yet  another  effectual  method  of  destroying 
the  Monitor,  and  that  consists  in  bursting  in  her  bottom  beneath  her 
upper  armour-cased  hull.  This  bottom  is  formed  of  only  half-inch  iron, 
and  would  yield  instantly  to  the  butt  of  any  powerful  ram  whatever. 
Nor  must  it  be  supposed  this  is  by  any  means  an  improbable  method  of 
attack,  for  several  of  the  ships  already  built  by  the  Admiralty  have  been 
specially  provided  with  a  long  submarine  beak,  extending  forward  from 
the  ship  for  the  express  purpose  of  crushing  in  the  bottoms  of  ships  in 
their  most  vulnerable  part,  viz.,  beneath  the  lower  edge  of  the  armour- 
plating.  The  cupola  ship,  shown  in  figs.  4  and  5,  will  also  be  provided 
with  a  similar  contrivance. 

While  remarking  upon  the  American  iron  vessels,  we  will  add  here 
a  few  words  about  that  celebrated  Stevens'  Battery,  which  was  the  first 
iron-cased  ship  ever  commenced,  and  although  she  has  already  cost 
140,000/.,  Congress  has  just  granted  100,000/.  more  for  her  completion. 
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This  lingular  vessel  was  very  -well  described  at  a 
recent  meeting  of  the  Institution  of  Naval  Archi- 
tects, by  Mr.  Norman  Scott  Russell,  of  Milwall,  to 
whose  excellent  drawings  we  are  indebted  for  the 
accompanying  engraving  (figs.  8  and  9).  The  vessel 
is  formed  with  sides  very  much  inclined ;  her  guns  £ 
are  unprotected,  and  are  loaded  from  below,  through  p 
the  muzzle,  which  is  made  susceptible  of  depression 
for  that  purpose.  When  taken  into  action,  she  is  to 
have  900  tons  of  water  admitted  into  her,  in  order 
to  sink  her  unprotected  parts  beyond  the  reach  of 
shot.  She  is  to  be  furnished  with  two  screw  pro- 
pellers and  peculiar  engines,  and  is  intended  to  steam 
at  fourteen  knots.  It  was  part  of  her  original  (and 
is  still  a  part  of  the  present)  design  to  employ  her 
as  a  ram,  for  which  purpose  the  Mtrrimac  has 
proved  so  effective.  It  should  be  remembered,  how- 
ever, that  it  would  be  less  easy  to  run  down  a 
ship  under  steam  than  it  was  to  steam  against  a 
couple  of  sailing  ships  lying  at  rest.  It  may  be 
added  that  the  Naugatuck  is  a  miniature  Stevens' 
Batten/. 

With  all  these  American  devices  before  us, 
together  with  some  others  of  more  doubtful  character, 
it  is  impossible  to  feel  that  we  are  indebted  to  them 
for  any  very  valuable  suggestions.    From  the  actual 
combats  of  Federal  and  Confederate  vessels  of  novel 
kinds  we  have  derived,  and  shall  perhaps  continue  g 
to  derive,  information  that  we  may  turn  to  good  3 
uses ;  but  it  seems  evident  that  these  Merrimacs  and  » 
Monitors,  Stevens'  Batteries  and  Naugaiucks,  are,  at  > 
the  best,  inventions  suited  only  to  a  species  of  warfare  i 
which  we,  by  wisdom  and  foresight,  may  easily  r* 
avert :  certainly  they  are  in  no  respect  superior  to 
such  engines  as  wo  ourselves  could,  and  should,  have 
produced,  had  we  been  called  upon  to  wage  desperate 
warfare  in  our  own  harbours. 

It  cannot  be  doubted,  however,  that  an  entire 
revolution  has  to  be  forthwith  wrought  throughout 
the  navy  of  Great  Britain,  and  that  a  more  tremen- 
dous responsibility  than  ever  previously  befel  a 
British  Admiralty  in  a  time  of  peace,  has  been 
suddenly  imposed  upon  the  Duke  of  Somerset  and 
his  coadjutors.  If  ever  there  was  a  period  when 
this  country  needed  wise,  prompt,  and  enterprising 
men  at  the  head  of  its  naval  affaire,  this  certainly 
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is  such  a  time.  Almost  at  a  single  touch,  that  magnificent  steam  soa-going 
navy  upon  which  we  have  been  for  years  past  lavishing  our  millions,  has 
been  virtually  dissolved,  and  the  mighty  arm  which  we  extended  at  will 
across  oceans  and  beyond  continents  has  been  paralysed.  Within  a 
hundred  miles  of  our  coast  a  warlike  and  inscrutable  sovereign  is 
organuing  his  mailed  squadrons,  which,  at  present,  are  superior  in 
number,  and  not  greatly  inferior  in  quality,  to  our  own ;  and  yonder, 
over  the  Atlantic,  a  fierce  Republic  is  baptizing  in  blood  and  fire  novel 
engines  of  destruction  with  names  that  import  warning  and  menace  to  us. 
From  the  public  press,  and  even  from  Parliament,  uncertain  cries  go 
forth,  clamouring  for  changes  which  amount  to  a  revolution  in  every 
element  of  naval  practice.  Every  step  that  is  taken  is  sharply  criticised 
by  irresponsible  persons,  and  in  the  general  turmoil  one  can  readily 
discern  individual  interests  and  personal  ambitions  rising  to  the  surface; 
while  over  all  is  heard  the  boom  and  crash  of  that  tremendous  instrument 
which  at  ghoeburyness  a  few  days  ago  shattered  even  our  trust  in  our 
iron-clad  defences.  At  such  a  time,  and  under  such  circumstances,  if 
ever,  we  surely  need  wise  and  vigorous  guidance. 

The  duty  of  the  Admiralty  Board  at  this  crisis  is  clearly  twofold. 
They  have  to  examine  in  the  most  searching  manner  the  real  character  of 
the  iron-cased  ships  already  built  or  ordered  by  them,  looking  no  leas 
eagerly  for  their  defects  than  for  their  merits;  and  they  have  to  hasten 
the  construction  of  new  vessels  of  approved  structure  for  sea-going 
purposes,  weighing  such  practical  suggestions  as  competent  persons  any- 
where *n4  everywhere  may  offer.  We  cannot  but  believe  that  the  former 
portion  pf  their  task  has  been  greatly  facilitated  by  the  honest  and  out- 
spoken criticisms  upon  the  Warrior* s  design  which  Captain  Halsted  h;ts 
published?  It  may  be  true  that  this  gallant  officer  has  urged  his  objec- 
tions too  vehemently,  and  that  he  has  made  but  little  allowance  for 
the  peculiar  circumstances  under  which  she,  as  the  first  iron-cased  British 
frigate,  was  produced ;  but  it  seems  pretty  certain  that  he  has  detected 
and  exhibited  whatever  defects  the  ship  possesses ;  and,  as  it  is  in  the 
highest  degree  desirable  that  the  Admiralty  should  be  fully  enlighten<xl 
upon  these  points,  we,  notwithstanding  our  great  admiration  of  the 
Warrior,  think  Captain  Halsted  has  performed  a  very  serviceable, 
although  ungracious  task. 

It  is  in  shaping  their  future  course  that  the  Admiralty  will  experience 
extremer  difficulties,  and  incur  a  more  perilous  responsibility.  If  they 
should  so  r*ad  their  duty  as  to  suppose  that  they  have  little  to  do  beyond 
building  and  converting  a  fleet  suited  only  for  home  defence,  they  may 
proceed  smoothly  for  a  brief  period,  but  only  to  encounter  a  certain  and 
terrible  storm  hereafter.  We  feel  assured  that,  whatever  may  be  the 
momentary  impression,  the  British  nation  will  not  be  content  to  see  its 
power  upon  the  ocean  decline,  without  strenuous  efforts  to  maintain  it.  Nor 
is  there  any  reason  that  it  should.  We  fearlessly  assert  that  nothing 
whatever  has  happened  that  should  make  us  think  so  much  of  our  ports 
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and  so  little  of  our  possessions,  so  much  of  our  mere  security  and  so  little 
of  our  honour  and  renown.  The  introduction  of  iron  armour  into  navies 
need  have  no  such  result.  We  repeat  what  we  have  before  said  in  this 
magazine,  and  affirm  that  we  can  with  ease  build  iron-plated  vessels  of  all 
sizes  and  classes,  fit  to  perform  service  in  any  and  every  part  of  the  world. 
About  the  practicability  of  building  large  ships  of  this  description,  no  one 
has  any  doubt ;  and  as  regards  small  vessels,  we  have  ourselves  indicated* 
how  these  may  be  constructed,  either  of  wood  or  of  iron. 

We  do  not  fear,  however,  that  the  Board  of  Admiralty  and  the  present 
Controller  of  the  Navy  are  likely  to  go  far  wrong,  even  in  their  present 
exigent  circumstances.  We  believe  them  to  be  as  free  from  prejudice  as 
any  set  of  men  can  be,  and  they  are  devoted  to  their  work.  We  should 
grieve  to  add  to  their  embarrassments  by  any  strictures  upon  their  pro- 
ceedings, unless  there  existed  the  strongest  reasons  for  opposing  them. 
But  we  must  urge  them  to  keep  us  strong  upon  the  open  sea,  and  to 
resist  those  home  apprehensions  and  foreign  lures  which  would  make  us 
cower  henceforth  in  our  harbours. 

Nor  do  we  urge  this  without  cause ;  for  it  is  a  well  known,  although 
but  little  considered,  fact,  that  while  both  France  and  America  have  built, 
and  are  building,  numerous  small  iron-cased  vessels  of  various  classes,  the 
British  Government  have  not,  at  the  moment  these  lines  are  written,  even 
commenced  a  single  sea-going  ship  of  that  description  of  less  dimensions 
than  the  Defence  and  Resistance  frigates — ships  each  of  3,700  tons  1  It  is 
here  that  our  worst  weakness  lies.  No  wonder  that  the  New  York 
journals  exclaim  exultingly — "  Soon  we  shall  have  an  armada  which  will 
sweep  the  seas."  There  cannot  be  a  doubt  of  their  power  to  do  this,  even 
with  the  fleet  of  small  craft  which  they  already  have  in  progress.  It  is 
surely  time,  therefore,  that  we  produced  iron-plated  vessels  of  war,  of 
moderate  dimensions,  that  will  bear  our  flag  to  distant  shores.  We  are 
at  present  disposed  to  place  too  much  reliance  upon  ships  that  cannot  set 
a  sail  or  steam  a  dozen  days  together.  Should  a  contest  with  America  be 
forced  upon  us,  three  months,  or  six  months  hence,  we  shall  not  have  a 
single  small  vessel  to  send  against  our  enemy  up  the  St.  Lawrence,  on  the 
Lakes,  or,  indeed,  anywhere  else.  This  is  a  reflection  which  causes  both 
anxiety  and  chagrin,  and  should  be  second  to  none  in  its  impression  upon 
the  Admiralty.  Five  months  have  elapsed  since  we  urged  these  con- 
siderations, and  nothing  but  a  determined  effort  now  can  atone  for  past 
delay. 

*  Sec  CornhM  Magazine  for  December,  18CI. 
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After  I  left  Oxford,  T  determined  to  Fpend  some  months  in  travel  be- 
fore settling  down  in  life.  My  father  had  left  me  a  few  thousands,  the 
income  arising  from  which  would  be  enough  to  provide  for  all  the  neces- 
sary requirements  of  a  lawyer's  education ;  such  as  lodgings  in  a  quiet 
part  of  London,  fees  and  payment  to  the  distinguished  barrister  with 
whom  I  was  to  read  ;  but  there  would  be  small  surplus  left  over  for 
luxuries  or  amusements  ;  and  as  I  was  rather  in  debt  on  leaving  college, 
since  I  had  forestalled  my  income,  and  the  expenses  of  my  travelling  would 
have  to  be  defrayed  out  of  my  capital,  I  determined  that  they  should  not 
exceed  fifty  pounds.  As  long  as  that  sum  would  last  me  I  would  remain 
abroad ;  when  it  was  spent  my  holiday  should  be  over,  and  I  would  return 
and  settle  down  somewhere  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Russell  Square,  in 

order  to  be  near  Mr.  's  chambers  in  Lincoln's-inn.    I  had  to  wait  in 

London  for  one  day  while  my  passport  was  being  made  out,  and  I  went 
to  examine  the  streets  in  which  I  purposed  to  live  ;  I  had  picked  them 
out,  from  studying  a  map,  as  desirable  ;  and  so  they  were,  if  judged  en- 
tirely by  my  reason  ;  but  their  aspect  was  very  depressing  to  one  country- 
bred,  and  just  fresh  from  the  beautiful  street-architecture  of  Oxford.  The 
thought  of  living  in  such  a  monotonous  gray  district  for  years  made  me 
all  the  more  anxious  to  prolong  my  holiday  by  all  the  economy  which 
could  eke  out  my  fifty  pounds.  I  thought  I  could  make  it  last  for  one 
hundred  days  at  least.  I  was  a  good  walker,  and  had  no  very  luxurious 
tastes  in  the  matter  of  accommodation  or  food  ;  I  had  as  fair  a  knowledge 
of  German  and  French  as  any  untravelled  Englishman  can  have  ;  and 
I  resolved  to  avoid  expensive  hotels  such  as  my  own  countrymen 
frequented. 

I  have  stated  this  much  about  myself  to  explain  how  I  fell  in  with 
the  little  story  that  I  am  going  to  record,  but  with  which  I  had  not  much 
to  do, — my  part  in  it  being  little  more  than  that  of  a  sympathizing  spectator. 
I  had  been  through  France  into  Switzerland,  where  1  had  gone  beyond 
my  strength  in  the  way  of  walking,  and  I  was  on  my  way  home,  when 
one  evening  I  came  to  the  village  of  Heppcnheim,  on  the  Berg-Strassc. 
I  had  strolled  about  the  dirty  town  of  Worms  all  morning,  and  dined 
in  a  filthy  hotel ;  and  after  that  I  had  crossed  the  Rhine,  and  walked 
through  Lorsch  to  Heppenhcim.  I  was  unnaturally  tired  and  languid  as 
I  dragged  myself  up  the  rough-paved  and  irregular  village  street  to  the 
inn  recommended  to  me.  It  was  a  large  building,  with  a  green  court 
before  it.  A  cros9-looking  but  scrupulously  clean  hostess  received  me, 
and  showed  me  into  a  large  room  with  a  dinner-table  in  it,  which,  though 
it  might  have  accommodated  thirty  or  forty  guests,  only  stretched  down 
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half  the  length  of  the  eating  room.  There  were  windows  at  each  end  of 
the  room  ;  two  looked  to  the  front  of  the  house,  on  which  the  evening 
shadows  had  already  fallen  ;  the  opposite  two  were  partly  doors,  opening 
into  a  large  garden  full  of  trained  fruit-trees  and  beds  of  vegetables, 
amongst  which  rose-bushes  and  other  flowers  seemed  to  grow  by  permis- 
sion, not  by  original  intention.  There  was  a  stove  at  each  end  of  the 
room,  which,  I  suspect,  had  originally  been  divided  into  two.  The  door 
by  which  I  had  entered  was  exactly  in  the  middle,  and  opposite  to  it  was 
another,  leading  to  a  great  bed-chamber,  which  my  hostess  showed  me  as 
my  sleeping  quarters  for  the  night. 

If  the  place  had  been  much  less  clean  and  inviting,  I  should  have 
remained  there ;  I  was  almost  surprised  myself  at  my  vis  inertia ;  once 
seated  in  the  last  warm  rays  of  the  slanting  sun  by  the  garden  window, 
I  was  disinclined  to  move,  or  even  to  speak.  My  hostess  had  taken  my 
orders  as  to  my  evening  meal,  and  had  left  me.  The  sun  went  down, 
and  I  grew  shivery.  The  vast  room  looked  cold  and  bare  ;  the  darkness 
brought  out  shadows  that  perplexed  me,  because  I  could  not  fully  make 
out  the  objects  that  produced  them  after  dazzling  my  eyes  by  gazing  out 
into  the  crimson  light. 

Some  one  came  in  ;  it  was  the  maiden  to  prepare  for  my  supper.  She 
began  to  lay  the  cloth  at  one  end  of  the  large  table.  There  was  a  smaller 
one  close  by  me.  I  mustered  up  my  voice,  which  seemed  a  little  as  if  it 
was  getting  beyond  my  control,  and  called  to  her, — 

"  Will  you  let  me  have  my  supper  here  on  this  table  ? " 

She  came  near  ;  the  light  fell  on  her  while  I  was  in  shadow.  She 
was  a  tall  young  woman,  with  a  fine  strong  figure,  a  pleasant  face,  expres- 
sive of  goodness  and  sense,  and  with  a  good  deal  of  comeliness  about  it, 
too,  although  the  fair  complexion  was  bronzed  and  reddened  by  weather, 
so  as  to  have  lost  much  o*  its  delicacy,  and  the  features,  as  I  had  after- 
wards opportunity  enough  of  observing,  were  anything  but  regular.  She 
had  white  teeth,  however,  and  well-opened  blue  eyes — grave-looking 
eyes  which  had  shed  tears  for  past  sorrow  —  plenty  of  light-brown 
hair,  rather  elaborately  plaited,  and  fastened  up  by  two  great  silver 
pins.  That  was  all— perhaps  more  than  all — I  noticed  that  first  night. 
She  began  to  lay  the  cloth  where  I  had  directed.  A  shiver  passed  over 
me :  she  looked  at  me,  and  then  said, — 

"The  gentleman  is  cold :  shall  I  light  the  stove ?" 

Something  vexed  me— I  am  not  usually  so  impatient:  it  was  the 
coming-on  of  serious  illness — 1  did  not  like  to  be  noticed  so  closely ;  I 
believed  that  food  would  restore  me,  and  I  did  not  want  to  have  my 
meal  delayed,  as  I  feared  it  might  be  by  the  lighting  of  the  stove ;  and 
most  of  all  I  was  feverishly  annoyed  by  movement.  I  answered 
sharply  and  abruptly, — 

w  No ;  bring  supper  quickly ;  that  is  all  I  want." 

Her  quiet,  sad  eyes  met  mine  for  a  moment ;  but  I  saw  no  change  in 
their  expression,  as  if  I  had  vexed  her  by  my  rudeness  :  her  countenance 
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did  not  for  an  instant  lose  its  look  of  patient  sense,  and  that  is  pretty 
nearly  all  I  can  remember  of  Thekla  that  first  evening  at  Ueppenheim. 

1  suppose  I  ate  my  supper,  or  tried  to  do  so,  at  any  rate ;  and  I  must 
have  gone  to  bed,  for  days  after  I  became  conscious  of  lying  there,  weak 
as  a  new-born  babe,  and  with  a  sense  of  past  pain  in  all  my  weary  limbs. 
As  is  the  case  in  recovering  from  fever,  one  does  not  care  to  connect 
facts,  much  less  to  reason  upon  them;  so  how  I  came  to  be  lying  in  that 
strange  bed,  in  that  large,  half-furnished  room  ;  in  what  house  that  room 
was  ;  in  what  town,  in  what  country,  I  did  not  take  the  trouble  to  recal. 
It  was  of  much  more  consequence  to  me  then  to  discover  what  was  the  well- 
known  herb  that  gave  the  scent  to  the  clean,  coarse  sheets  in  which  I  lay. 
Gradually  I  extended  by  observations,  always  confining  myself  to  the 
present.  I  must  have  been  well  cared-for  by  some  cne,  and  that  lately, 
too,  for  the  window  was  shaded,  so  as  to  prevent  the  morning  sun  from 
coming  in  upon  the  bed ;  there  was  the  crackling  of  fresh  wood  in  the 
great  white  china  stove,  which  must  have  been  newly  replenished  within  a 
short  time. 

By-and-by  the  door  opened  slowly.  I  cannot  tell  why,  but  my  im- 
pulse was  to  shut  my  eyes  as  if  I  were  still  asleep.  But  I  could  see 
through  my  apparently  closed  eyelids.  In  came,  walking  on  tip-toe,  with 
a  slow  care  that  defeated  its  object,  two  men.  The  first  was  aged  from 
thirty  to  forty,  in  the  dress  of  a  Black  Forest  peasant, — old-fashioned 
coat  and  knee-breeehes  of  strong  blue  cloth,  but  of  a  thoroughly  good 
quality ;  he  was  followed  by  an  older  man,  whose  dress,  of  more  preten- 
sion as  to  cut  and  colour  (it  was  all  black),  was,  nevertheless,  as  I  had 
often  the  opportunity  of  observing  afterwards,  worn  threadbare. 

Their  first  sentences,  in  whispered  German,  told  me  who  they  were : 
the  landlord  of  the  inn  where  I  was  lying  a  helpless  log,  and  the  village 
doctor,  who  had  been  called  in.  The  latter  felt  my  pulse,  and  nodded  his 
head  repeatedly  in  approbation.  I  had  instinctively  known  that  I  was 
getting  better,  and  hardly  cared  for  this  confirmation ;  but  it  seemed  to 
give  the  truest  pleasure  to  the  landlord,  who  shook  the  hand  of  the  doctor, 
in  a  pantomime  expressive  of  as  much  thankfulness  as  if  1  had  been  his 
brother.  Some  low-spoken  remarks  were  made,  and  then  some  question 
was  asked,  to  which,  apparently,  my  host  was  unable  to  reply.  He  left 
the  room,  and  in  a  minute  or  two  returned,  followed  by  Thekla,  who  was 
questioned  by  the  doctor,  and  replied  with  a  quiet  clearness,  showing  how 
carefully  the  details  of  my  illness  had  been  observed  by  her.  Then  she 
left  the  room,  and,  as  if  every  minute  had  served  to  restore  to  my  brain  its 
power  of  combining  facts,  I  was  suddenly  prompted  to  open  my  eyes,  and 
ask  in  the  best  German  I  could  muster  what  day  of  the  month  it  was ;  not 
that  I  clearly  remembered  the  date  of  my  arrival  at  Heppenheim,  but  I 
knew  it  was  about  the  beginning  of  September. 

Again  the  doctor  conveyed  his  sense  of  extreme  satisfaction  in  a  series 
of  rapid  pantomimic  nods,  and  then  replied,  in  deliberate  but  tolerable 
English,  to  my  great  surprise, — 
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"  It  is  the  20th  of  September,  my  dear  sir.  You  must  thank  the  dear 
God.  Your  fever  has  made  its  course  of  twenty -one  days.  Now  patience 
and  care  must  be  practised.  The  good  host  and  his  household  will  have 
the  care ;  you  must  have  the  patience.  If  you  have  relations  in  England, 
I  will  do  my  endeavours  to  tell  them  the  state  of  your  health." 

"  I  have  no  near  relations,"  said  I,  beginning  in  my  weakness  to  cry, 
as  I  remembered,  as  if  it  had  been  a  dream,  the  days  when  I  had  lather, 
mother,  sister. 

"  Chut,  chut !"  said  he  ;  then,  turning  to  the  landlord,  Jie  told  him  in 
German  to  make  Thekla  bring  me  one  of  her  good  bouillons;  after  which 
I  was  to  have  certain  medicines,  and  to  sleep  as  undisturbedly  as  possible. 
For  days,  he  went  on,  I  should  require  constant  watching  and  careful 
feeding ;  every  twenty  minutes  I  was  to  have  something,  either  wine  or 
soup,  in  small  quantities. 

A  dim  notion  came  into  my  hazy  mind  that  my  previous  husbandry 
of  my  fifty  pounds,  by  taking  long  walks  and  scanty  diet,  would  prove  in 
the  end  very  bad  economy;  but  I  sank  into  dosing  unconsciousness 
before  I  could  quite  follow  out  my  idea.  I  was  roused  by  the  touch  of  a 
spoon  on  my  lips ;  it  was  Thekla  feeding  me.  Her  sweet,  grave  face  had 
something  approaching  to  a  mother's  look  of  tenderness  upon  it,  as  she 
gave  me  spoonful  after  spoonful  with  gentle  patience  and  dainty  care :  and 
then  I  fell  asleep  once  more.  When  next  I  wakened  it  was  night;  the 
stove  was  lighted,  and  the  burning  wood  made  a  pleasant  crackle,  though 
I  could  only  see  the  outlines  and  edges  of  red  name  through  the  crevices 
of  the  small  iron  door.  The  uncurtained  window  on  my  left  looked  into 
the  purple,  solemn  night.  Turning  a  little,  I  saw  Thekla  sitting  near  a 
table,  sewing  diligently  at  some  great  white  piece  of  household  work. 
Every  now  and  then  she  stopped  to  snuff  the  candle ;  sometimes  she  began 
to  ply  her  needle  again  immediately ;  but  once  or  twice  she  let  her  busy 
hands  lie  idly  in  her  lap,  and  looked  into  the  darkness,  and  thought  deeply 
for  a  moment  or  two ;  these  pauses  always  ended  in  a  kind  of  sobbing 
sigh,  the  sound  of  which  seemed  to  restore  her  to  self-consciousness,  and 
she  took  to  her  sewing  even  more  diligently  than  before.  Watching  her 
had  a  sort  of  dreamy  interest  for  me ;  this  diligence  of  hers  was  a  pleasant 
contrast  to  my  repose ;  it  seemed  to  enhance  the  flavour  of  my  rest.  I 
was  too  much  of  an  animal  just  then  to  have  my  sympathy,  or  even 
my  curiosity,  strongly  excited  by  her  look  of  sad  remembrance,  or  by  her 

After  a  while  she  gave  a  little  start,  looked  at  a  watch  lying  by  her  on 
the  table,  and  came,  shading  the  candle  by  her  hand,  softly  to  my  bed- 
side. When  she  saw  my  open  eyes  she  went  to  a  porringer  placed  at 
the  top  of  the  stove,  and  fed  me  with  soup.  She  did  not  speak  while 
doing  this.  I  was  half  aware  that  she  had  done  it  many  times  since  the 
doctor's  visit,  although  this  seemed  to  be  the  first  time  that  I  was  fully 
awake.  She  passed  her  arm  under  the  pillow  on  which  my  head  rested, 
and  raised  me  a  very  little ;  her  support  was  as  firm  as  a  man's  could 
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have  been.  Again  back  to  her  work,  and  I  to  my  slumbers,  without 
a  word  being  exchanged. 

It  was  broad  dayb'ght  when  I  wakened  again ;  I  could  see  the  sunny 
atmosphere  of  the  garden  outside  stealing  in  through  the  nicks  at  the  side 
of  the  shawl  hung  up  to  darken  the  room, — a  shawl  which  I  was  sore 
had  not  been  there  when  I  had  observed  the  window  in  the  night.  How 
gently  my  nurse  must  have  moved  about  while  doing  her  thoughtful  act  1 

My  breakfast  was  brought  me  by  the  hostess ;  she  who  had  received 
me  on  my  first  arrival  at  this  hospitable  inn.  She  meant  to  do  every- 
thing kindly,  I  am  sure;  but  a  sick  room  was  not  her  place ;  by  a  thousand 
little  maI-adroitnesse8  she  fidgeted  me  past  bearing ;  her  shoes  creaked 
her  dress  rustled ;  she  asked  me  questions  about  myself  which  it  irritate 
me  to  answer ;  she  congratulated  me  on  being  so  much  better,  while  I  wis 
faint  for  want  of  the  food  which  she  delayed  giving  me  in  order  to  talk. 
My  host  had  more  sense  in  him  when  he  came  in,  although  his  shoes 
creaked  as  well  as  hers.  By  this  time  I  was  somewhat  revived,  and  could 
talk  a  little ;  besides,  it  seemed  churlish  to  be  longer  without  acknow- 
ledging so  much  kindness  received. 

"  I  am  afraid  I  have  been  a  great  trouble,"  said  I.  "  I  can  only  sty 
that  I  am  truly  grateful." 

His  good  broad  face  reddened,  and  he  moved  a  little  uneasily. 

"I  don't  see  how  I  could  have  done  otherwise  than  I  than  we, 

did,"  replied  he,  in  the  soft  German  of  the  district.  "  We  were  all  glad 
enough  to  do  what  we  could;  I  don't  say  it  was  a  pleasure,  because  it  is  our 
busiest  time  of  year,— but  then,"  said  he,  laughing  a  little  awkwardly,  as 
if  he  feared  his  expression  might  have  been  misunderstood,  "I  don't 
suppose  it  has  been  a  pleasure  to  you  either,  sir,  to  be  laid  up  so  fcr 
from  home." 

"No,  indeed." 

"  I  may  as  well  tell  you  now,  air,  that  we  had  to  look  over  your  papers 
and  clothes.  In  the  first  place,  when  you  were  so  ill  I  would  fain  have 
let  your  kinsfolk  know,  if  I  could  have  found  a  clue ;  and  besides,  yoa 
needed  linen." 

"  I  am  wearing  a  shirt  of  yours  though,"  said  I,  touching  my  sleeve. 

"  Yes,  sir  I "  said  he  again,  reddening  a  little.  "  I  told  Thekla  to  take 
the  finest  out  of  the  chest ;  but  I  am  afraid  you  find  it  coarser  than  your 
own." 

For  all  answer  I  could  only  lay  my  weak  hand  on  the  great  brown 
paw  resting  on  the  bed-side.  He  gave  me  a  sudden  squeeze  in  return 
that  I  thought  would  have  crushed  my  .bones. 

u 1  beg  your  pardon,  sir,"  said  he,  misinterpreting  the  sudden  look 
of  pain  which  I  could  not  repress ;  "  but  watching  a  man  come  out  of  lk 
shadow  of  death  into  life  makes  one  feel  very  friendly  towards  liim." 

"  No  old  or  true  friend  that  I  have  had  could  have  done  more  for  me 
than  you,  and  your  wife,  and  Thekla,  and  the  good  doctor." 

"lama  widower,"  said  he,  turning  round  the  great  wedding-ring  thai 
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decked  his  third  finger.  "My  sister  keeps  house  for  me,  and  takes  care 
of  the  children, — that  is  to  say,  she  does  it  with  the  help  of  Thekla,  the 
house-maiden.  But  I  have  other  servants,"  he  continued.  "  I  am  well 
to  do,  the  good  God  be  thanked !  I  have  land,  and  cattle,  and  vineyards. 
It  will  soon  be  our  vintage-time,  and  then  you  must  go  and  see  my  grapes 
as  they  come  into  the  village.  I  have  a  *  chasse,'  too,  in  the  Odenwald ; 
perhaps  one  day  you  will  be  strong  enough  to  go  and  shoot  the  'chevreuiV 
with  me." 

His  good  true  heart  was  trying  to  make  me  feel  like  a  welcome 
guest  Some  time  afterwards  I  learnt  from  the  doctor  that — my  poor 
fifty  pounds  being  nearly  all  expended — my  host  and  he  had  been  brought 
to  believe  in  my  poverty,  as  the  necessary  examination  of  my  clothes  and 
papers  showed  so  little  evidence  of  wealth.  But  I  myself  have  but  little 
to  do  with  my  story  ;  I  only  name  these  things,  and  repeat  these  conver- 
sations, to  show  what  a  true,  kind,  honest  man  my  host  was.  By  the 
way,  I  may  as  well  call  him  by  his  name  henceforward,  Fritz  MiiUer. 
The  doctor's  name,  Wiedermann. 

I  was  tired  enough  with  this  interview  with  Fritz  Midler ;  but  when 
Dr.  Wiedermann  came  he  pronounced  me  to  be  much  better ;  and  through 
the  day  much  the  same  course  was  pursued  as  on  the  previous  one  :  being 
fed,  lying  still,  and  sleeping  were  my  passive  and  active  occupations.  It 
was  a  hot  sunshiny  day,  and  I  craved  for  air.  Fresh  air  does  not  enter 
into  the  pharmacopoeia  of  a  German  doctor ;  but  somehow  I  obtained  my 
wish.  During  the  morning  hours  the  window  through  which  the  sun 
streamed — the  window  looking  on  to  the  front  court — was  opened  a  little; 
and  through  it  I  heard  the  sounds  of  active  life,  which  gave  me  pleasure 
and  interest  enough.  The  hen's  cackle,  the  cock's  exultant  call  when  he 
had  found  the  treasure  of  a  grain  of  corn, — the  movements  of  a  tethered 
donkey,  and  the  cooing  and  whirring  of  the  pigeons  which  lighted  on  the 
window-sill,  gave  me  just  subjects  enough  for  interest.  Now  and  then  a 
cart  or  carnage  drove  up, — I  could  hear  them  ascending  the  rough  village 
street  long  before  they  stopped  at  the  "  Halbmond,"  the  village  inn.  Then 
there  came  a  sound  of  running  and  haste  in  the  house ;  and  Thekla  was 
always  called  for  in  sharp,  imperative  tones.  I  heard  little  children's 
footsteps,  too,  from  time  to  time ;  and  once  there  must  have  been  some 
childish  accident  or  hurt,  for  a  shrill  plaintive  little  voice  kept  calling  out, 
44  Thekla,  Thekla,  liebe  Thekla."  Yet,  aaer  the  first  early  morning  hours, 
"when  my  hostesB  attended  on  my  wants,  it  was  always  Thekla  who  came  to 
give  me  my  food  or  my  medicine ;  who  redded  up  my  room  ;  who  arranged 
the  degree  of  light,  shifting  the  temporary  curtain  with  the  shifting  sun  ; 
and  always  as  quietly  and  deliberately  as  though  her  attendance  upon  me 
were  her  sole  work.  Once  or  twice  my  hostess  came  into  the  large  eating- 
room  (out  of  which  my  room  opened),  and  called  Thekla  away  from 
whatever  was  her  occupation  in  my  room  at  the  time,  in  a  sharp,  injured, 
imperative  whisper.  Once  I  remember  it  was  to  say  that  sheets  were 
wanted  for  some  stranger's  bed,  and  to  ask  where  she,  the  speaker,  could 
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have  put  the  keys,  in  a  tone  of  irritation,  as  though  Thekla  were  respon- 
sible for  Fraulein  MUiler's  own  forgetfnlnm. 

Night  came  on ;  the  sounds  of  daily  life  died  away  into  silence ;  the 
children's  voices  were  no  more  heard ;  the  poultry  were  all  gone  to 
roost;  the  beasts  of  burden  to  their  stables;  and  travellers  were 
housed.  Then  Thekla  came  in  softly  and  quietly,  and  took  up  her 
appointed  place,  after  she  had  done  all  in  her  power  for  my  comfort.  I 
felt  that  I  was  in  no  state  to  be  left  all  those  weary  hpurs  which  intervened 
between  sunset  and  sunrise;  but  I  did  feel  ashamed  that  this  young 
woman,  who  had  watched  by  me  all  the  previous  night,  and  for  aught  I 
knew,  for  many  before,  and  had  worked  bard,  been  run  off  her  legs,  as 
English  servants  would  say,  all  day  long,  should  come  and  take  up  her 
care  of  me  again ;  and  it  was  with  a  feeiing  of  relief  that  I  saw  her  head 
bend  forwards,  and  finally  rest  on  her  arms,  which  had  fallen  on  the  white 
piece  of  sewing  spread  before  her  on  the  table.  She  slept ;  and  I  slept. 
When  I  wakened  dawn  was  stealing  into  the  room,  and  making  pale  the 
lamplight.  Thekla  was  standing  by  the  stove,  where  she  had  been  preparing 
thebouillon  I  should  require  on  wakening.  But  she  did  not  notice  my  half- 
open  eyes,  although  her  face  was  turned  towards  the  bed.  She  was  reading 
a  letter,  slowly,  as  if  its  words  were  familiar  to  her,  yet  as  though  she  were 
trying  afresh  to  extract  some  fuller  or  some  different  meaning  from  their 
construction.  She  folded  it  up  softly  and  slowly,  and  replaced  it  in  her 
pocket  with  the  quiet  movement  habitual  to  her.  Then  she  looked  be- 
fore her,  not  at  me,  but  at  vacancy  filled  up  by  memories ;  and  as  the 
enchanter  brought  up  the  scenes  and  people  which  she  saw,  but  I  could 
not,  her  eyes  filled  with  tears — tears  that  gathered  almost  iinperceptibly 
to  herself  as  it  would  seem — for  when  one  large  drop  fell  on  her  hands 
(held  Rliplitly  together  before  her  as  she  stood)  she  started  a  little,  and 
brushed  her  eyes  with  the  back  of  her  hand,  and  then  came  towards  the 
bed  to  see  if  I  was  awake.  If  I  had  not  witnessed  her  previous  emotion, 
I  could  never  have  guessed  that  she  had  any  hidden  sorrow  or  pain  from 
her  manner;  tranquil,  self-iestrained  as  usual.  The  thought  of  this  letter 
haunted  me,  especially  as  more  than  once  I,  wakeful  or  watchful  during 
the  ensuing  nights,  either  saw  it  in  her  hands,  or  suspected  that  she  had 
been  recurring  to  it  from  noticing  the  same  sorrowful  dreamy  look  upon 
her  face  when  she  thought  herself  unobserved.  Most  likely  every  one 
has  noticed  how  inconsistently  out  of  proportion  some  ideas  become  when 
one  is  shut  up  in  any  place  without  change  of  scene  or  thought.  I  really 
grew  quite  irritated  about  this  letter.  If  I  did  not  see  it  I  suspected  it 
lay  perdu  in  her  pocket.  What  was  in  it?  Of  course  it  was  a  love- 
letter  ;  but  if  so,  what  was  going  wrong  in  the  course  of  her  love  ?  I 
became  like  a  spoilt  child  in  my  recovery;  every  one  whom  I  saw  for  the 
time  being  was  thinking  only  of  me,  so  it  was  perhaps  no  wonder  that  I 
became  my  sole  objectof  thought;  and  at  last  the  gratification  of  my  curiosity 
about  this  letter  seemed  to  me  a  duty  that  I  owed  to  myself.  As  long  as 
my  fidgety  inquisitiveness  remained  ungratified,  I  felt  as  if  I  could  not  get 
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•well  But  to  do  myself  justice,  it  was  more  than  inquisitiveness.  TheUla 
had  tended  me  with  the  gentle,  thoughtful  care  of  a  sister,  in  the  midst 
of  her  busy  life.  I  could  often  hear  the  Fraulein's  sharp  voice  outside 
blaming  her  for  something  that  had  gone  wrong;  but  I  never  heard  much 
from  Thekla  in  reply.  Her  name  was  called  in  various  tones  by  d liferent 
people,  more  frequently  than  I  could  count,  as  if  her  services  were  in  per- 
petual requisition,  yet  I  was  never  neglected,  or  even  long  uncared-for.  The 
doctor  was  kind  and  attentive;  my  host  friendly  and  really  generous  ;  his 
sister  subdued  her  acerbity  of  manner  when  in  my  room,  but  Thekla  was 
the  one  of  all  to  whom  I  owed  my  comforts,  if  not  my  life.  If  I  could 
do  anything  to  smooth  her  path  (and  a  little  money  goes  a  great  way  in 
these  primitive  parts  of  Germany),  how  willingly  would  I  give  it  ?  So 
one  night  I  began— she  was  no  longer  needed  to  watch  by  my  bedside, 
but  she  was  arranging  my  room  before  leaving  me  for  the  night — 

"  Thekla,"  said  I,  "  you  don't  belong  to  Heppenheim,  do  you  ?" 

She  looked  at  me,  and  reddened  a  lit  tie. 

"No.    Why  do  yon  ask?" 

"  You  have  been  so  good  to  me  that  I  cannot  help  wanting  to  know 
more  about  you.  I  must  needs  feel  interested  in  one  who  has  been  by 
my  side  through  my  illness  as  you  have.  Where  do  your  friends  live  ? 
Are  your  parents  alive  ?  " 

All  this  time  I  was  driving  at  the  letter. 

"  I  was  born  at  Altonahr.  My  father  is  an  innkeeper  there.  He 
owns  the  1  Golden  Stag.'  My  mother  is  dead,  and  he  has  married  again, 
and  has  many  children." 

"And  your  stepmother  is  unkind  to  you,"  said  I,  jumping  to  a 
conclusion. 

"  Who  said  so  ?  "  asked  she,  with  a  shade  of  indignation  in  her  tone. 
"  She  is  a  right  good  woman,  and  makes  my  father  a  good  wife." 

"  Then  why  are  you  here  living  so  fer  from  home  ? " 

Now  the  look  came  back  to  her  face  which  I  had  seen  upon  it  during 
the  night  hours  when  I  had  watched  her  by  stealth ;  a  dimming  of  the 
grave  frankness  of  her  eyes,  a  light  quiver  at  the  corners  of  her  mouth, 
But  all  she  said  was,  "  It  was  better." 

Somehow,  I  persisted  with  the  wilfulness  of  an  invalid.  I  am  half 
n-shamed  of  it  now. 

"  But  why  better,  Thekla  ?   Wan  there  "    How  should  I  put  it  ? 

I  stopped  a  little,  and  then  rushed  blindfold  at  my  object:  "Hus  not  that 
letter  which  you  read  so  often  something  to  do  with  your  being  here  ?  " 

She  fixed  me  with  her  serious  eyes  till  I  believe  I  reddened  far  more 
than  she ;  and  I  hastened  to  pour  out,  incoherently  enough,  my  conviction 
that  she  had  some  Becret  care,  and  my  desire  to  help  her  if  she  was  in  any 
trouble. 

"  You  cannot  help  me,"  said  she,  a  little  softened  by  my  explanation, 
though  some  shade  of  resentment  at  having  been  thus  surreptitiously  watched 
yet  lingered  in  her  manner.    "  It  is  an  old  story ;  a  sorrow  gone  by,  past 
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at  least  it  ought  to  be,  only  sometimes  I  am  foolish" — her  tones  were 
softening  now — >"  and  it  is  punishment  enough  that  you  have  seen  my 
folly." 

"  If  you  had  a  brother  here,  Thekla,  you  would  let  him  give  you  his 
sympathy  if  he  could  not  give  you  his  help,  and  you  would  not  blame 
yourself  if  you  had  shown  him  your  sorrow,  should  you  ?  I  tell  you 
again,  let  me  be  as  a  brother  to  you." 

"  In  the  first  place,  sir," — this  "  sir "  was  to  mark  the  distinction 
between  me  and  the  imaginary  brother — "  I  should  have  been  ashamed 
to  have  shown  even  a  brother  my  sorrow,  which  is  also  my  reproach  and 
my  disgrace."  These  were  strong  words ;  and  I  suppose  my  face  showed 
that  I  attributed  to  them  a  still  stronger  meaning  than  they  warranted; 
but  honi  soit  qui  mal  y  pense — for  she  went  on  dropping  her  eyes  and 
speaking  hurriedly. 

"  My  shame  and  my  reproach  is  this  :  I  have  loved  a  man  who  has  not 
loved  me;" — she  grasped  her  hands  together  till  the  fingers  made  deep 
white  dents  in  the  rosy  flesh — "and  I  can't  make  out  whether  he  ever  did, 
or  whether  he  did  once  and  is  changed  now ;  if  only  he  did  once  love  me, 
I  could  forgive  myself." 

With  hasty  trembling  hands  she  began  to  re-arrange  the  tisane  and 
medicines  for  the  night  on  the  little  table  at  my  bed-side.  But,  having  got 
thus  far,  I  was  determined  to  persevere. 

"  Thekla,"  said  1, 44  tell  me  all  about  it,  as  you  would  to  your  mother 
if  she  were  alive.  There  are  often  misunderstandings  which,  never  act  to 
rights,  make  the  misery  and  desolation  of  a  life-time." 

She  did  not  speak  at  first.  Then  she  pulled  out  the  letter,  and  said  in 
a  quiet,  hopeless  tone  of  voice  : — 

44  You  can  read  German  writing  ?  Read  that,  and  see  if  I  have  any 
reason  for  misunderstanding." 

The  letter  was  signed  44  Franz  Weber,"  and  dated  from  some  small 
town  in  Switzerland — I  forget  what — about  a  month  previous  to  the  time 
when  I  read  it.  It  began  with  acknowledging  the  receipt  of  some  money 
which  had  evidently  been  requested  by  the  writer,  and  for  which  the 
thanks  were  almost  fulsome ;  and  then,  by  the  quietest  transition  in  the 
world,  he  went  on  to  consult  her  as  to  the  desirability  of  his  marrying 
some  girl  in  the  place  from  which  he  wrote,  saying  that  this  Anna  Some- 
body was  only  eighteen  and  very  pretty,  and  her  father  a  well-to-do  shop- 
keeper, and  adding  with  coarse  coxcombry  his  belief  that  he  was  not 
indifferent  to  the  maiden  herself.  lie  wound  up  by  saying  that,  if  this 
marriage  did  take  place,  he  should  certainly  repay  the  various  sums  of 
money  which  Thekla  had  lent  him  at  different  times. 

I  was  some  time  in  making  out  all  this.  Thekla  held  the  candle  for  me 
k>  read  it ;  held  it  patiently  and  steadily,  not  speaking  a  word  till  I  had 
folded  up  the  letter  again,  and  given  it  back  to  her.    Then  our  eyes  met. 

44  Thi-re  is  no  misunderstanding  possible,  is  there,  sir  ?  "  asked  she  with 
a  faint  smile. 
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"  No,"  I  replied ;  "  but  you  are  well  rid  0/  such  a  fellow." 

She  shook  her  head  a  little.  "  It  shows  his  bad  side,  sir.  We  have 
all  our  bad  sides.  You  must  not  judge  him  harshly ;  at  least  I  cannot. 
But  then  we  were  brought  up  together." 

"  At  Altenahr  ?  " 

"  Yes;  his  father  kept  the  other  inn,  and  our  parents,  instead  of  being 
rivals,  were  great  friends.  Franz  is  a  little  younger  than  I,  and  was  a 
delicate  child.  I  had  to  take  him  to  school,  and  I  used  to  be  so  proud  of  it 
and  of  my  charge.  Then  he  grew  strong,  and  was  the  handsomest  lad  in 
the  village.  Our  fathers  used  to  sit  and  smoke  together,  and  talk  of  our 
marriage,  and  Franz  must  have  heard  as  much  as  I.  Whenever  he  was  in 
trouble,  he  would  come  to  me  for  what  advice  I  could  give  him  ;  and  he 
danced  twice  as  often  with  me  as  with  any  other  girl  at  all  the  dances,  and 
always  brought  his  nosegay  to  me.  Then  his  father  wished  him  to  travel, 
and  learn  the  ways  at  the  great  hotels  on  the  Rhine  before  he  settled  down 
in  Altenahr.  You  know  that  is  the  custom  in  Germany,  sir.  They  go 
from  town  to  town  as  journeymen,  learning  something  fresh  everywhere, 
they  say." 

"  I  knew  that  was  done  in  trades,"  I  replied. 

"  Oh,  yes ;  and  among  inn-keepers,  too,"  she  said.  "  Most  of  the 
waiters  at  the  great  hotels  in  Frankfort,  and  Heidelberg,  and  Mayence, 
and  I  daresay  at  all  the  other  places,  are  the  sons  of  innkeepers  in  small 
towns,  who  go  out  into  the  world  to  learn  new  ways,  and  perhaps  to  pick 
up  a  little  English  and  French ;  otherwise  they  say  they  should  never  get 
on.  Franz  went  off  from  Altenahr  on  his  journeyings  four  years  ago  next 
May-day ;.  and  before  he  went  he  brought  me  back  a  ring  from  Bonn, 
where  he  bought  his  new  clothes.  I  don't  wear  it  now ;  but  I  have  got  it 
upstairs,  and  it  comforts  me  to  see  something  that  shows  me  it  was  not  all 
my  silly  fancy.  I  suppose  he  fell  among  bad  people,  for  he  soon  began  to 
play  for  money, — and  then  he  lost  more' than  he  could  always  pay — and 
sometimes  I  could  help  him  a  little,  for  we  wrote  to  each  other  from  time 
to  time,  as  we  knew  each  others  addresses;  for  the  little  ones  grew  around 
my  father's  hearth,  and  I  thought  that  I,  too,  would  go  forth  into  the  world 

and  earn  my  own  living,  bo  that  well,  I  will  tell  the  truth — I  thought 

that  by  going  into  service,  I  could  lay  by  enough  for  buying  a  handsome 
stock  of  household  linen,  and  plenty  of  pans  and  kettles  against — against 
what  will  never  come  to  pass  now." 

"  Do  the  German  women  buy  the  pots  and  kettles,  as  you  call  them, 
when  they  are  married  ?  "  asked  I,  awkwardly,  laying  hold  of  a  trivial 
question  to  conceal  the  indignant  sympathy  with  her  wrongs  which  I  did 
not  like  to  express. 

"  Oh,  yes ;  the  bride  furnishes  all  that  is  wanted  in  the  kitchen,  and 
all  the  store  of  house-linen.  If  my  mother  had  lived,  it  would  have  been 
laid  by  for  me,  as  she  could  have  afforded  to  buy  it,  but  my  stepmother 
will  have  hard  enough  work  to  provide  for  her  own  four  little  girls.  How- 
ever," she  continued,  brightening  up,  "  I  can  help  her,  for  now  I  shall 
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never  marry ;  and  my  master  here  is  just  and  liberal,  and  pays  me  sixty 
florins  a  year,  which  is  high  wages.'*  (Sixty  florins  are  about  five  pounds 
sterling.)  "  And  now,  good-night,  sir.  This  cup  to  the  left  holds  the 
tisane,  that  to  the  right  the  acorn-tea."  She  shaded  the  candle,  and  was 
leaving  the  room.    I  raised  myself  on  my  elbow,  and  called  her  back. 

"  Don't  go  on  thinking  about  this  man,"  said  I.  "  He  was  not  good 
enough  for  you.    You  aTe  much  better  unmarried." 

"  Perhaps  so,"  she  answered  gravely.  "  But  you  cannot  do  him 
justice ;  you  do  not  know  him." 

A  few  minutes  after  I  heard  her  soft  and  cautious  return;  she  had 
taken  her  shoes  off*,  and  came  in  her  stockinged  feet  up  to  my  bed-side, 
shading  the  light  with  her  hand.  When  she  saw  that  my  eyes  were  open, 
she  laid  down  two  letters  on  the  table  close  by  my  night-lamp. 

"  Perhaps,  some  time,  sir,  you  would  take  the  trouble  to  read  these 
letters ;  you  would  then  see  how  noble  and  clever  Franz  really  is.  It  is  I 
who  ought  to  be  blamed,  not  he." 

No  more  was  said  that  night. 

Some  time  the  next  morning  I  read  the  letters.  They  were  filled  with 
vague,  inflated,  sentimental  descriptions  of  his  inner  life  and  feelings; 
entirely  egotistical,  and  intermixed  with  quotations  from  second-rate 
philosophers  and  poets.  There  was,  it  must  be  said,  nothing  in  them 
offensive  to  good  principle  or  good  feeling,  however  much  they  might  be 
opposed  to  good  taste.  I  was  to  go  into  the  next  room  that  afternoon 
for  the  first  time  of  leaving  my  sick  chamber.  All  morning  I  lay  and 
ruminated.  From  time  to  time  I  thought  of  Thekla  and  Franz  Web*. 
She  was  the  strong,  good,  helpful  character,  he  the  weak  and  vain ;  how 
strange  it  seemed  that  she  should  have  cared  for  one  so  dissimilar;  and 
then  I  remembered  the  various  happy  marriages  when  to  an  outsider  it 
seemed  as  if  one  was  so  inferior  to  the  other  that  their  union  would  hare 
appeared  a  subject  for  despair  if  it  had  been  looked  at  prospectively. 
My  host  came  in,  in  the  midst  of  these  meditations,  bringing  a  great 
flowered  dressing-gown,  lined  with  flannel,  and  the  embroidered  smoking- 
cap  which  he  evidently  considered  as  belonging  to  this  Indian-looking 
robe.  They  had  been  his  father's,  he  told  me ;  and  as  he  helped  me  to 
dress,  he  went  on  with  his  communications  on  small  family  matters.  Hi* 
inn  was  flourishing;  the  numbers  increased  every  year  of  those  who 
came  to  sec  the  church  at  Heppenheim :  the  church  which  was  the  pride 
of  the  place,  but  which  I  had  never  yet  seen.  It  was  built  by  the  great 
Kaiser  Karl.  And  thero  was  the  Castle  of  Starkenburg,  too,  which  the 
Abbots  of  Lorsch  had  often  defended,  stalwart  churchmen  as  they  were, 
against  the  temporal  power  of  the  emperors.  And  Melibocns  was  not 
beyond  a  walk  either.  In  fact,  it  was  the  work  of  one  person  to  super- 
intend the  inn  alone ;  but  he  had  his  farm  and  his  vineyards  beyond, 
which  of  themselves  gave  him  enough  to  do.  And  his  sister  was  oppres??d 
with  the  perpetual  calls  made  upon  her  patience  and  her  nerves  in  an  inn ; 
and  would  rather  go  back  and  live  at  Worms.    And  his  children  wanted 
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so  much  looking  after.    By  the  time  he  had  placed  himself  in  a  condition 
for  requiring  ray  fall  sympathy,  I  had  finished  my  slow  toilette ;  and  I 
had  to  interrupt  bis  confidences,  and  accept  the  help  of  his  good  strong 
arm  to  lead  me  into  the  great  eating-room,  out  of  which  my  chamber 
opened.    I  had  a  dreamy  recollection  of  the  vast  apartment.    But  how 
pleasantly  it  was  changed  !    There  was  the  bare  half  of  the  room,  it  is 
true,  looking  as  it  had  done  on  that  firet  afternoon,  sunless  and  cheerless, 
with  the  long,  unoccupied  table,  and  the  necessary  chairs  for  the  possible 
visitors  ;  but  round  the  windows  that  opened  on  the  garden  a  part  of  the 
room  was  enclosed  by  the  household  clothes'-horsea  hung  with  great 
pieces  of  the  blue  homespun  cloth  of  which  the  dress  of  the  Black  Forest 
peasant  is  made.    This  shut-in  space  was  warmed  by  the  lighted  stove, 
as  well  as  by  the  lowering  rays  of  the  October  sun.    There  was  a  little 
round  walnut  table  with  some  flowers  upon  it,  and  a  great  cushioned 
arm-chair  placed  so  as  to  look  out  upon  the  garden  and  the  hills  beyond. 
I  felt  sure  that  this  was  all  Thekla'a  arrangement ;  I  had  rather  wondered 
that  I  had  seen  so  little  of  her  this  day.    She  had  come  once  or  twice  on 
necessary  errands  into  my  room  in  the  morning,  but  had  appeared  to  be 
in  great  haste,  and  had  avoided  meeting  my  eye;  even  when  I  had 
returned  the  letters,  which  she  had  entrusted  to  me  with  so  evident  a 
purpose  of  placing  the  writer  in  my  good  opinion,  she  had  never  inquired 
as  to  how  far  they  had  answered  her  design ;  she  had  merely  taken  them 
with  some  low  word  of  thanks,  and  put  them  hurriedly  into  her  pocket. 
I  suppose  she  shrank  from  remembering  how  fully  she  had  given  me  her 
confidence  the  night  before,  now  that  daylight  and  actual  life  pressed 
close  around  her.    Besides  there  surely  never  was  any  one  in  such 
constant  request  as  Thekla.    I  did  not  like  this  estrangement,  though  it 
was  the  natural  consequence  of  my  improved  health,  which  would  daily 
make  me  less  and  leas  require  services  which  seemed  so  urgently  claimed 
by  others.  And,  moreover,  after  my  host  left  me — I  fear  I  had  cut  him  a 
little  short  in  the  recapitulation  of  his  domestic  difficulties,  but  he  was 
too  thorough  and  good-hearted  a  man  to  bear  malice — I  wanted  to  be 
amused  or  interested.    So  I  rang  my  little  hand-bell,  Imping  that  Thekla 
would  answer  it,  when  I  could  have  fallen  into  conversation  with  her 
without  specifying  any  decided  want.    Instead  of  Thekla  the  Fraulein 
came,  and  I  had  to  invent  a  wish ;  for  I  could  not  act  as  a  baby,  and  say 
that  I  wanted  my  nurse.    However,  the  Fraulein  was  better  than  no  one, 
so  I  asked  her  if  I  could  have  some  grapes,  which  had  been  provided  for 
me  on  every  day  but  this,  and  which  were  especially  grateful  to  my 
feverish  palate.    She  was  a  good,  kind  woman,  although  perhaps  her 
temper  was  not  the  best  in  the  world ;  and  she  expressed  the  si  nee  rest 
regret  as  she  told  me  that  there  were  no  more  in  the  house.    Like  an 
invalid  I  fretted  at  my  wish  not  being  granted,  and  spoke  out. 

"  But  Thekla  told  me  the  vintage  was  not  till  the  fourteenth  ;  and 
you  have  a  vineyard  close  beyond  the  garden  on  the  slope  of  the  hill  out 
there,  have  you  not  ?  " 
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"  Yes ;  and  grapes  for  the  gathering.  But  perhaps  the  gentleman 
does  not  know  our  laws.  Until  the  vintage — (the  day  of  beginning  the 
vintage  is  fixed  by  the  Grand  Duke,  and  advertised  in  the  public  papers) — 
until  the  vintage,  all  owners  of  vineyards  may  only  go  on  two  appointed 
days  in  every  week  to  gather  their  grapes ;  on  those  two  days  (Tuesdays 
and  Fridays  this  year)  they  must  gather  enough  for  the  wants  of  their 
families ;  and  if  they  do  not  reckon  rightly,  and  gather  short  measure, 
why  they  have  to  go  without.  And  these  two  last  days  the  Half- Moon 
has  been  besieged  with  visitors,  all  of  whom  have  asked  for  grapes.  But 
to-morrow  the  gentleman  can  have  as  many  as  he  will ;  it  is  the  day  for 
gathering  them." 

"  What  a  strange  kind  of  paternal  law,"  I  grumbled  out.  "  Why  is  it 
so  ordained  ?  Is  it  to  secure  the  owners  against  pilfering  from  their 
unfenced  vineyards  ?  " 

"  I  am  sure  I  cannot  tell,"  she  replied.  "  Country  people  in  these 
villages  have  strange  customs  in  many  ways,  as  I  daresay  the  English 
gentleman  has  perceived.  If  he  would  come  to  Worms  he  would  see  a 
different  kind  of  life." 

"  But  not  a  view  like  this,"  I  replied,  caught  by  a  sudden  change  of 
light — some  cloud  passing  away  from  the  sun,  or  something.  Right  out- 
side of  the  windows  was,  as  I  have  so  often  said,  the  garden.  Trained 
plum-trees  with  golden  leaves,  great  bushes  of  purple  Michaelmas  daisy, 
late  flowering  roses,  apple-trees  partly  stripped  of  their  rosy  fruit,  but 
still  with  enough  left  on  their  boughs  to  require  the  props  set  to  support 
the  luxuriant  burden ;  to  the  left  an  arbour  covered  over  with  honeysuckle 
and  other  sweet-smelling  creepers— all  bounded  by  a  low  gray  stone  wall 
which  opened  out  upon  the  steep  vineyard,  that  stretched  up  the  hill 
beyond,  one  hill  of  a  series  rising  higher  and  higher  into  the  purple 
distance.  "  Why  is  there  a  rope  with  a  bunch  of  straw  tied  in  it 
stretched  across  the  opening  of  the  garden  into  the  vineyard?  "  I  inquired, 
as  my  eye  suddenly  caught  upon  the  object, 

u  It  is  the  country  way  of  showing  that  no  one  must  pass  along  that 
path.  To-morrow  the  gentleman  will  see  it  removed ;  and  then  he  shall 
have  the  grapes.  Now  I  will  go  and  prepare  his  coffee."  With  a  curtsey, 
after  the  fashion  of  Worms  gentility,  she  withdrew.  But  an  under- 
servant  brought  me  my  coffee ;  and  with  her  I  could  not  exchange  a  word  : 
she  spoke  in  such  an  execrable  patois.  I  went  to  bed  early,  weary,  and 
depressed.  I  must  have  fallen  asleep  immediately,  for  I  never  heard  any 
one  come  to  arrange  my  bed-side  table ;  yet  in  the  morning  I  found  that 
every  usual  want  or  wish  of  mine  had  been  attended  to. 

I  was  wakened  by  a  tap  at  my  door,  and  a  pretty  piping  child's  voice 
asking  in  broken  German  to  come  in.  On  giving  the  usual  permission, 
Thekla  entered,  carrying  a  great  lovely  boy  of  two  years  old,  or  there- 
abouts, who  had  only  his  little  night-shirt  on,  and  was  all  flushed  with 
sleep.  He  held  tight  in  his  hands  a  great  cluster  of  muscatel  and  noble 
grapes.    He  seemed  like  a  little  Bacchus,  as  she  carried  him  towards  me 
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with  an  expression  of  pretty  loving  pride  upon  her  face  as  she  looked  at 
him.  But  when  he  came  close  to  me — the  grim,  wasted,  unshorn — he 
turned  quick  away,  and  hid  his  lace  in  her  neck,  still  grasping  tight  his 
bunch  of  grapes.  She  spoke  to  him  rapidly  and  softly,  coaxing  him  as 
I  could  tell  full  well,  although  I  could  not  follow  her  words ;  and  in  a 
minute  or  two  the  little  fellow  obeyed  her,  and  turned  and  stretched  him- 
self almost  to  overbalancing  out  of  her  arms,  and  half-dropped  the  fruit  on 
the  bed  by  me.  Then  he  clutched  at  her  again,  burying  his  face  in  her 
kerchief,  and  fastening  his  little  fists  in  her  luxuriant  hair. 

"  It  is  my  master's  only  boy,"  said  she,  disentangling  his  fingers  with 
quiet  patience,  only  to  have  them  grasp  her  braids  afresh.  "  He  is  my 
little  Max,  my  heart's  delight,  only  he  must  not  pull  so  hard.  Say  his 
'  to-meet-again,'  and  kiss  his  hand  lovingly,  and  we  will  go."  The  pro- 
mise of  a  speedy  departure  from  my  dusky  room  proved  irresistible ;  he 
babbled  out  his  Aufwiedersehen,  and  kissing  his  chubby  hand,  he  was 
borne  away  joyful  and  chattering  fast  in  his  infantile  half-language.  I 
did  not  see  Thekla  again  until  late  afternoon,  when  she  brought  me  in  my 
coffee.  She  was  not  like  the  same  creature  as  the  blooming,  cheerful 
maiden  whom  I  had  seen  in  the  morning ;  she  looked  wan  and  care-worn, 
older  by  several  years. 

"  What  is  the  matter,  Thekla  ?  *  said  I,  with  true  anxiety  as  to  what 
might  have  befallen  my  good,  faithful  nurse. 

She  looked  round  before  answering.  "  I  have  seen  him,"  she  said. 
"  He  has  been  here,  and  the  Fraulein  has  been  so  angry  !  She  says  she 
will  tell  my  master.  Oh,  it  has  been  such  a  day !  "  The  poor  young 
woman,  who  was  usually  so  composed  and  self-restrained,  was  on  the 
point  of  bursting  into  tears;  but  by  a  strong  effort  she  checked  herself, 
and  tried  to  busy  herself  with  rearranging  the  white  china  cup,  so  as  to 
place  it  more  conveniently  to  my  hand. 

"  Come,  Thekla,"  said  I,  "  tell  me  all  about  it.  I  have  heard  loud 
voices  talking,  and  I  fancied  something  had  put  the  Fraulein  out ;  and 
Lottchen  looked  flurried  when  she  brought  me  my  dinner.  Is  Franz  here? 
How  has  he  found  you  out  ?  " 

"  He  is  here.  Yes,  I  am  sure  it  is  he ;  but  four  years  makes  such  a 
difference  in  a  man  ;  his  whole  look  and  manner  seemed  so  strange  to  me; 
but  he  knew  me  at  once,  and  called  me  all  the  old  names  which  we  used 
to  call  each  other  when  we  were  children  ;  and  he  must  needs  tell  me  how 
it  had  come  to  pass  that  he  had  not  married  that  Swiss  Anna.  He  said  he 
had  never  loved  her  ;  and  that  now  he  was  going  home  to  settle,  and  he 
hoped  that  I  would  come  too,  and  "    There  she  stopped  short. 

"  And  marry  him,  and  live  at  the  inn  at  Altenahr,"  said  I,  smiling,  to 
reassure  her,  though  I  felt  rather  disappointed  about  the  whole  affair. 

"  No,"  she  replied.  "  Old  Weber,  his  father,  is  dead;  he  died  in  debt, 
and  Franz  will  have  no  money.  And  he  was  always  one  that  needed 
money.  Some  are,  you  know  ;  and  while  I  was  thinking,  and  he  was 
standing  near  me,  the  Fraulein  came  in ;  and  —  and — I  don't  wonder— 
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for  poor  Franz  is  not  a  pleasant-looking  man  now-a-days — she  was  very 
angry,  and  called  me  a  bold,  bad  girl,  and  said  she  could  have  no  such 
goings  on  at  the  "  Haibmond,"  but  would  tell  my  master  when  he  came 
home  from  the  forest" 

'*  But  you  could  have  told  her  that  you  were  old  friends."  I  hesitated, 
before  saying  the  word  lovers,  but,  after  a  pause,  out  it  came. 

"  Franz  might  have  said  so,"  she  replied  a  little  stiffly.  "  I  could  not; 
but  he  went  off  as  soon  as  she  bade  him.  Ue  went  to  the  4  Adler '  over  the 
way,  only  saying  he  would  come  for  my  answer  to-morrow  morning.  I 
think  it  was  he  that  should  have  told  her  what  we  were — neighbours'  chil- 
dren, and  early  friends — not  have  left  it  all  to  roe.  Ob,"  said  she,  clasping 
her  hands  tight  together,  "  she  will  make  such  a  story  of  it  to  my  master." 

"  Never  mind,"  said  I,  "  tell  the  master  I  want  to  see  him,  as  soon  as 
.    he  comes  in  from  the  forest,  and  trust  me  to  set  him  right  before  the 
Frjiulein  lias  the  chance  to  set  him  wrong." 

She  looked  up  at  me  gratefully,  and  went  away  without  any  more 
words.  Presently  the  fine  burly  figure  of  my  host  stood  at  the  opening  to 
my  enclosed  sitting-room.  He  was  there,  three-cornered  hat  in  band,  look- 
ing tired  and  heated  as  a  man  does  after  a  hard  day's  work,  but  as  kindly 
and  genial  as  ever,  which  is  not  what  every  man  is  who  is  called  to 
business  after  such  a  day,  before  he  has  had  the  necessary  food  and  rest. 

I  had  been  reflecting  a  good  deal  on  Thekla's  story  ;  I  could  not 
quite  interpret  her  manner  to-day  to  my  full  satisfaction  ;  but  yet  the  love 
which  had  grown  with  her  growth,  must  assuredly  have  been  called  forth 
by  her  lover's  sudden  reappearance  ;  and  I  was  inclined  to  give  him  some 
credit  for  having  broken  off  an  engagement  to  Swiss  Anna,  which  had 
promised  so  many  worldly  advantages ;  and,  again,  I  had  considered  that 
if  he  was  a  little  weak  and  sentimental,  it  was  Thekla,  who  would  marry 
him  by  her  own  free  will,  and  perhaps  she  had  sense  and  quiet  resolu- 
tion enough  for  both.  So  I  gave  the  heads  of  the  little  history  I  have  told 
you  to  my  good  friend  and  host,  adding  that  I  should  like  to  have  a  mans 
opinion  of  this  man  ;  but  that  if  he  were  not  an  absolute  good-for-nothing, 
and  if  Thekla  still  loved  him,  as  I  believed,  I  would  try  and  advance  them 
the  requisite  money  towards  establishing  themselves  in  the  hereditary  inn 
at  Altenahr. 

Such  was  the  romantic  ending  to  Thekla's  sorrows  I  had  been  plan- 
ning and  brooding  over  for  the  last  hour.  As  I  narrated  my  tale,  and 
hinted  at  the  possible  happy  conclusion  that  might  be  in  store,  my  host's 
face  changed.  The  ruddy  colour  faded,  and  his  look  became  almost 
stern — certainly  very  grave  in  expression.  It  was  so  unsympathetic,  that 
I  instinctively  cut  my  words  short.  When  I  had  done,  he  paused  a  little, 
and  then  said :  "  You  would  wish  me  to  learn  all  I  can  respecting  this 
stranger  now  at  the  *  Adler,'  and  give  you  the  impression  I  receive  of  the 
fellow." 

"  Exactly  so,"  said  I;  "  I  want  to  learn  all  I  can  about  him  for  Thekla's 
sake." 
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u  For  Thekla's  sake  I  will  do  it,"  he  gravely  repeated. 

"  And  come  to  me  to-night,  even  if  I  am  gone  to  bed  ?  " 

"  Not  so,"  he  replied.  "  You  must  give  me  all  the  time  you  can  in  a 
matter  like  this." 

"  But  he  will  come  for  Thekla's  answer  in  the  morning." 

"  Before  he  comes  you  shall  know  all  I  can  learn." 

I  was  resting  during  the  fatigues  of  dressing  the  next  day,  when  my 
host  tupped  at  my  door.  He  looked  graver  and  sterner  than  I  had  ever  seen 
him  do  before ;  he  sat  down  almost  before  I  had  begged  him  to  do  so. 

"  He  is  not  worthy  of  her,"  he  said.  "  He  drinks  brandy  right 
bard  ;  he  boasts  of  his  success  at  play,  and  " — here  he  set  his  teeth  hard 
— "  he  boasts  of  the  women  who  have  loved  him.  In  a  village  like  this, 
sir,  there  are  always  those  who  spend  their  evenings  in  the  gardens  of 
the  inns ;  and  this  man,  after  he  had  drank  his  fill,  made  no  secrets ;  it 
needed  no  spying  to  find  out  what  he  was,  else  I  should  not  have  been 
the  one  to  do  it." 

"  Thekla  must  be  told  of  this,"  said  I.  "  She  is  not  the  woman  to 
love  any  one  whom  she  cannot  respect." 

Herr  Miiller  laughed  a  low  bitter  laugh,  quite  unlike  himself.  Then 
he  replied. 

"  As  for  that  matter,  sir,  you  arc  young ;  you  have  had  no  great 
experience  of  women.  From  what  my  sister  tells  me  there  can  be  little 
doubt  of  Thekla's  feeling  towards  him.  She  found  them  standing  together 
by  the  window ;  his  arm  round  Thekla's  waist,  and  whispering  in  her 
ear — and  to  do  the  maiden  justice  she  is  not  the  one  to  suffer  such 
familiarities  from  every  one.  No  "—continued  he,  still  in  the  same  con- 
temptuous tone — "  you'll  find  she  will  make  excuses  for  his  faults  and 
vices ;  or  else,  which  is  perhaps  more  likely,  she  will  not  believe  your 
story,  though  I  who  tell  it  you  can  vouch  for  the  truth  of  every  word  I 
say."  He  turned  short  away  and  left  the  room.  Presently  I  saw  his 
stalwart  figure  in  the  hill-side  vineyard,  before  my  windows,  scaling  the 
steep  ascent  with  long  regular  steps,  going  to  the  forest  beyond.  I  was 
otherwise  occupied  than  in  watching  his  progress  during  the  next  hour ; 
at  the  end  of  that  time  he  re-entered  my  room,  looking  heated  and 
slightly  tired,  as  if  he  had  been  walking  fast,  or  labouring  hard  ;  but  with 
the  cloud  off  his  brows,  and  the  kindly  light  shining  once  again  out  of  his 
honest  eyes. 

"  I  ask  your  pardon,  sir,"  he  began,  "  for  troubling  you  afresh.  I 
believe  I  was  possessed  by  the  devil  this  morning.  I  have  been  thinking 
it  over.  One  has  perhaps  no  right  to  rule  for  another  person's  happiness. 
To  have  such  a " — here  the  honest  fellow  choked  a  little — "  such  a 
woman  as  Thekla  to  love  him  ought  to  raise  any  man.  Besides,  I  am  no 
judge  for  him  or  for  her.  I  have  found  out  this  morning  that  I  love  her 
myself,  and  so  the  end  of  it  is,  that  if  you,  sir,  who  are  so  kind  as  to 
interest  yourself  in  the  matter,  and  if  you  think  it  is  really  her  heart's 
desire  to  marry  this  man — which  ought  to  be  his  salvation  both  for  earth 
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and  heaven — I  shall  be  very  glad  to  go  halves  with  you  in  any  place  for 
setting  them  up  in  the  inn  at  Altenahr ;  only  allow  me  to  see  that  what- 
ever money  we  advance  is  well  and  legally  tied  up,  so  that  it  is  secured  to 
her.  And  be  so  kind  as  to  take  no  notice  of  what  I  have  said  about  mv 
having  found  out  that  I  have  loved  her;  I  named  it  as  a  kind  of  apology 
for  my  hard  words  this  morning,  and  as  a  reason  why  I  was  not  a  fit 
judge  of  what  was  best/'  He  had  hurried  on,  so  that  I  could  not  have 
stopped  his  eager  speaking  even  had  I  wished  to  do  so  ;  but  I  was  too 
much  interested  in  the  revelation  of  what  was  passing  in  his  brave  tender 
heart  to  desire  to  stop  him.  Now,  however,  his  rapid  words  tripped  each 
other  up,  and  his  speech  ended  in  an  unconscious  sigh. 

44  But,"  I  said,  "  since  you  were  here  Thekla  has  come  to  me,  and  we 
have  had  a  long  talk.  She  speaks  now  as  openly  to  me  as  she  would  if  I 
were  her  brother  ;  with  sensible  frankness,  where  frankness  is  wise,  with 
modest  reticence,  where  confidence  would  be  unbecoming.  She  came  to 
ask  me  if  I  thought  it  her  duty  to  marry  this  fellow,  whose  very  appear- 
ance, changed  for  the  worse,  as  she  says  it  is,  since  she  last  saw  him  four 
years  ago,  seemed  to  have  repelled  her." 

"  She  could  let  him  put  his  arm  round  her  waist  yesterday,"  said 
Herr  Miiller,  with  a  return  of  his  morning's  surliness. 

44  And  she  would  marry  him  now  if  she  could  believe  it  to  be  her 
duty.  For  some  reason  of  his  own,  this  Franz  Weber  has  tried  to  work 
upon  this  feeling  of  hers.    He  says  it  would  be  the  saving  of  him." 

"  As  if  a  man  had  not  strength  enough  in  him — a  man  who  is  good  for 
aught — to  save  himself,  but  needed  a  woman  to  pull  him  through  life !" 

"  Nay,"  I  replied,  hardly  able  to  keep  from  smiling.  "  You  yourself 
said,  not  five  minutes  ago,  that  her  marrying  him  might  be  his  salva- 
tion both  for  earth  and  heaven." 

"  That  was  when  I  thought  she  loved  the  fellow,"  he  answered  quick. 
"  Now  but  what  did  you  say  to  her,  sir  ?  " 

44  I  told  her,  what  I  believe  to  be  as  true  as  gospel,  that  as  she  owned 
she  did  not  love  him  any  longer  now  his  real  self  had  come  to  displace  his 
remembrance,  that  she  would  be  sinning  in  marrying  him ;  doing  evil 
that  possible  good  might  come.  I  was  clear  myself  on  this  point,  though 
I  should  have  been  perplexed  how  to  advise,  if  her  love  had  still 
continued." 

"  And  what  answer  did  she  make  ?  " 

44  She  went  over  the  history  of  their  lives ;  she  was  pleading  against 
her  wishes  to  satisfy  her  conscience.  She  said  that  all  along  through 
their  childhood  she  had  been  his  strength  ;  that  while  under  her  personal 
influence  he  had  been  negatively  good  ;  away  from  her,  he  had  fallen  into 
mischief — " 

44  Not  to  say  vice,"  put  in  Herr  Miiller. 

44  And  now  he  came  to  her  penitent,  in  sorrow,  desirous  of  amend- 
ment, asking  her  for  the  love  she  seems  to  have  considered  as  tacitly 
plighted  to  him  in  years  gone  by — " 


Digitized  by  Googl 


SIX  WEEKS  AT  HEPPENIIEIM. 


577 


u  And  which  he  has  slighted  and  insulted.  I  hope  you  told  her  of 
his  words  and  conduct  last  night  in  the  *  Adler '  gardens  ?  " 

"  No.  I  kept  myself  to  the  general  principle,  which,  I  am  sure,  is  a 
true  one.  I  repeated  it  in  different  forms ;  for  the  idea  of  the  duty  of 
self-sacrifice  had  taken  strong  possession  of  her  fancy.  Perhaps,  if  I  had 
failed  in  setting  her  notion  of  her  duty  in  the  right  aspect,  I  might  have 
had  recourse  to  the  statement  of  facts,  which  would  have  pained  her 
severely,  but  would  have  proved  to  her  how  little  his  words  of  penitence 
and  promises  of  amendment  were  to  be  trusted  to." 

"  And  it  ended  ? " 

"  Ended  by  her  being  quite  convinced  that  she  would  be  doing  wrong 
instead  of  right  if  she  married  a  man  whom  she  had  entirely  ceased  to 
love,  and  that  no  real  good  could  come  from  a  course  of  action  based  on 
wrong-doing." 

'*  That  is  right  and  true,"  he  replied,  his  face  broadening  into  happiness 
again. 

"  But  she  says  she  must  leave  your  service,  and  go  elsewhere." 

"  Leave  my  service  she  shall ;  go  elsewhere  she  shall  not." 

"  I  cannot  tell  what  you  may  have  the  power  of  inducing  her  to  do ; 
but  she  seems  to  me  very  resolute." 

"  Why  ?  "  said  he,  firing  round  at  me,  as  if  I  had  made  her  resolute. 

"  She  says  your  sister  spoke  to  her  before  the  maids  of  the  household, 
and  before  some  of  the  townspeople,  in  a  way  that  she  could  not  stand ; 
and  that  you  yourself  by  your  manner  to  her  last  night  showed  how  she 
had  lost  your  respect.  She  added,  with  her  face  of  pure  maidenly  truth, 
that  he  had  come  into  such  close  contact  with  her  only  the  instant  before 
your  sister  had  entered  the  room. 

"  With  your  leave,  sir,"  said  Herr  Muller,  turning  towards  the  door, 
"  I  will  go  and  set  all  that  right  at  once." 

It  was  easier  said  than  done.  When  I  next  saw  Thekla,  her  eyes  were 
swollen  up  with  crying,  but  she  was  silent,  almost  defiant  towards  me.  A 
look  of  resolute  determination  had  settled  down  upon  her  face.  I  learnt 
afterwards  that  parts  of  my  conversation  with  Herr  Muller  had  been  inju- 
diciously quoted  by  him  in  the  talk  he  had  had  with  her.  I  thought  I 
would  leave  her  to  herself,  and  wait  till  she  unburdened  herself  of  the 
feeling  of  unjust  resentment  towards  me.  But  it  was  days  before  she 
spoke  to  me  with  anything  like  her  former  frankness.  I  had  heard  all 
about  it  from  my  host  long  before. 

He  had  gone  to  her  straight  on  leaving  me ;  and  like  a  foolish,  impetu- 
ous lover,  had  spoken  out  his  mind  and  his  wishes  to  her  in  the  presence  of 
his  sister,  who,  it  must  be  remembered,  had  heard  no  explanation  of  the 
conduct  which  had  given  her  propriety  so  great  a  shock  the  day  before. 
Herr  Muller  thought  to  re-instate  Thekla  in  his  sister's  good  opinion  by 
giving  her  in  the  Friiulein's  very  presence  the  highest  possible  mark  of 
his  own  love  and  esteem.  And  there  in  the  kitchen,  where  the  Friiulein 
was  deeply  engaged  in  the  hot  work  of  making  some  delicate  preserve  on 
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the  stove,  and  ordering  Thekla  about  with  short,  sharp  displeasure  in  her 
tones,  the  master  had  come  in,  and  possessing  himself  of  the  maiden's 
hand,  had,  to  her  infinite  surprise— to  his  sister's  infinite  indignation — 
made  her  the  offer  of  his  heart,  his  wealth,  his  life  ;  had  begged  of  her  to 
marry  him.  I  could  gather  from  his  account  that  she  had  been  in  a  state 
of  trembling  discomfiture  at  first ;  she  had  not  spoken,  but  had  twisted 
her  hand  out  of  his,  and  had  covered  her  face  with  her  apron.  And  then 
the  Fraulein  had  burst  forth — "  accursed  words "  he  called  her  speech. 
Thekla  uncovered  her  lace  to  listen ;  to  listen  to  the  end ;  to  listen  to  the 
passionate  recrimination  between  the  brother  and  the  sister.  And  then  she 
went  up,  close  up  to  the  angry  Fraulein,  and  had  said  quite  quietly,  but 
with  a  manner  of  final  determination  which  had  evidently  sunk  deep  into 
her  suitors  heart,  and  depressed  him  into  hopelessness,  that  the  Fraulein 
had  no  need  to  disturb  herself;  that  on  this  very  day  she  had  been  think- 
ing of  marrying  another  man,  and  that  her  heart  was  not  like  a  room  to 
let,  into  which  as  one  tenant  went  out  another  might  enter.  Nevertheless, 
she  felt  the  master's  goodness.  He  had  always  treated  her  well  from  the  time 
when  she  had  entered  the  house  as  his  servant.  And  she  should  be  sorry 
to  leave  him ;  sorry  to  leave  the  children ;  very  sorry  to  leave  little  Max: 
yes,  she  should  even  be  sorry  to  leave  the  Fraulein,  who  was  a  good 
woman,  only  a  little  too  apt  to  be  hard  on  other  women.  But  she  bad 
already  been  that  very  day  and  deposited  her  warning  at  the  police  office ; 
the  busy  time  would  be  soon  over,  and  she  should  be  glad  to  leave  their 
service  on  All  Saints'  Day.  Then  (he  thought)  she  had  felt  inclined  to 
cry,  for  she  suddenly  braced  herself  up,  and  said,  Yes,  she  should  be 
very  glad ;  for  somehow,  though  they  had  been  kind  to  her,  she  had  been 
very  unhappy  at  Heppenheim ;  and  she  would  go  back  to  her  home  for  a 
time,  and  see  her  old  father,  and  kind  step-mother,  and  her  nursling  half- 
sister  Ida,  and  be  among  her  own  people  again. 

I  could  see  it  was  this  last  part  that  most  of  all  rankled  in  Herr  Mailer's 
mind.  In  all  probability  Franz  Weber  was  making  his  way  back  to  Hep- 
penheim too ;  and  the  bad  suspicion  would  keep  welling  up  that  some 
lingering  feeling  for  her  old  lover  and  disgraced  playmate  was  making  her 
so  resolute  to  leave  and  return  to  Altenahr. 

For  some  days  after  this  I  was  the  confidant  of  the  whole  household, 
excepting  Thekla.  She,  poor  creature,  looked  miserable  enough ;  but  the 
hard,  defiant  expression  was  always  on  her  face.  Lottchen  spoke  out 
freely  enough  ;  the  place  would  not  be  worth  having  if  Thekla  left  it ;  it 
was  she  who  had  the  head  for  everything,  the  patience  for  everything  ; 
who  stood  between  all  the  under-servants  and  the  Fraulein's  tempers.  As 
for  the  children,  poor  motherless  children  !  Lottchen  was  sure  that  the 
master  did  not  know  what  he  was  doing  when  he  allowed  his  sister  to  turn 
Thekla  away — and  all  for  what  ?  for  having  a  lover,  as  every  girl  had  who 
could  get  one.  Why,  the  little  boy  Max  slept  in  the  room  which  Lottchen 
shared  with  Thekla  ;  and  she  heard  him  in  the  night  as  quickly  as  if  she 
was  his  mother  ;  when  she  had  been  sitting  up  with  me,  when  I  was  so 
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ill,  Lottchen  had  had  toattend  to  him  ;  and  it  was  weary  work  after  a  hard 
day  to  have  to  get  up  and  soothe  a  teething  child  ;  she  knew  she  had  been 
cross  enough  sometimes ;  but  Thekla  was  always  good  and  gentle  with 
him,  however  tired  he  was.  And  as  Lottchen  left  the  room  I  could  hear 
her  repeating  that  she  thought  she  should  leave  when  Thekla  went,  for 
that  her  place  would  not  be  worth  having. 

Even  the  Friiulein  had  her  word  of  regret — regret  mingled  with  self- 
justification.  She  thought  she  had  been  quite  right  in  speaking  to 
Thekla  for  allowing  such  familiarities ;  how  was  she  to  know  that  the  man 
was  an  old  friend  and  playmate  ?  He  looked  like  a  right  profligate  good- 
for-nothing.  And  to  have  a  servant  take  up  her  scolding  as  an  unpardon- 
able offence,  and  persist  in  quitting  her  place,  just  when  she  had  learnt  all 
her  work,  and  was  so  useful  in  the  household  ;  so  useful  that  the  Fraulcin 
could  never  put  up  with  any  fresh  stupid  house-maiden,  but  sooner  than 
take  the  trouble  of  teaching  the  new  servant  where  everything  was,  and 
how  to  give  out  the  stores  if  she  was  busy,  she  would  go  back  to  Worms. 
For,  after  all,  housekeeping  for  a  brother  was  thankless  work ;  there  was 
no  satisfying  men ;  and  Heppenheim  was  but  a  poor  ignorant  village  com- 
pared to  Worms. 

She  must  have  spoken  to  her  brother  about  her  intention  of  leaving 
him,  and  returning  to  her  former  home  ;  indeed,  a  feeling  of  coolness  had 
evidently  grown  up  between  the  brother  and  sister  during  these  latter 
days.  When  one  evening  Herr  Muller  brought  in  his  pipe,  and  as  his 
custom  had  sometimes  been,  sat  down  by  my  stove  to  smoke,  he  looked 
gloomy  and  annoyed.  I  let  him  puff  away,  and  take  his  own  time.  At 
length  he  began, — 

"  I  have  rid  the  village  of  him  at  last.  I  could  not  bear  to  have  him 
here  disgracing  Thekla  with  speaking  to  her  whenever  she  went  to  the 
vineyard  or  the  fountain.    I  don't  believe  she  likes  him  a  bit." 

"  No  more  do  I,"  I  said.    He  turned  on  me. 

"  Then  why  did  she  speak  to  him  at  all  ?  Why  cannot  she  like  an 
honest  man  who  likes  her  ?  Why  is  she  so  bent  upon  going  home  to 
Altenahr." 

"  She  speaks  to  him  because  she  has  known  him  from  a  child,  and  has 
a  faithful  pity  for  one  whom  she  has  known  so  innocent,  and  who  is  now 
so  lost  in  all  good  men's  regard.  As  for  not  liking  an  honest  man — 
(though  I  may  have  my  own  opinion  about  that) — liking  goes  by  fancy, 
as  we  say  in  English ;  and  Altenahr  is  her  home ;  her  father's  house  is  at 
Altenahr,  as  you  know."  - 

"  I  wonder  if  he  will  go  there,"  quoth  Herr  Muller,  after  two  or  three 
more  puffs.  "  He  was  fast  at  the  4  Adler ; '  he  could  not  pay  his  score,  so 
he  kept  on  staying  here,  saying  that  he  should  receive  a  letter  from  a 
friend  with  money  in  a  day  or  two ;  lying  in  wait,  too,  for  Thekla,  who  is 
well-known  and  respected  all  through  Heppenheim :  so  his  being  an  old 
friend  of  hers  made  him  have  a  kind  of  standing.  I  went  in  this  morning 
and  paid  his  score,  on  condition  that  he  left  the  place  this  day ;  and  he 
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left  the  village  as  merrily  as  a  cricket,  caring  no  more  for  Thekla  than  for 
the  Kaiser  who  built  our  church :    for  he  never  looked  back  at  the 
*  Halbmond,'  but  went  whistling  down  the  road." 
"  That  is  a  good  riddance,"  said  I. 

"  Yes.  But  my  sister  saya  6he  must  return  to  Worms.  And 
Lottchen  has  given  notice ;  she  says  the  place  will  not  be  wortli  having 
when  Thekla  leaves.    I  wish  I  could  give  notice  too." 

"  Try  Thekla  again." 

"  Not  I,"  said  he,  reddening.  "  It  would  seem  now  as  if  I  only  wanted 
her  for  a  housekeeper.  Besides,  she  avoids  me  at  every  turn,  and  will 
not  even  look  at  me.  I  am  sure  she  bears  me  some  ill-will  about  that 
ne'er-do-well." 

There  was  silence  between  us  for  some  time,  which  he  at  length  broke. 

"  The  pastor  has  a  good  and  comely  daughter.  Her  mother  is  a 
famous  housewife.  They  often  have  asked  me  to  come  to  the  parsonage 
and  smoke  a  pipe.  When  the  vintage  is  over,  and  I  am  less  busy,  I  think 
I  will  go  there,  and  look  about  me." 

"  When  is  the  vintage  ?  "  asked  I.  "  I  hope  it  will  take  place  soon, 
for  I  am  growing  so  well  and  strong  I  fear  I  must  leave  you  shortly  ;  but 
I  should  like  to  see  the  vintage  first." 

"  Oh,  never  fear  !  you  must  not  travel  yet  awhile ;  and  government 
has  fixed  the  grape-gathering  to  begin  on  the  fourteenth." 

"  What  a  paternal  government !  How  does  it  know  when  the  grapes 
will  be  ripe  ?  Why  cannot  every  man  fix  his  own  time  for  gathering  his 
own  grapes  ?  " 

"  That  has  never  been  our  way  in  Germany.  There  arc  people 
employed  by  the  government  to  examine  the  vines,  and  report  when  the 
grapes  are  ripe.  It  is  necessary  to  make  laws  about  it ;  for,  as  you  must 
have  seen,  thero  is  nothing  but  the  fear  of  the  law  to  protect  our  vine- 
yards and  fruit-trees ;  there  are  no  enclosures  along  the  Berg-Strasse,  as 
you  tell  me  you  have  in  England ;  but,  as  people  are  only  allowed  to  go 
into  the  vineyards  on  stated  days,  no  one  under  pretence  of  gathering  his 
own  produce  can  stray  into  his  neighbour's  grounds  and  help  himself 
without  some  of  the  Duke's  foresters  seeing  him." 

"  Well,"  said  I,  "  to  each  country  its  own  laws." 

I  think  it  was  on  that  very  evening  that  Thekla  came  in  for  some- 
thing. She  stopped  arranging  the  table-cloth  and  the  flowers,  as  if  she 
had  something  to  say,  yet  did  not  know  how  to  begin.  At  length  I  found 
that  her  sore,  hot  heart  wanted  some  sympathy ;  her  hand  was  against 
every  one's,  and  she  fancied  every  one  had  turned  against  her.  She  looked 
up  at  me,  and  said  a  little  abruptly, 

"  Does  the  gentleman  know  that  I  go  on  the  fifteenth  ?  " 

"  So  soon  ?  "  said  I,  with  surprise.  "  I  thought  you  were  to  remain 
here  till  All  Saints'  Day." 

"  So  I  should  have  done — so  I  must  have  done — if  the  FriLulein  had 
not  kindly  given  me  leave  to  accept  of  a  place, — a  very  good  place  too, — 


Digitized  by  Google 


SIX  WEEKS  AT  HEPPENIIEIM. 


581 


of  housekeeper  to  a  widow  lady  at  Frankfort.  It  is  just  the  sort  of 
situation  I  have  always  wished  for.  I  expect  I  shall  be  so  happy  and 
comfortable  there." 

"Methinks  the  lady  doth  profess  too  much,"  came  into  my  mind. 
I  saw  she  expected  me  to  doubt  the  probability  of  her  happiness,  and  was 
in  a  defiant  mood. 

"  Of  course,"  said  I,  "  you  would  hardly  have  wished  to  leave 
Heppenheim  if  you  had  been  happy  here ;  and  every  new  place  always 
promises  fair,  whatever  its  performance  may  be.  But  wherever  you  go, 
remember  you  have  always  a  friend  in  me." 

"  Yes,"  she  replied,  "  I  think  you  arc  to  be  trusted.  Though  from 
my  experience,  I  should  say  that  of  very  few  men." 

"  You  have  been  unfortunate,"  I  answered ;  "  many  men  would  say  the 
same  of  women." 

She  thought  a  moment,  and  then  said,  in  a  changed  tone  of  voice, 
"  The  Fraulein  here  has  been  much  more  friendly  and  helpful  of  these 
late  days  than  her  brother ;  yet  I  have  served  him  faithfully,  and  have 
cared  for  his  little  Max  as  though  he  were  my  own  brother.  But  this 
morning  he  spoke  to  me  for  the  first  time  for  many  days,— he  met  me  in 
the  passage,  and  suddenly  stopping,  he  said  he  was  glad  I  had  met  with  so 
comfortable  a  place,  and  that  I  was  at  full  liberty  to  go  whenever  I 
liked :  and  then  he  went  quickly  on,  never  waiting  for  my  answer." 

"  And  what  was  wrong  in  that  ?  It  seems  to  me  he  was  trying  to 
make  you  feel  entirely  at  your  ease,  to  do  as  you  thought  best  without 
regard  to  his  own  interests." 

"  Perhaps  so.  It  is  silly,  I  know,"  she  continued,  turning  full  on  mo 
her  grave,  innocent  eyes ;  "  but  one's  vanity  suffers  a  little  when  every 
one  is  so  willing  to  part  with  one." 

"Thekla!  I  owe  you  a  great  debt — let  me  speak  to  you  openly. 
I  know  that  your  master  wanted  to  marry  you,  and  that  you  refused  him. 
Do  not  deceive  yourself.    You  are  sorry  for  that  refusal  now  ?  " 

She  kept  her  serious  look  fixed  upon  me ;  but  her  face  and  throat 
reddened  all  over. 

"  No,"  said  she  at  length ;  "lam  not  sorry.  What  can  you  think  I 
am  made  of;  having  loved  one  man  ever  since  I  was  a  little  child  until  a 
fortnight  ago,  and  now  just  as  ready  to  love  another  ?  I  know  you  do 
not  rightly  consider  what  you  say,  or  I  should  take  it  as  an  insult." 

"  You  loved  an  ideal  man ;  he  disappointed  you,  and  you  clung  to  your 
remembrance  of  him.    He  came,  and  the  reality  dispelled  all  illusions." 

"  I  do  not  understand  philosophy,"  said  she.  "  I  only  know  that  I 
think  that  Herr  Muller  had  lost  all  respect  for  me  from  what  his  sister 
had  told  him;  and  I  know  that  I  am  going  away;  and  I  trust  I  shall  be 
happier  in  Frankfort  than  I  have  been  here  of  late  days."  So  saying,  she 
left  the  room. 

I  was  wakened  up  on  the  morning  of  the  fourteenth  by  the  merry 
ringing  of  church  bells,  and  the  perpetual  firing  and  popping  off  of  guns 
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and  pistols.  liut  all  this  was  over  by  the  time  I  was  up  and  dressed, 
and  seated  at  breakfast  in  my  partitioned  room.  It  was  a  perfect  October 
day ;  the  dew  not  yet  off  the  blades  of  grass,  glistening  on  the  delicate 
gossamer  webs,  which  stretched  from  flower  to  flower  in  the  garden,  lying 
in  the  morning  shadow  of  the  house.  But  beyond  die  garden,  on  the 
sunny  hill-side,  men,  wonien,  and  children  were  clambering  up  the  vine- 
yards like  ants, — busy,  irregular  in  movement,  clustering  together, 
spreading  wide  apart, — I  could  hear  the  shrill  merry  voices  as  I  sat, — 
and  all  along  the  valley,  as  far  as  I  could  see,  it  was  much  the  same ;  for 
every  one  filled  his  house  for  the  day  of  the  vintage,  that  great  annual 
festival.  Lottchen,  who  had  brought  in  my  breakfast,  was  all  in  her 
Sunday  best,  having  risen  early  to  get  her  work  done  and  go  abroad  to 
gather  grapes.  Bright  colours  seemed  to  abound ;  I  could  see  dots  of 
scarlet,  and  crimson,  and  orange  through  the  fading  leaves ;  it  was  not  a  day 
to  languish  in  the  house ;  and  I  was  on  the  point  of  going  out  by  myself  when 
Herr  Midler  came  in  to  offer  me  his  sturdy  arm,  and  help  me  in  walking 
to  the  vineyard.  We  crept  through  the  garden  scented  with  late  flowers 
and  sunny  fruit, — we  passed  through  the  gate  I  had  so  often  gazed  at  from 
the  easy-chair,  and  were  in  the  busy  vineyard ;  great  baskets  lay  on  the 
grass  already  piled  nearly  full  of  purple  and  yellow  grapes.  The  wine 
made  from  these  was  far  from  pleasant  to  my  taste ;  for  the  best  Rhine 
wine  is  made  from  a  smaller  grape,  growing  in  closer,  harder  clusters; 
but  the  larger  and  less  profitable  grape  is  by  far  the  most  picturesque  in 
its  mode  of  growth,  and  far  the  best  to  eat  into  the  bargain.  Wherever 
we  trod  it  was  on  fragrant  crushed  vine-leaves ;  every  one  we  saw  had 
his  hands  and  face  stained  with  the  purple  juice.  Presently  I  sat  down 
on  a  sunny  bit  of  grass,  and  my  host  left  me  to  go  farther  afield,  to  look 
after  the  more  distant  vineyards.  I  watched  his  progress.  After  he  left 
me  he  took  off  coat  and  waistcoat,  displaying  his  snowy  shirt  and  gailj'- 
worked  braces  ;  and  presently  he  was  as  busy  as  any  one.  I  looked  down 
on  the  village ;  the  gray  and  orange  and  crimson  roofs  lay  glowing  in  the 
noonday  sun.  I  could  see  down  into  the  streets;  but  they  were  all  empty 
— even  the  old  people  came  toiling  up  the  hill-side  to  share  in  the  general 
festivity.  Lottchen  had  brought  up  cold  dinners  for  a  regiment  of  men ; 
every  one  came  and  helped  himself.  Thekla  was  there  leading  the  little 
Karoline,  and  helping  the  toddling  steps  of  Max ;  but  she  kept  aloof  from 
me ;  for  I  knew,  or  suspected,  or  had  probed  too  much.  She  alone 
looked  sad  and  grave,  and  spoke  so  little,  even  to  her  friends,  that  it 
was  evident  to  see  that  she  was  trying  to  wean  herself  finally  from  the 
place.  But  I  could  see  that  she  had  lost  her  short,  defiant  manner.  What 
she  did  say  was  kindly  and  gently  spoken.  The  Fraulein  came  out  late  in 
the  morning,  dressed,  I  suppose,  in  the  latest  Worms  fashion — quite 
different  to  anything  I  had  ever  seen  before.  She  came  up  to  me,  and 
talked  very  graciously  to  me  for  some  time. 

"  Here  comes  the  proprietor  (squire)  and  his  lady,  and  their  dear 
children.    See,  the  vintagers  have  tied  bunches  of  the  finest  grapes  on  to 
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a  stick,  heavier  than  the  children  or  even  the  lady  can  carry.  Look ! 
look !  how  he  bows ! — one  can  tell  he  has  been  an  attache  at  Vienna. 
That  is  the  court  way  of  bowing  there — holding  the  hat  right  down  before 
them,  and  bending  the  back  at  right  angles.  How  graceful !  And  here 
u  the  doctor  1  I  thought  he  would  spare  time  to  come  up  here.  Well, 
doctor,  you  will  go  all  the  more  cheerfully  to  your  next  patient  for  having 
been  up  into  the  vineyards.  Nonsense,  about  grapes  making  other  patients 
for  you !  Ah,  here  is  the  pastor  and  his  wife,  and  the  Fraulein  Anna. 
Now,  where  is  my  brother,  I  wonder  ?  Up  in  the  iur  vineyard,  I  make 
no  doubt.  Mr.  Pastor,  the  view  up  above  is  far  finer  than  what  it  is 
here,  and  the  best  grapes  grow  there;  shall  I  accompany  you  andmadame, 
aid  the  dear  Fraulein  ?    The  gentleman  will  excuse  me." 

I  was  left  alone.  Presently  I  thought  I  would  walk  a  little  farther,  or 
at  any  rate  change  my  position.  I  rounded  a  corner  in  the  pathway,  and 
there  I  found  Thekla,  watching  by  little  sleeping  Max.  He  lay  on  her 
shawl;  and  over  his  head  she  had  made  an  arching  canopy  of  broken 
vine-branches,  so  that  the  great  leaves  threw  their  cool  flickering  shadows 
on  his  face.  He  was  smeared  all  over  with  grape-juice,  his  sturdy  fingers 
grasped  a  half-eaten  bunch  even  in  his  sleep.  Thekla  was  keeping  Lina 
quiet  by  teaching  her  how  to  weave  a  garland  for  her  head  out  of  field- 
flowers  and  autumn-tinted  leaves.  The  maiden  sat  on  the  ground,  with 
her  back  to  the  valley  beyond,  the  child  kneeling  by  her,  watching  the 
busy  fingers  with  eager  intentness.  Both  looked  up  as  I  drew  near,  and 
we  exchanged  a  few  words. 

"  Where  is  the  master  ?  "  I  asked.  "  I  promised  to  await  his  return ; 
he  wished  to  give  me  his  arm  down  the  wooden  steps ;  but  I  do  not 
see  him." 

"  He  is  in  the  higher  vineyard,"  said  Thekla,  quietly,  but  not  looking 
round  in  that  direction.  He  will  be  some  time  there,  I  should  think.  He  went 
with  the  pastor  and  his  wife  ;  he  will  have  to  speak  to  his  labourers  and 
his  friends.  My  arm  is  strong,  and  I  can  leave  Max  in  Liua's  care  for 
five  minutes.  If  you  are  tired,  and  want  to  go  back,  let  me  help  you  down 
the  steps ;  they  are  steep  and  slippery." 

I  had  turned  to  look  up  the  valley.  Three  or  four  hundred  yards  off, 
in  the  higher  vineyard,  walked  the  dignified  pastor,  and  his  homely, 
decorous  wife.  Behind  came  the  Fraulein  Anna,  in  her  short-sleeved 
Sunday  gown,  daintily  holding  a  parasol  over  her  luxuriant  brown  hair. 
Close  behind  her  came  Herr  Miiller,  stopping  now  to  speak  to  his  men, — 
again,  to  cull  out  a  bunch  of  grapes  to  tie  on  to  the  Friiulein's  stick ; 
and  by  my  feet  sate  the  proud  serving-maid  in  her  country  dress,  waiting 
for  my  answer,  with  serious  up-turned  eyes,  and  sad,  composed  face. 

"  No,  I  am  much  obliged  to  you,  Thekla ;  and  if  I  did  not  feel  so 
strong  I  would  have  thankfully  taken  your  arm.  But  I  only  wanted  to 
leave  a  message  for  the  master,  just  to  say  that  I  have  gone  home." 

"  Lina  will  give  it  to  the  father  when  he  comes  down,"  said  Thekla. 

I  went  slowly  down  into  the  garden.    The  great  labour  of  the  day  was 
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over,  and  the  younger  part  of  the  population  had  returned  to  the  village, 
and  were  preparing  the  fireworks  and  pistol-shootings  for  the  evening. 
Already  one  or  two  of  those  well-known  German  carts  (in  the  shape  of 
a  V)  were  standing  near  the  vineyard  gates,  the  patient  oxen  meekly 
waiting  while  basketful  after  basketful  of  grapes  were  being  emptied  into 
the  leaf-lined  receptacle. 

As  I  sat  down  in  my  easy-chair  close  to  the  open  window  through 
which  I  had  entered,  I  could  see  the  men  and  women  on  the  hill-ride 
drawing  to  a  centre,  and  all  stand  round  the  pastor,  bareheaded,  for  a 
minute  or  so.  I  guessed  that  some  words  of  holy  thanksgiving  were  being 
said,  and  I  wished  that  I  had  stayed  to  hear  them,  and  mark  my  especial 
gratitude  for  having  been  spared  to  see  that  day.  Then  I  heard  tho 
distant  voices,  the  deep  tones  of  the  men,  the  shriller  pipes  of  women  and 
children,  join  in  the  German  harvest-hymn,  which  is  generally  sung  on 
such  occasions  ;  *  then  silence,  while  I  concluded  that  a  blessing  was 
spoken  by  the  pastor,  with  outstretched  arms ;  and  then  they  once  more 
dispersed,  some  to  the  village,  some  to  finish  their  labours  for  the  day 
among  the  vines.  I  saw  Thekla  coming  through  the  garden  with  Max  in 
her  arms,  and  Lina  clinging  to  her  woollen  skirts.  Thekla  made  for  my 
open  window  ;  it  was  rather  a  shorter  passage  into  the  house  than  round 
by  the  door.  "  I  may  come  through,  may  I  not  ?  "  she  asked,  softly.  "  I 
fear  Max  is  not  well ;  I  cannot  understand  his  look,  and  he  wakened  up 
so  strange!"  She  paused  to  let  me  see  the  child's  face;  it  was  flushed 
almost  to  a  crimson  look  of  heat,  and  his  breathing  was  laboured  and 
uneasy,  his  eyes  half- open  and  filmy. 

"  Something  is  wrong,  I  am  sure,"  said  I.  "  I  don't  know  anything 
about  children,  but  he  is  not  in  the  least  like  himself." 

She  bent  down  and  kissed  the  cheek  so  tenderly  that  she  would  not 
have  bruised  the  petal  of  a  rose.  "  Heart's  darling,"  she  murmured.  He 
quivered  all  over  at  her  touch,  working  his  fingers  in  an  unnatural  kind 
of  way,  and  ending  with  a  convulsive  twitching  all  over  his  body.  Lina 
began  to  cry  at  the  grave,  anxious  look  on  our  faces. 

"  You  had  better  call  the  Fraulein  to  look  at  him,"  said  I.  "  I  feel 
sure  he  ought  to  have  a  doctor  ;  I  should  say  he  was  going  to  have  a  fit." 

"  The  Fraulein  and  the  master  are  gone  to  the  pastor's  for  coffee,  and 
Lottchen  is  in  the  higher  vineyard,  taking  the  men  their  bread  and  beer. 

•  "Wir  pflugcn  and  wir  streucn, 
Don  Siuuncn  aaf  das  Land; 
Das  Wachsen  und  Gcdeibcn  Ptclit, 
In  des  hochsten  Hand. 
Er  sendet  Thau  und  Rcgen, 
Und  Sonn  und  Mondcschcin; 
Von  Ihm  kommt  allcr  Scgcn, 
Von  unserm  Gott  allcin: 
Allc  pnto  Gabe  kommt  her 
Von  Gott  dem  Horrn, 
Drum  dankt  und  ho  tit  auf  Ihm." 
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Could  you  find  the  kitchen  girl,  or  old  Karl  ?  he  will  be  in  the  stables,  I 
think.  I  must  lose  no  time."  Almost  without  waiting  for  my  reply,  she 
had  passed  through  the  room,  and  in  the  empty  house  I  could  hear  her 
firm,  careful  footsteps  going  up  the  stair ;  Lina's  pattering  beside  her;  and 
the  one  voice  wailing,  the  other  speaking  low  comfort. 

I  was  tired  enough,  but  this  good  family  had  treated  me  too  much 
like  one  of  their  own  for  me  not  to  do  what  I  could  in  such  a  case  as  this. 
I  made  my  way  out  into  the  street,  for  the  first  time  since  I  had  come  to 
the  house  on  that  memorable  evening  six  weeks  ago.  I  bribed  the  first 
person  I  met  to  guide  me  to  the  doctor's,  and  sent  him  straight  down  to 
the  *  Halbmond,"  not  staying  to  listen  to  the  thorough  scolding  he  fell  to 
giving  me ;  then  on  to  the  parsonage,  to  tell  the  master  and  the  Fraulein 
of  the  state  of  things  at  home. 

I  was  sorry  to  be  the  bearer  of  bad  news  into  such  a  festive  chamber 
as  the  pastor's.    There  they  sat,  resting  after  heat  and  fatigue,  each  in 
their  best  gala  dress,  the  table  spread  with  "  Dicker-milch,"  potato-salad, 
cakes  of  various  shapes  and  kinds — all  the  dainty  cates  dear  to  the  German 
palate.    The  pastor  was  talking  to  Herr  Muller,  who  stood  near  the  pretty 
young  Fraulein  Anna,  in  her  fresh  white  chemisette,  with  her  round  white 
arms,  and  her  youthful  coquettish  airs,  as  she  prepared  to  pour  out  the 
coffee ;  our  Fraulein  was  talking  busily  to  the  Frau  Mama ;  the  younger 
boys  and  girls  of  the  family  filling  up  the  room.    A  ghost  would  have 
rtartled  the  assembled  party  less  than  I  did,  and  would  probably  have 
been  more  welcome,  considering  the  news  I  brought.    As  he  listened,  the 
master  caught  up  his  hat  and  went  forth,  without  apology  or  farewell. 
Our  Fraulein  made  up  for  both,  and  questioned  me  fully ;  but  now  she, 
I  could  see,  was  in  haste  to  go,  although  restrained  by  her  manners,  and 
the  kind-hearted  Frau  Pastorin  soon  set  her  at  liberty  to  follow  her  incli- 
nation.   As  for  me  I  was  dead-beat,  and  only  too  glad  to  avail  myself  of 
the  hospitable  couple's  pressing  request  that  I  would  stop  and  share  their 
meal.   Other  magnates  of  the  village  came  in  presently,  and  relieved  me 
cf  the  strain  of  keeping  up  a  German  conversation  about  nothing  at  all 
with  entire  strangers.    The  pretty  Fraulein's  face  had  clouded  over  a 
little  at  Herr  Muller's  sudden  departure ;  but  she  was  soon  as  bright  as 
could  be,  giving  private  chase  and  sudden  little  scoldings  to  her  brothers, 
n  they  made  raids  upon  the  dainties  under  her  charge.    After  I  was  duly 
rested  and  refreshed,  I  took  my  leave  ;  for  I,  too,  had  my  quieter  anxieties 
about  the  sorrow  in  the  Mliller  family. 

The  only  person  I  could  see  at  the  "  Halbmond  "  was  Lottchen  ; 
every  one  else  was  busy  about  the  poor  little  Max,  who  was  passing  from 
one  fit  into  another.  I  told  Lottchen  to  ask  the  doctor  to  come  in  and  see 
me  before  he  took  his  leave  for  the  night,  and  tired  as  I  was,  I  kept  up  till 
after  his  visit,  though  it  was  very  late  before  he  came ;  I  could  see  from  his 
face  how  anxious  he  was.  He  would  give  me  no  opinion  as  to  the  child's 
chances  of  recovery,  from  which  I  guessed  that  he  had  not  much  hope. 
But  when  I  expressed  my  fear  he  cut  me  very  short. 
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"  The  truth  is,  you  know  nothing  about  it ;  no  more  do  I,  for  that 
matter.  It  is  enough  to  tiy  any  man,  much  less  a  father,  to  hear  his  per- 
petual moans — not  that  he  is  conscious  of  pain,  poor  little  worm  ;  but  if 
she  stops  for  a  moment  in  her  perpetual  carrying  him  backwards  and  for- 
wards, he  plains  so  piteously  it  is  enough  to — enough  to  make  a  man  bless 
the  Lord  who  never  led  him  into  the  pit  of  matrimony.  To  see  the  father 
up  there,  following  her  as  she  walks  up  and  down  the  room,  the  child's 
head  over  her  shoulder,  and  Muller  trying  to  make  the  heavy  eyes  recog- 
nize the  old  familiar  ways  of  play,  and  the  chirruping  sounds  which  he  can 

scarce  make  for  crying  1  shall  be  here  to-morrow  early,  though 

before  that  either  life  or  death  will  have  come  without  the  old  doctor's  help." 

All  night  long  I  dreamt  my  feverish  dream — of  the  vineyard — the 
carts,  which  held  little  coffins  instead  of  baskets  of  grapes— of  the  pastor's 
daughter,  who  would  pull  the  dying  child  out  of  Thekla's  arms ;  it  was  a 
bad,  weary  night !  I  slept  long  into  the  morning ;  the  broad  daylight  filled 
my  room,  and  yet  no  one  had  been  near  to  waken  me  I  Did  that  mean 
life  or  death  ?  I  got  up  and  dressed  as  fast  as  I  could  ;  for  I  was  aching 
all  over  with  the  fatigue  of  the  day  before.  Out  into  die  sitting-room ; 
the  table  was  laid  for  breakfast,  but  no  one  was  there.  I  passed  into  the 
house  beyond,  up  the  stairs,  blindly  seeking  for  the  room  where  I  might 
know  whether  it  was  life  or  death.  At  the  door  of  a  room  I  found 
Lottchen  crying ;  at  the  sight  of  me  in  that  unwonted  place  she  started, 
and  began  some  kind  of  apology,  broken  both  by  tears  and  smiles,  as  she 
told  me  that  the  doctor  said  the  danger  was  over — past,  and  that  Max  was 
sleeping  a  gentle  peaceful  slumber  in  Thekla's  arms — arms  that  had  held 
him  all  through  the  livelong  night. 

"  Look  at  him,  sir ;  only  go  in  softly ;  it  is  a  pleasure  to  see  the  child 
to-day  ;  tread  softly,  sir." 

She  opened  the  chamber-door.  I  could  see  Thekla  sitting,  propped 
up  by  cushions  and  stools,  holding  her  heavy  burden,  and  bending  over  him 
with  a  look  of  tenderest  love.  Not  far  off  stood  the  Fraulein,  all  disordered 
and  tearful,  stirring  or  seasoning  some  hot  soup,  while  the  master  stood 
by  her  impatient.  As  soon  as  it  was  cooled  or  seasoned  enough  he  took 
the  basin  and  went  to  Thekla,  and  said  something  very  low ;  6he  lifted 
up  her  head,  and  I  could  see  her  face ;  pale,  weary  with  watching,  but 
with  a  soft  peaceful  look  upon  it,  which  it  bad  not  worn  for  weeks.  Fritz 
Muller  began  to  feed  her,  for  her  hands  were  occupied  in  holding  his 
child ;  I  could  not  help  remembering  Mrs.  Inchbald's  pretty  description 
of  Dorriforth's  anxiety  in  feeding  Miss  Milner ;  she  compares  it,  if  I 
remember  rightly,  to  that  of  a  tender-hearted  boy,  caring  for  his  darling 
bird,  the  loss  of  which  would  embitter  all  the  joys  of  his  holidays.  We 
closed  the  door  without  noise,  so  as  not  to  waken  the  sleeping  child. 
Lottchen  brought  me  my  coffee  and  bread  ;  she  was  ready  either  to  laugh 
or  to  weep  on  the  slightest  occasion.  I  could  not  tell  if  it  was  in  inno- 
cence or  mischief.    She  asked  me  the  following  question, 

"  Do  you  think  Thekla  will  leave  to-day,  sir  ?  " 
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In  the  afternoon  I  heard  Thekla's  step  behind  my  extemporary 
screen.  I  knew  it  quite  well.  She  stopped  for  a  moment  before  emerging 
into  my  view. 

She  was  trying  to  look  as  composed  as  usual,  but,  perhaps  because  her 
steady  nerves  had  been  shaken  by  her  night's  watching,  she  could  not 
help  faint  touches  of  dimples  at  the  corners  of  her  mouth,  and  her  eyes 
were  veiled  from  any  inquisitive  look  by  their  drooping  lids. 

"  I  thought  you  would  like  to  know  that  the  doctor  says  Max  is  quite 
out  of  danger  now.    He  will  only  require  care.'" 

"  Thank  you,  Thekla ;  Doctor   has  been  in  already  this  after- 
noon to  tell  me  so,  and  I  am  truly  glad." 

She  went  to  the  window,  and  looked  out  for  a  moment.  Many  people 
were  in  the  vineyards  again  to-day;  although  we,  in  our  household 
anxiety,  had  paid  them  but  little  heed.  Suddenly  she  turned  round  into 
the  room,  and  I  saw  that  her  lace  was  crimson  with  blushes.  In  another 
instant  Herr  M'uller  entered  by  the  window. 

"  Has  she  told  you,  sir  ?  "  said  he,  possessing  himself  of  her  hand,  and 
looking  all  a-glow  with  happiness.  "  Hast  thou  told  our  good  friend  ?  " 
addressing  her. 

"  No.    I  was  going  to  tell  him,  but  I  did  not  know  how  to  begin." 

"  Then  I  will  prompt  thee.  Say  after  me — *  I  have  been  a  wilful, 
foolish  woman  '  " 

She  wrenched  her  hand  out  of  his,  half-laughing — "  I  am  a  foolish 
woman,  for  I  have  promised  to  marry  him.  But  he  is  a  still  more  foolish 
man,  for  he  wishes  to  marry  me.    That  is  what  I  say." 

"  And  I  have  sent  Babette  to  Frankfort  with  the  pastor.  He  is  going 
there,  and  will  explain  all  to  Frau  v.  Schmidt ;  and  Babette  will  serve 
her  for  a  time.  When  Max  is  well  enough  to  have  the  change  of  air  the 
doctor  prescribes  for  him,  thou  shalt  take  him  to  Altenahr,  and  thither 
will  I  also  go ;  and  become  known  to  thy  people  and  thy  father.  And 
before  Christmas  the  gentleman  here  shall  dance  at  our  wedding." 

"  I  must  go  home  to  England,  dear  friends,  before  many  days  are  over. 
Perhaps  we  may  travel  together  as  far  as  Remagen.  Another  year  I  will 
come  back  to  Heppenheim  and  see  you." 

As  I  planned  it,  so  it  was.  We  left  Heppenheim  all  together  on  a 
lovely  All-Saints'  Day.  The  day  before — the  day  of  All-Souls — I  had 
watched  Fritz  and  Thekla  lead  little  Lina  up  to  the  Acre  of  God,  the 
Field  of  Rest,  to  hang  the  wreath  of  immortelles  on  her  mother's  grave. 
Peace  be  with  the  dead  and  the  living. 
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niCH  is  it  for, 
air  or  exercise, 
or  is  it  to  see  or 
be  seen,  that  the 
fashionable  world 
and  the  world  that 
wishes  to  be  la- 
sh ionable  congre- 
gate on  one  side 
only  of  Hyde  Park 
of  an  afternoon  in 
the  season  ?  All 
the  world  is  on  the 
stage,  you  would 

think,  so  great  is  the  crowd,  and  the  equestrians  are  the  chief  performers. 
It  is  a  kind  of  Astley's,  and  the  spectators  sit  in  reserved  seats  (one 
penny  plain,  twopence  with  arms),  and  surrey  mankind  on  horseback 
from  Hyde  Park  Corner  to  Kensington.  It  is  a  genteel  comedy,  that 
is  being  performed,  with  very  little  action,  and  scarcely  any  dialogue. 

As  a  sight,  it  is  very  cheap  at  a  penny,  more  especially  when  yoti 
come  to  compare  it  with  other  entertainments  in  other  theatres,  for  which 
you  pay  quite  other  prices  for  uncomfortable  stalls  in  unpleasant  atmo- 
spheres, looking  at,  often,  tiresome  performances.  Here,  at  least,  there  is 
fresh  air,  and  room  enough  to  stretch  your  legs  to  any  extent;  or  yon 
may,  even  for  an  extra  penny,  place  them  on  another  chair. 

Chiefs  out  of  war,  and  statesmen  in  and  out  of  place,  Members  of 
Parliament  and  of  the  Stock  Exchange,  clergymen  and  barristers,  City 
swells,  country  gentlemen,  merchant  princes,  heavy  and  light  dragoons, 
railway  contractors,  peers,  peeresses,  foreign  ministers,  and  bishops  on 
horseback,  all  jostling  one  another  up  and  down,  cantering,  or  prancing, 
or  creeping  along,  or  standing  still,  or  sometimes  running  away. 

The  ladies  and  gentlemen  who  constitute  the  spectators  sit  along  beside 
the  pathway  under  the  trees,  partly  sheltered  from  the  rays  of  the  evening 
sun,  and  criticise  good-naturedly  and  make  remarks  of  a  friendly  but 
pointed  nature  upon  the  costume  or  style  of  locomotion  or  features  of 
each  individual  in  the  procession  of  pedestrians,  which  streams  lazily  past, 
marching  in  slow  time,  as  it  were,  before  the  elegant  occupants  of  the  seat*, 
who  are  reviewing  them. 


Google 


XIII 


I 

I 


i 
■ 


i 


i 


Digitized  by  Google 


ROTTEN  ROW. 


589 


Gentlemen  are  perched  in  rows  upon  the  iron  railings,  looking  like 
listless  birds  very  much  of  a  feather,  who  have  flocked  together  on  a 
telegraph  wire. 

Amongst  the  company  is  to  be  seen  that  favourite  young  gentleman 
of  mine,  and  of  the  period,  whose  eyebrows  are  always  raised  unreason- 
ably, and  whose  object,  it  is  supposed,  is  to  extort  a  larger  amount  of 
attention  and  admiration  from  the  world  than  it  is  in  the  world's  power 
to  give.  He  thinks  it  the  right  thing  to  do,  you  know,  to  take  a  stroll 
just  to  show  himself,  you  know,  and  see  what  there  is  to  be  seen,  you 
know ;  and  so  he  marches  languidly,  and  laboriously,  and  constrainedly 
along,  and  as  he  does  so,  not  looking  very  happy  the  while,  he  casts 
his  eye  anxiously  to  the  right  and  to  the  left,  and  straight  before,  and 
every  other  way,  in  a  painful  and  useless  endeavour  to  see  everywhere 
at  once  and  receive  the  salutes  and  recognitions  of  his  acquaintances, 
and  is  in  a  constant  state  of  terror  lest  he  should  overlook  or  miss  some 
one — of  consequence. 

And  a  little  apart  from  the  rank  and  fashion,  spread  over  the  grass, 
are  many  little  children  attended  by  nurse-maids,  who  are  attended  by, 
often,  Royal  Horse  Guards,  red  or  blue ;  or  sometimes  by  a  park-keeper, 
who,  in  a  previous  stage  of  existence,  has  been  in  the  wars  and  is 
covered  with  medals,  and  seems  conscious  of  the  fact. 

The  park  is  always  haunted  on  these  occasions  by  a  few  aged  dandies 
of  bygone  days,  venerable  relics  of  the  fashion  that  is  no  more.  Melan- 
choly objects,  much  like  dismal  ghosts  returned,  and  wandering  amid  the 
scenes  where  they  once  were  the  glasses  of  fashion,  and  probably  the 
moulds  of  form  as  well.  They  walk  slowly  and  as  if  from  habit,  but  not 
taking  much  interest  apparently  in  what  is  going  on  around  them. 
Frobably  most  of  the  faces  are  new  to  them  like  the  fashions  ;  and  the 
great  swells  who  dazzled  mankind  by  the  splendour  of  their  personal 
appearance,  the  cut  of  their  coats,  the  shape  of  their  whiskers,  the 
smartness  of  their  equipages,  the  beauty  of  their  horses,  and  all  the  other 
things  that  do  dazzle  mankind  in  the  park,  when  they  were  young,  and 
George  the  Fourth  was  king,  are  no  more  to  be  seen.  Quite  different 
ideas  of  right  and  wrong  in  dress  and  manners  now  prevail. 
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TRANSLATED  IN  THE  HEXAMETER  METRE. 


PRELIMINARY  REMARKS. 

The  question  whether  the  Latin  and  Greek  metres,  and  particularly  the 
hexameter  and  pentameter,  will  ever  be  so  fully  naturalized  among  us  as 
to  take  their  places  beside  our  only  other  received  form  of  unrhymed 
metre — the  blank  verse — has  been  a  good  deal  debated  of  late.  If  it  were 
one  to  be  decided  by  argument,  we  think  that  while,  on  the  one  hand,  the 
objections  urged  against  their  acceptance  admit  of  an  easy  and  complete 
reply ;  on  the  other,  the  reasons  adducible  in  their  favour  are  capable  ot 
being  stated  with  more  force  and  fulness  than  has  yet  been  done.  A  few 
words  prefatory  to  one  more  attempt  to  show  that  readable  English  hexa- 
meters can  be  written  will  therefore,  perhaps,  not  be  ill  bestowed  on  an 
endeavour  to  place  this  controversy  on  its  right  grounds. 

It  is  contended,  in  the  first  place,  by  the  opponents  of  this  addition  to 
the  rhythmical  resources  of  our  language,  that  verses  of  this  kind  have  been 
written  in  abundance ;  that  they  are,  for  the  most  part,  utterly  uncouth 
and  barbarous;  that  when  read  as  ordinary  English  verse  would  be  read, 
they  convey  hardly  any  impression  of  being  intended  for  verse ;  and  that 
to  give  them  the  cadence  and  rhythm  of  the  classical  metres  they  profess 
to  represent,  it  is  necessary,  in  reading  them,  to  violate  every  usage  of 
English  pronunciation  and  accent.  That  verses  open  to  such  objections 
have  been  written  in  sufficient  abundance  is  a  melancholy  truth,  and  one 
which  has  gone  far  to  prejudice  the  public  ear  against  them.  But  it  is 
not  in  favour  of  bad  verse  of  this  or  any  other  kind  that  we  contend. 
While  such,  no  doubt,  exists,  it  is  equally  true  that  many  and  signal 
examples  also  exist  capable  of  satisfying  the  most  fastidious  classical 
reader ;  apart  from  that  one  great,  and,  as  some  consider  it,  insuperable 
stumbling-block,  quantitative  prosody. 

The  prosodiacal  objection  to  these  metres  rests  on  the  alleged  absurdity 
of  "  composing  verses  in  a  language  regulated  by  accent,  in  a  metre 
invented  by  those  who  regulated  it  by  prosody."  Now,  if  it  were  true 
that  our  reading  of  the  classic  metres  in  their  own  languages  were  really 
guided  by  prosody  in  that  sense  which  this  dictum  would  intimate,  there 
would  be  force  in  this  argument.  If,  for  instance,  the  accent  with  which 
the  verses  of  Virgil  and  Horace  are  read  by  an  educated  Englishman 
uniformly,  or  in  a  great  majority  of  cases,  fell  on  syllables  long  by  prosody, 
and  avoided  short  ones;  we  could  then  understand  that,  English  metre 
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haring  little  or  no  prosody,  and  being  guided  entirely  by  accent,  we 
should  be  driven  to  create  a  prosody,  if  we  would  naturalize  such  metres, 
and  should  thus  lapse  into  the  deplorable  blunder  of  the  Elizabethan 
attempts,  which  cannot  be  read  as  verse  without  exciting  shouts  of  laughter. 
But,  in  fact,  this  is  the  very  reverse  of  the  truth.  Let  any  one  open  his  Virgil, 
and  in  the  first  Eclogue  he  will  find  the  quantity  contradicted  by  the  accent 
four  times  in  the  first  three  lines: — in  the  first  JEneid,  twice  in  the  first  two; 
and  so  on  perpetually  :  while,  if  he  wilfully  accentuate  long  syllables, 
and  glide  over  short  ones,  he  will  scarcely  be  able  to  read  Latin  •  verse  at 
all.  There  cannot  be  a  better  exemplification  of  this  than  the  way  in  which 
we  all  learn  at  school  to  read  sapphics.  Our  system  of  accentuation  is 
quite  contradictory  to  the  prosodiacal  quantity ;  and  in  proof  that  such  is 
our  system,  we  need  only  appeal  to  Canning's  caricature  of  it  in  the 
Knife-grinder. 

Again,  the  English  scholar  who  visits  Greece,  and  hears  the  Iliad  read 
by  educated  and  accomplished  modern  Greeks,  is,  we  arc  told,  quite  at  a 
loss  to  recognize  either  the  quantity  of  the  syllables,  or  the  accentuation, 
which,  to  our  associations,  makes  it  verse  rather  than  prose  run  mad.  Are 
we,  then,  to  say  that,  to  the  modern  Greek,  the  Iliad  is  not  metre  ?  Or 
shall  we  believe  that  the  rebellious  choruses  of  iEschylus,  which  defy  all 
scholarship  to  make  vs  accept  them  as  anything  but  just  such  prose,  con- 
veyed no  sense  of  rhythm  to  that  poet's  contempoiaries  ? 

We  are  far  from  contending  that  quantitative  prosody  adds  no  richness 
or  beauty  to  verse.  The  perception  of  quantity,  where  it  exists,  does 
assuredly  underlie  and  mingle  with  that  of  accent  and  cadence ;  much  as 
in  music  the  harmony  underlies  and  adds  to  the  enjoyment  of  the  melody, 
even  to  those  ears  which  cannot  clearly  distinguish  and  <ollow  the  lower 
notes  in  presence  of  the  higher.  And  if  this  be  (as  we  believe  it  to 
be)  something  more  than  a  mere  fanciful  analogy,  those  cases  in  which 
the  accent  occasionally  contradicts  the  prosody  would  come  to  be 
assimilated  to  passages  in  music  in  which  discords  are  followed  by  their 
resolutions,  or  in  which  the  melody  and  its  accompaniment  proceed 
by  "  contrary  motion  "  to  the  great  enhancement,  if  well  managed,  of  the 
joint  effect. 

To  reject,  then,  a  metre  which  we  acknowledge  to  ba  in  itself  pleas- 
ing and  harmonious  in  its  cadence,  and  which  has  many  other  excellent 
qualities,  merely  because  we  cannot  subject  it,  in  its  construction,  to 
a  set  of  rules  which  our  language  does  not  acknowledge,  and  by  which 
no  other  of  our  metres  is  bound,  is  wilfully  to  deprive  ourselves  of 
a  source  of  pleasure,  power  and  variety:  and  is  much  as  if  a  flute-player 
were  to  abstain  from  playing  the  best  airs  of  Haydn  or  Mozart,  because 

•  With  the  Greek,  and  especially  that  of  Homer,  the  case  is  different.  There  is  no 
such  marked  and  general  discordance  between  accent  and  quantity  as  in  Latin,  though 
instances  enough  of  it  occur  to  bear  out  our  proposition  as  to  accent  and  not  quantity 
being  our  guide  in  reading  the  classic  metres.  How  many  schoolboys  know  the  rule* 
of  Greek  prosody  T 
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they  were  originally  written  for  the  pianoforte,  or  for  a  full  orchestral 
accompaniment. 

If  we  deny  ourselves  the  use  of  the  hexameter  for  the  translation  of 
Homer,  we  have  nothing  to  fall  back  upon  but  the  decaayllable  iambic  of 
Milton  and  Pope, or  the  same  metre  augmented  by  a  supernumerary  syllable, 
constituting  the  hendecasyllabic  measure  of  Dr.  Alford,  a  great  objection 
to  which  is  its  extreme  tendency  to  fall  into  the  sapphic  cadence.*  Against 
both  these  metres  (in  their  purity)  the  true  objection,  however,  is,  that 
they  are  iambic,  t.  e.  epigrammatic,  in  their  sharp,  accentuated  close, 
and  as  such  better  fitted  for  the  terse,  thoughtful,  and  pointed  utterances 
of  a  matured  literature ;  while  the  hexameter,  whose  essential  character 
is  impulsive,  starting  with  a  strong  emphasis  ("  rising,"  as  Coleridge  has 
beautifully  expressed  it,  "  like  the  fountain's  silvery  column  "),  exhibits 
the  full  impress  and  youthful  vigour  of  a  nascent  one.f 

Another  eminently  advantageous  feature  of  the  hexameter  verse  is  the 
variety  it  admits  in  its  structure,  rendering  it,  of  all  the  metres  in  which  a 
long  poem  can  be  written  or  translated,  the  least  monotonous.  By  those 
indeed  who  lay  it  down  as  a  first  principle  that  the  English  hexameter 
must  gallop  (i.  e.  must  be  entirely  dactylic  with  exception  of  the  terminal 
spondee)  this  advantage  is  deliberately  sacrificed,  and  exchanged  for  a 
monotony  the  heaviest  and  most  wearisome  of  which  human  composition 
is  capable — the  monotony  of  forced,  unceasing,  laborious  activity.  In  this 
respect  a  translator  of  Homer  cannot  do  better  than  follow  the  example  of 


•  Take,  for  instance,  the  following,  which  every  reader  will  at  once  admit  to  bo  very 
excellent  specimens  of  the  English  accentuated  sapphic  : — 

"  Next  a  huge  stone  he  placed  against  the  doorway, 
Fcartu.1  in  size.   Not  two-and-twenty  waggons, 
Four-wheeled  and  staunch,  could  stir  it  from  the  ground-sill." 

f  On  the  ground  that  the  Homeric  Poems  are  in  reality  gigantic  ballads,  the  metre 
of  Murmion  and  The  Lady  of  the  Lake  has  recently  been  recommended  for  their  trans- 
lation. Let  us  try  a  few  lines:— 

ILIAD.    CANTO  I. 

€f)t  Quarrel  of  tf>e  Kings. 
L 

Achilles'  wrath,  to  Greece  the  spring 
Of  myriad  woes,  O  goddess  1  sing  : 
Which  hurled  to  Hades'  gloomy  reign 
The  souls  of  valiant  chieftains  slain, 
And  gave  their  bodies  on  the  shore 
For  dogs  and  vultures  to  devour, 

Fulfilling  Jove's  behest : 
Since  then,  when  in  contention  rodo 
Great  Atrcus'  son,  in  angry  mood, 
Opposed  to  fierce  Achilles  stood. 

The  noblest  Greek,  and  best, 
&c     &c.  &c 

No!  No!  This  will  never  do. 
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liis  great  Original,  whose  lines  exhibit  the  utmost  variety  of  structure.* 
Thus,  and  with  the  occasional  introduction  of  lines  in  which  the  ccemra 
iH  deferred,  or  altogether  dispensed  with,  the  hexameter  will  be  found  to 
afford  an  amount  of  variety  such  as  none  of  the  English  metres  in  use 
possesses. 

As  regards  the  other  conditions,  apart  from  the  choice  of  a  metre,  to 
be  observed  in  translating  the  Iliad,  I  cannot  help  thinking  that  the  present 
tendency  of  opinion  is  to  lay  upon  the  shoulders  of  the  translator  a  burden 
too  heavy  to  be  borne.  It  may  indeed  be  possible  to  render,  in  something 
like  verse,  line  for  line,  word  for  word,  construction  for  construction, 
to  give  all  the  gods  and  heroes  their  Greek  names,  and  to  affix,  in 
every  instance  where  it  occurs,  the  exact  Homeric  conventional  epithet, 
duly  rendered  according  to  the  literal  meaning.  This,  it  is  conceivable, 
might  be  accc"  -Wished ;  and  when  done  would  probably  read  almost  as 
much  like  a  niv  ..  production  as  the  propria  qua  miribus,  or  as  in  pra- 
senti,  and  would  have  about  the  same  chance  of  finding  a  single  reader  out 
of  school,  where,  no  doubt,  it  would  be  exceedingly  popular.  Between 
such  a  rendering  and  the  magnificent  adumbration  of  Pope  (for  whatever 
may  be  said  against  it,  I  for  one  regard  Pope's  Iliad,  taken  per  se,  as  one 
of  the  most  magnificent  poems,  if  not  the  most  magnificent  extant)  a  line 
must,  somewhere  or  other,  be  drawn ;  and,  it  is  readily  admitted,  must  lie 
much  nearer  the  former  than  the  latter  of  the  two  extremes.  A  translation, 
line  for  line  (with  some  small  reasonable  margin  for  mutual  encroachment 
and  recess),  which  shall  render  the  full  sense  of  the  original  in  every 
material  particular,  and  introduce  as  little  in  the  nature  of  amplification 
as  the  difference  between  our  monosyllabic  English  and  Homer's  poly- 
phloieboian  Greek  occasionally  necessitates,  under  the  paramount  obligation 
of  producing  unforced,  fluent,  and  readable  verses  —  this  does  not 
appear  a  task  too  hard  for  mortal  man.  If,  however,  to  these  con- 
ditions be  superadded  tliat  of  retaining  throughout  the  conventional 
Homeric  epithets  rendered  by  complete  English  equivalents,  I  believe 
it  to  be  impracticable  without  a  grievous  sacrifice  of  those  essential 
qualities  which  render  the  perusal  of  a  poem  a  pleasure,  not  a  task  ;  and 
its  production  something  more  inviting  than  a  perpetual  tour  deforce,  or  a 
school  exercise. 

In  the  following  version  of  Book  I.  (which  was  commenced  in  October 
last  on  the  occasion  of  reading  an  article  in  the  Timet  of  October  28th, 
in  ignorance  that  any  entire  book  of  Homer  had  ever  been  placed 
before  the  English  reader  in  its  original  metre),  the  epithets  are  retained 
as  such,  only  when  really  expressive  of  some  fitting  accessory  to  the 
subject-matter,  or  when  their  introduction  could  be  effected  Howingly, 
without  constraint  or  awkwardness.  In  many  cases,  without  direct 
verbal  translation,  their  sense  may  be  naturally  interwoven  among  the 


*  In  the  first  dozen  lines  of  the  Iliad  occur  no  less  than  nine  out  of  the  sixteen 
different  arrangement*  whicli  the  first  four  fect  admit. 

vol.  v.— ho.  29.  29. 
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context.  There  is  no  denying  that  the  continual  recurrence  of  these 
epithets  in  season  and  out  of  season  in  Homer  has  a  very  oppressive  effect 
on  the  modern  ear.  To  be  told  occasionally,  or  incidentally,  that  Achilles 
was  swift  of  foot,  that  the  Greeks  wore  brazen  armour  and  good  boots, 
that  their  ships  were  black,  and  their  swords  long-shadowed,  that  they 
had  rolling  eyes,  and  Juno  large  ones  and  white  arms,  may  not  be  amiss 
as  characteristic  touches  thrown  in  to  individualize  our  conception*  of 
these  personages.  But  to  be  reminded  of  these  particulars  systematically 
whenever  the  persons  or  things  so  characterized  are  mentioned,  that 
is  to  say,  at  about  every  tenth  line  throughout  a  long  poem,  is  assuredly 
more  in  the  nature  of  a  blemish  than  a  beauty,  and  one  which  no  trans- 
lator desirous  of  doing  justice  to  his  original  ought,  in  the  present  state  of 
literature,  to  aim  at  reproducing. 

The  monosyllabic  character  of  our  language  (as  already  observed) 
affords  in  most  cases  abundant  elbow-room,  in  so  ampU  a  metre  as  the 
hexameter,  for  the  full  expression  in  each  line  of  the  sense  of  its  Greek 
original.  Occasionally,  indeed,  the  hexametrio  mantle  will  be  found  to 
sit  too  loosely,  and  to  require  a  little  expansion  on  the  part  of  the  wearer 
to  fill  it  out  properly.  To  do  this  gracefully  is  the  most  delicate  and 
difficult  part  of  a  translator's  task.  But  whether  gracefully  or  not,  good 
faith  both  to  the  original  and  to  the  reader  requires  that  expletory  words 
or  phrases  Bhould  be  distinguished  by  some  typographical  difference. 
This  is  accordingly  done  by  the  use  of  italics  in  the  translation  here 
attempted. 


Jjlrad.— BOOK  I. 

Sing,  0  celestial  Muse !  the  destroying  wrath  of  Achilles, 

Peleus'  son :  which  myriad  mischiefs  heaped  on  the  Grecians, 

Valiant  spirits  of  heroes  how  many  dismissing  to  Hades  I 

Flinging  their  corpses  abroad  for  a  prey  to  the  dogs  and  the  vultures^ 

And  to  each  bird  of  the  air.    Thus  Jove's  high  will  was  accomplished, 

Even  from  that  fateful  hour  when,  opposed  in  angry  contention, 

Stood  forth  Atreides,  king  of  men,  and  the  godlike  Achilles. 

Say,  then,  which  of  the  gods  involved  these  two  in  their  conflict-— 
Jove's  and  Latona's  son  !    For  he,  with  the  leader  offended, 
Sent  on  his  army  a  plague,  and  his  people  were  perishing  round  him:  10 
For  that  Atreides  his  sacred  priest  had  rudely  dishonoured, 
Chryses,  who  suppliant  came  to  the  swift-sailing  ships  of  the  Grecians, 
Eager  to  rescue  his  daughter,  and  profFring  unlimited  ransom. 
Wreaths  in  his  hands  he  bore  of  the  bright,  far-darting  Apollo, 
Circling  a  sceptre  of  gold.    Then  thus  besought  he  the  Grecians 
All— but  th'  Atreidte  first,  the  two  great  arrayers  of  nations: 
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"  0  ye  Atreidce  !  and  you,  all  ye  bright-armed  Greeks,  to  your  valour 
May  the  great  gods,  who  dwell  in  the  lofty  Olympian  mansions, 
Grant  the  destruction  of  Troy,  and  a  safe  return  to  your  country  I 
Only  restore  me  my  darling  child,  and  accept  what  I  offer,  20 
Ever  revering  the  son  of  Zeus,  far-darting  Apollo." 

Then  loud  shouted  the  Greeks  in  assent,  "  Let  her  go  !    Let  Apollo 
Glorified  be  in  his  priest!    Take,  take,  the  magnificent  ransom  I " 
But  Agamemnon,  Atreus'  son,  such  compromise  brooked  not. 
Roughly  he  drove  him  forth,  and  sternly  rebuked  him  at  parting. 

"  Hence  I    Let  me  catch  thee  no  more,  old  man,  in  our  camp,  either 
lingYing 

Here  round  our  hollow-keeled  ships,  or  returning  again  on  thine  errand. 
Scarce  should  Apollo  then,  or  his  wreath,  or  his  sceptre  avail  thee. 
No!    Set  her  free,  be  thou  sure,  I  will  not!  until  age  overtake  her 
There  in  our  palace  at  home,  in  Argos,  far  from  her  country,  SO 
Weaving  the  web,  and  performing  th'  accustomed  rites  of  my  chamber 
Hence,  I  say  !    Anger  me  not !    Thy  retreat  may  so  be  the  safer." 

Thus  spake  the  king:  and  the  old  man  feared,  and  shrank  from  the 
mandate. 

Silent  he  crept  by  the  loud-roaring  sea,  till  far  from  the  vessels; 
Then  to  Apollo  supreme,  the  offspring  of  fair-haired  Latona, 
Thus,  in  his  anguish,  he  prayed,  with  earnest  and  long  supplication: 

"  Hear  me,  thou  of  the  silver  bow !    Thou  guardian  of  Chrysa, 
Thou  who  encompassest  Cilia  the  sacred !    Thou  whose  dominion 
Tenedos  trembling  owns  !    O  Smintheus,  hear  me !    If  ever, 
Decking  thy  temple  with  festive  crowns,!  I  have  burned  on  thine  altar  40 
Thigh  of  the  bull  or  fat  of  the  goat — oh,  grant  my  petition: 
Let  thine  arrows  requite  to  the  Greeks  these  tears  I  am  shedding." 

Thus,  loud  sobbing,  he  prayed ;  and  his  prayer  reached  Phcabus  Apollo. 
Down  from  the  lofty  crest  of  Olympus  he  plunged  on  the  instant, 
Ire  in  his  heart.    On  his  shoulders  his  bow  was  slung,  and  his  quiver 
Gorgeously  wrought,  and  the  shafts  clashed  loud  as  he  moved  in  his  anger. 
Down  he  swept,  like  the  presence  of  night,  and  approaching,  alighted 
Somewhat  apart  from  the  ships,  and  among  them  sent  forth  an  arrow. 
Dire  was  the  twang  of  the  silver  bow  !    Then  spread  the  contagion 
First  among  mules,  and  the  lazy  dogs  a  that  prowled  round  the  vessels.  50 


1  Anthon  and  Arnold  hold  to  "  roofing  "  the  temple,  and  reject  "  crowning"  as  a 
neology.  But  this  version  is  so  utterly  uncouth,  that  it  would  need  half-a-dozen  lines 
of  paraphrase  to  explain  it.  I  hold  with  Hcync  and  poetry  versvs  pedantry  and  bar- 
barism. Indeed,  as  Homer  was  a  person  of  poetic  taste  and  feeling,  this  passage  itself 
might  be  cited  as  an  early  instance  of  the  use  of  ipt\pa  in  the  sense  adopted. 

9  kvvciq  dypovc  or  dpyovc. — npyoc  is  bright  or  swift — a  customary  Homeric  epithet 
for  a  dog.  aypbc  is  wild  or  lazy.  I  prefer  here  the  reading  which  is  in  accordance  in 
both  its  senses  with  the  proceedings  of  those  detestable  brutes  in  hot  climates,  whose 
squalor,  filth,  and  wandering  habits,  might  very  well  be  supposed  to  breed  or  at  len*t 
to  spread  a  pestilence 
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Next  came  a  piercing  s  ehaft  which,  winged  with  bitterer  3  vengeance, 

Flew  through  the  ranks ;  and  the  funeral  pyres  blazed  fast  and  unceasing. 

Nine  days  thus  did  the  god  deal  forth  his  darts  on  the  army : 

But  on  the  tenth,  convened  by  Achilles,  the  people  assembled. 

Such  was  the  course  to  his  mind  which  the  white-armed  Hera  suggested, 

Grieved  as  she  was  to  behold  her  Greeks  thus  helplessly  dying. 

When  the  assembly  was  formed,  and  all  were  collected  in  council, 
Rising  beiore  them,  thus  spoke  forth  swift-footed  Achilles : 
"  Surely,  mcthinks,  O  Atreides  !  the  time  is  come  for  retreating, 
Baffled,  back  to  our  home;  too  happy  with  life  but  escaping,  CO 
Should  the  sword  haply  spare  what  the  plague  may  leave  of  the  Grecians. 
Let  us,  however,  consult  some  priest,  or  prophet,  or  dreamer, 
(For  in  the  visions  of  night  Zeus  oft  discloseth  his  counsels) : 
Such  may  reveal  why  Phoebus  Apollo's  wrath  is  excited; 
Whether  by  broken  vows,  or  by  hecatombs  due  but  neglected : 
So  that  perchance  by  the  savour  of  lambs  and  kidlings  unblemished 
Soothed  and  appeased,  he  may  stay  this  plague  and  cease  from  hit  anger.*" 
Thus  having  said,  he  resumed  his  seat.    Then  arose  from  among  them 
Calchas,  Thcstor's  son,  far-famed  as  the  wisest  of  augurs; 
One  to  whose  mind  inspired,  the  past,  the  present,  the  future —  70 
All  were  alike  revealed :  that  seer,  whose  sage  divination 
(Phccbus  Apollo's  gift)  had  guided  the  ships  of  the  Grecians 
Safely  to  llion's  shore.    And  thus,  complying,  he  answered  : 

"  Dost  thou  command  me,  Achilles,  beloved  of  Jove,  to  inform  thee 
Wherefore  Apollo,  the  bright,  far-darting  king,  is  offended  ? 
Then  must  I  speak.    But  swear  to  me  first,  and  pledge  me  thine  honour, 
Promptly  with  word  and  with  deed  to  support  me,  whatever  may  happen. 
Well  do  I  deem  my  report  will  enrage  that  Prince  whose  dominion 
Glorious  o'er  Argos  extends,  and  whose  sway  the  Achaians  acknowledge. 
Dire  is  the  wrath  of  a  king  when  unequally  matched  with  a  subject.  80 
What  though  he  seem  to  digest*  the  affront  ?  Yet  the  pride  of  the  monarch 
Inwardly  broods  o'er  revenge,  and  long,  long  after  will  wreak  it.  [ring?" 
Weigh  then  the  risk.    Wilt  thou  hold  me  unharmed,  such  danger  incur- 
Then,  making  answer  in  turn,  thus  spoke  swift-footed  Achilles: 
"  Boldly  declare  what  thou  knowest.    Whatever  thine  oracle,  say  it ! 
For  by  Apollo,  beloved  of  Jove ;  by  the  God  at  whose  altars, 
Bending  in  prayer,  thou,  Calchas  !  receiv'st  Heav'n's  dread  revelations, 
None,  while  I  live  and  view  with  these  eyes  the  conduct  of  mortals — 
No  !  not  one  of  the  Greeks  shall  lay  but  a  finger  upon  thee,  [non. 
/Iere  in  our  hollow-keeled  ships — not  ev'n  should'st  thou  name  Aganiem- 
Noblest  and  mightiest  of  all  in  our  host  though  he  vaunt  his  position." 


'  tx«*wrlc  "  cither  piercing,  bitter,  or  made  of  pine  wood.  While  adopting  (or 
referring  to)  tho  two  former  of  these  meanings,  I  half  suspect  that  Homer,  in  his  fond- 
new  for  specifying  material  particulars,  intended  it  in  the  latter  of  the  three  senses. 

4  Karavtyy,  literally,  digest. 
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Thus  reassured,  the  blameless4  prophet  took  courage,  and  answered: 
"  'Tis  for  no  broken  vow,  no  hecatomb  due  but  neglected  ; 
But  for  his  outraged  priest,  by  Atreides  rudely  insulted — 
Heeding  nor  ransom  nor  prayer,  but  detaining  his  daughter  in  bondage. 
For  this  cause  the  far-darting  god  hath  sent,  and  will  send  us, 
Woes  upon  woes  :  and  heavy  his  hand  shall  weigh  on  the  Grecians, 
Till,  without  ransom  or  price,  the  bright-eyed6  maid  be  conducted 
Back  to  her  father  in  Chrysa.    Perchance,  then,  a  hecatomb  offered 
To  the  offended  pow'r  may  disarm  his  wrath,  and  preserve  us"  100 

Thus  having  said,  he  resumed  his  seat.    Then  arose  Agamemnon, 
Atreus'  heroic  son,  wide  ruling  o'er  many  a  nation. 
Furious  he  rose.    In  his  gloomy  soul  o'ermastering  passion 
Struggled  for  vent,  and  a  torch-like  fire  blazed  forth  from  his  eyeballs. 
Bending  on  Calchas  a  withering  scowl,  thus  at  once  he  addressed  him : 

"  Prophet  of  evil !    To  me  thy  bodings  have  ever  been  hateful. 
Still  doth  thy  cankered  heart  delight  in  th'  announcement  of  mischief. 
Ne'er  from  thy  lips  good  words,  from  thy  hands  good  works  have  pro- 
ceeded. 

And  now,  true  to  thy  mission  of  ill,  the  Greeks  thou  haranguest, 

Stirring  them  up  to  believe  that  Apollo  for  me  hath  chastised  them.      1 10 

Mine,  forsooth  1  is  the  crime,  who  the  virgin  daughter  of  Chryses 

Lawfully  kept,  and  her  ransom  refused  :  much  longing  to  carry 

Back  to  my  native  home  so  fair,  so  graceful  a  maiden, 

Whom  Clytemncstra  herself,  when  I  led  her  a  bride  to  the  altar, 

Hardly  in  person,  in  temper,7  in  mind,  or  accomplishments  equalled. 

But,  if  it  must  be  so,  then  let  her  depart — I  resign  her. 

Ne'er  be  it  said  that  for  pleasure  of  mine  the  people  should  perish. 

Only  forthwith  prepare  me  a  prize :  that  alone  oi  the  Argives 

Unrewarded  I  go  not  ;  for  that  indeed  were  unseemly. 

All  of  you  bear  me  witness  1    My  prize  is  elsewhere  disposed  of."  120 

Godlike  Achilles,  swift  in  the  race,  then  rose  up  in  answer. 
"  111  beseems,  O  Atreides  !  such  rank  with  such  avarice  blended  ! 
How  can  our  generous  Greeks  be  taxed,  a  new  prize  to  assign  thee  ? 
Public  store  have  we  none  where  treasure  is  laid  up  in  common. 
Soon  as  a  town  is  sacked,  the  spoil  on  the  spot  iB  divided, 
Nor  were  it  just  to  reclaim  from  the  troops  what  once  is  allotted.  [sate 
Yield  her  then,  frankly,  at  once  to  the  god,  and  the  Greeks  will  compen- 


*  A  writer  in  the  London  Review  denies  that  dpvftwv  can  ever  be  properly  rendered 
by  blameless.  If  so,  read  stainless,  which  would  come  nearer  to  the  sense  advocated. 
But  we  believe  every  scholar  construes  ftavrtc  a'/a'/iwv  as  "  the  blameless  prophet," 
and  further  on  we  find  dpvpovtc.  AiOioirfjat,  to  express  blameless  innocence  of  life. 

•  tXuninnta,  literally  Anglicd,  "  screw-eyed,"  from  Atg,  a  screw  :  nautice,  "  swivel- 
eyed,"  poctic6,  with  "  rolling-eyes"  or,  by  an  easy  transition  from  the  movement  to  the 
brilliancy, "  briyht-eyed." 

7  fvijv,  which  may  be  rendered  either  figure,  feature,  nature  (<puui  fuair),  or 
disposition. 
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Threefold  and  four  thy  loss,  when  Jove's  decree  is  accomplished, 
And  the  embattled  towers  of  Troy  lie  smoking  in  nun." 

Fierce  in  his  royal  pride,  this  answer  returned  Agamemnon  :  130 
"  Not  so,  brave  as  thou  art,  and  of  godlike  presence,  Achilles  1 
Not  so  deceive  thyself,  nor  think  to  beguile  or  persuade  me. 
Think 'st  thou  thy  prize  to  retain  unquestioned  ?  that,  tamely  contented, 
I  shall  my  own  resign  ?  ■■       Resign  her,  too,  at  thy  orders  ? 
No !  Let  the  generous  Greeks,  with  fitting  and  duteous  selection, 
Grant  an  equivalent  prize,  as  a  fair  and  just  compensation— » 
All  shall  be  well.    If  not,  I  shall  seize  on  the  prize  of  another: 
Thine,  perchance,  or  the  spoil  of  Aias  or  mighty  Odysseus. 
Kage  he  may  upon  whom  I  shall  come—/  reck  not  his  anger. 
This  when  the  time  shall  better  allow.    Now  proceed  we  to  action. 
First  let  a  sable  vessel  be  launched  on  the  wide-rolling  ocean,  111 
Manned  with  our  choicest  rowers.    A  hecatomb  duly  provided 
Place  in  her  hold,  and  let  fair  Chryse'is  herself  be  conducted 
Safely  on  board.    To  some  chief  of  renown  the  command  be  entrusted, 
Aias,  or  Creta's  king,  or  the  wisdom  divine  of  Odysseus, 
Ay,  or  thyself,  Pelides,  most  dreadful  of  men  1  that  the  anger 
Of  the  far-darting  god  may  be  soothed  by  our  prayers  and  our  ofFrings." 

Scornfully  frowning  upon  him,  at  once  swift- footed  Achilles 
Answered  him  thus :  44  O  wrapped  up  in  insolence  !    Blinded  by  lucre  ! 
Which  of  the  Greeks  henceforth  will  cheerfully  arm  at  thy  bidding  ? 
Toil  in  the  wearisome  march,  or  rush  with  delight  to  the  combat  ?  151 
Moved  by  no  personal  hate  'gainst  Troy  and  her  warlike  defenders 
Came  I  hither  to  fight ;  for  nought  have  they  done  to  offend  me.  » 
Cattle  nor  steed  of  mine  have  they  seized ;  nor  in  hostile  invasion 
Swept  over  Phthia's  realmt  nor  wasted  her  bounteous  harvests. 
Far,  far  parted  we  lie,  with  the  roaring  ocean  between  us, 
And  the  o'ershadowing  crests  of  many  a  mountainous  barrier. 
In  thy  quarrel,  O  lost  to  all  shame !  are  we  come ;  for  thy  pleasure, 
Insolent !  seeking  redress  from  the  Trojans  for  thee  and  thy  brother  ; 
Thankless,  and  reckless  of  all  we  have  done,  of  all  we  have  sujfered.      1  GO 
Now,  for  a  crowning  ajjront,  to  seize  my  prize  thou  hast  threatened, 
Bravely  and  hardly  won,  and  conferred  by  the  sons  of  Achaia  I 
Equal  to  thine  no  spoil  has  ever  to  me  been  awarded, 
When  to  the  Grecian  arms  some  populous  city  has  yielded. 
Foremost  ever  in  fghtt  and  sustaining  the  brunt  of  the  battle, 
Sword  in  hand  am  I  found ; — but  so  sure  as  the  spoil  is  divided, 
Thine  is  the  choice  of  the  prey ;  while,  some  pleasing  trifle  accepting, 
Weary  and  faint  with  toil,  I  bear  it  away  to  my  vessels. 
Now  unto  Phthia  my  course  I  shall  take  : — for  better  I  deem  it 
Home  with  my  ships  to  return,  since  thus  dishonoured,  and  leave  thco 
Here  to  thy  fate,  ingloriously  fighting  for  riches  and  plunder." 

Then  Agamemnon,  king  of  men,  this  answer  returned  him : 
"  Fly  by  all  means,  if  such  be  thy  mind.    Not  ev'n  for  a  moment 
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Will  I  entreat  thee  for  me  to  remain.    I  lack  not  companions  174 
True  to  my  cause  and  my  glory,  nor  Jove  for  my  guide  and  protector. 
Hateful  beyond  all  princes  whom  heaven  with  power  hath  entrusted, 
Nought  but  strife  is  thy  soul's  delight,  and  battle  and  slaughter; 
Say,  thou  art  brave  I    Tis  the  gift  of  God  which  thus  thou  profanest. 
Fly  then,  I  say  I    With  thy  ships  and  thy  troops  betake  thee  to  Phthia ; 
There  o'er  thy  Myrmidons  rule.    For  know,  proud  prince,  that  I  reck  not 
Or  of  thine  aid  or  thy  wrath.  And  speak? 'st  thou  of  threats  t  Thus  I  threaten : 
Since  at  my  hands  Apollo  demands  the  daughter  of  Chryses, 
Forthwith  let  her  depart.    In  my  ship,  with  my  escort,  I  send  her. 
Then  to  thy  tent  I  shall  come,  and  thy  prize,  thy  lovely  Briseis, 
Claimt  and  lead  her  away : — so  that  ev'n  thyself  shalt  acknowledge 
Mine  the  superior  power,  and,  warned  by  thy  bitter  example, 
All  shall  henceforward  dread  to  dispute  my  right  or  defy  ine." 

Thus  he  spake ;  and  a  pang  through  Pelides  shot.    In  his  bosom, 
Shaggy  and  rough,  his  heart  by  conflicting  thoughts  was  divided : 
Whether  at  once  to  snatch  from  his  thigh  his  keen-edged  falchion,  100 
Break  through  th'  assembled  chiefs,  and  strike  to  the  earth  his  insulter, 
Or  to  control  his  mind  and  arrest  the  career  of  his  passion. 
Thus,  while  doubtful  he  stood,  in  his  troubled  spirit  debating — 
Half  unsheathed  while  appeared  the  mighty  sword — from  Olympus 
Pallas  Athene  came,  whom  the  white-armed  Hera  commissioned, 
Equally  both  in  her  heart  regarding,  and  anxious  to  save  them. 
Standing  behind  him,  his  golden  locks  she  grasped ; — and  Pelides 
Turned ;  and  amazed  he  stood  when  her  awful  eyes  ho  encountered, 
Only  to  him  revealed  among  all  the  heroes  assembled.  199 
Startled^  but  yet  not  calmed^  in  impassioned  8  words  he  addressed  her, — 
u  And  art  thou  come  from  heav'n,  great  daughter  of  Jove,  to  be  witness 
How  Agamemnon,  Atreus'  son,  both  wrongs  and  degrades  me? 
Then  shall  thou  see — and  my  words  may  not  be  long  in  fulfilling— 
How,  perchance  with  his  life,  he  shall  pay  for  his  pride  and  his  insults." 

Thus,  then,  in  turn  replied  the  blue-eyed  goddess  Athena: 
41  Hear  me!  and  calm  thy  passion,  and  bend  thy  soul  to  obey  me  1 
For  this  cause  from  Olympus  I  come,  by  Hera  commissioned, 
Equally  friendly  to  both,  and  equally  anxious  to  save  you.  [bard. 
Cease  from  this  strife  I    With  thy  hand  draw  not  thy  sword  from  iU  scab- 
Words  be  thine  only  weapons :  and  spare  them  not,  but  reproach  him ; 
For  be  assured  (and  ere  long  my  words  shall  be  fully  accomplished) 
Threefold  in  splendour  and  worth  shall  gifts  upon  gifts  be  repaid  thee 
For  this  insolent  act.    But  restrain  thy  rage,  and  obey  us." 

Then  replying  in  turn,  thus  spake  swift-footed  Achilles : 
"  At  such  bidding,  0  goddess !  no  choice  but  obedience  is  left  me, 


•  iirta  irrtpoivra'  Winyed conveys  no  distinct  idea  as  applied  to  words.  All  words 
fly  with  equal  8 peed.  It  is  merely  intensifying,  and  may  be  rendered  pre  re  natu  by 
any  epithet  denoting  energy  or  readiness  of  speech. 
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Grievously  angered  at  heart  though  I  be  :  for  such  is  my  duty.  216 
Whoso  the  gods  reveres,  his  prayers  will  find  them  propitious." 
Then,  with  a  ponderous  grasp  on  the  hilt  with  silver  resplendent, 
Back  in  its  scabbard  he  plunged  the  mighty  sword,  to  Athena 
Hearkening.    She  meanwhile  her  flight  to  Olympus  had  taken,  220 
There  in  the  mansions  of  Zeus  rejoining  her  fellow  immortals. 

Once  more  now,  his  heart  still  swelling  with  anger,  Achilles 
Thus  Agamemnon  addressed,  in  words  injurious  and  bitter: 
"  Drunken  with  pride,  thou  dog  in  thy  look,  but  deer  in  thy  nature ! 
When  didst  thou  ever  with  hearty  alacrity  arm  for  the  battle, 
Or  to  the  dreadful  ambush  go  forth  with  the  chiefs  of  the  Grecians  ? 
Nought  but  terror  and  death  in  exploits  like  these  thou  beholdcst. 
Easitr  seems  it  and  safer  to  plunder  thy  friends ;  through  the  army 
Banging  at  large,  and  seizing  the  share  of  whoe'er  may  oppose  thee ! 
Ha  !  what  a  king  art  thou,  who  mak'st  a  prey  of  thy  subjects !  250 
Subjects  too  base  to  resent :— or  this  were  the  last  of  thy  insults. 
Hear,  then,  myjixed  resolve,  and  the  oath  I  take  to  confirm  it : 
By  this  sceptre  which,  torn  from  its  parent  trunk  on  the  mountains, 
Blossom  or  bud  shall  never  renew,  by  the  axe  of  the  woodman 
Stripped  of  its  branches  and  bark — by  this  sacred  sceptre  I  swear  it, 
Emblem  of  justice  and  truth,  upborne  by  the  sons  of  the  Grecians, 
Guardians  of  laws  and  protectors  of  rights  handed  down  from  their  fathers, 
•  Sanctioned  by  Jove  himself  1 — (such  an  oath  e'en  to  thee  would  be  binding)— 
Surely  with  yearning  of  heart  each  Greek  sliali  long  for  Achilles 
When  beneath  Hector's  slaughtering  sword  thine  armies  shall  perish ;  240 
Then  shalt  thou  groan  in  spirit,  unable  to  save  or  to  help  them, 
Self-condemned,  and  gnawed  by  remorse  and  rage  at  thy  folly, 
Shamefully  thus  to  have  used  the  best  and  bravest  among  them." 

Thus  he  spake  ;  and  dashed  on  the  ground  his  sceptre  in  anger, 
Studded  with  golden  stars :  then  eate,  defiant  and  scornful. 
Him  with  increasing  wrath  Agamemnon  eyed.    Up  arose 9  then 
Nestor,  the  Pylian  sage,  whose  eloquence,  clear  and  persuasive, 
Flowed  from  his  lips  in  harmonious  accents,  sweeter  than  honey. 
Two  generations  in  sacred  Pylos  beneath  his  dominion 
Beared  to  articulate  speech,10  and  o'ertaken  by  age  had  he  witnessed, 
Sovereign  at  once  and  friend.    Now  ruled  he  the  third  in  succession. 
Wisely  and  kindly  counselling  both,  in  these  words  he  addressed  them: 

"  Gods  1  what  a  weight  of  grief  descends  on  the  land  of  Achaia  ! 
How  will  Priam  exult,  and  his  sons,  and  the  host  of  the  Trojans  1 


*  Pope  makes  Nestor  **  slow  from  his  scat  "  arise.  But  the  moment  was  pressing, 
and  the  instant  of  pause  had  to  be  promptly  seised.  Homer  uses  the  expression 
avopowrt,  rushed  vp,  or  started  to  his  feet,  a  phrase  as  much  too  strong  for  Nestor'* 
age  ns  Pope's  is  too  dilatory  for  the  occasion.  Is  not  arose,  however,  some  sort  of 
dcriratire  of  opovve  ? 

u  lupoTTw  av9pwiru>v  It  is  just  possible  to  bring  in  the  Homeric  epithet  here  U 
in  some  way  or  other  rclctant  to  the  subject  matter. 
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How  will  their  souls  rejoice  should  report  convey  to  their  hearing  255 

Tin's  unseemly  dispute,  where  two  such  chiefs  are  contending; 

First  in  the  councils  of  Greece,  and  her  foremost  leaders  in  battle  ! 

Be  persuaded  !    Remember  that  I  am  much  older  than  either, 

Ay,  and  in  days  gone  by,  with  men  far  braver  and  greater 

Long  consorted  on  friendly  terms  ;  and  they  never  disdained  me.  2G0 

Ne'er  have  I  seen — ne'er  more  shall  I  see — such  men  as  were  Dryas, 

Shepherd  and  guide  of  his  flock ;  Peirithbus,  Exadius,  and  Cameus  : 

These  were  heroes  indeed  !    Nor  less  divine  Polyphemus, 

Theseus  too,  great  JEgcus'  son,  most  like  the  immortals. 

Bravest  were  these  of  all  whom  this  earth  on  her  bosom  hath  nurtured. 

Bravest  they  were,  and  bravely  they  fought  with  the  fiercest  of  beings, 

Ev'n  with  the  mountain  centaurs,  and  elew  them  in  terrible11  combat. 

These  were  my  friends  and  associates :  by  these  from  Pylos  invited 

Hastening  to  join  them  I  came  from  afar,  from  the  Apian  country  ; 

And  by  their  side  I  fought,  as  best  I  might.    But  against  them  270 

No  man  of  mortal  mould  could  avail,  such  as  earth  now  produces. 

Yet  they  obeyed  my  word ;  gave  willing  ear  to  my  counsels. 

You,  too,  let  me  persuade :  for  to  yield  to  persuasion  is  wiser. 

Great  as  thou  art,  O  Atreides !  beware  how  thou  seize  on  the  damsel. 

Leave  her.    Respect  th1  award  pronounced  by  the  sons  of  Achaia. 

Thou,  too,  Peleus'  son !  forbear 12  to  contend  with  our  sov'reign ; 

Since  to  no  sceptred  prince  whom  Zeus  hath  delighted  to  honour 

Loftier  place  or  greater  renown  hath  e'er  been  accorded. 

Say  thou  art  mighty,  as  well  beseems  thy  descent  from  a  goddess, 

Yet  is  he  higher  in  rank ;  for  wider  extends  his  dominion.  280 

Once  more,  Atreides,  dismiss  thy  wrath  !  'Tis  Nestor  entreats  thee.13 

Urge  thine  opponent  no  more :  for  to  whom  shall  we  look  but  Achilles, 

In  the  rough  chances  of  war,  as  the  bulwark  and  stay  of  our  nation  ?  " 

Then  making  answer,  replied  Agamemnon,  ruler  of  nations: 
"  Rightly,  O  reverend  sage  !  on  either  part  hast  thou  spoken, 
But  we  have  here  a  man  who  will  dictate  on  every  occasion; 
Nought  but  his  will  must  be  law,  and  all  must  bend  in  his  presence. 
Yet  there  is  one,  methinks,  who  will  yield  to  no  such  pretensions. 
Grant  that  th'  immortal  gods  an  accomplished  warrior  have  made  him, 
Have  they  with  this  conferred  an  unbounded  licence  of  insult  ?  "  200 

Him  interrupting,  thus  broke  in  the  godlike  Achilles: 
"  Base,  indeed,  should  I  be,  and  deserve  the  name  of  a  coward, 


"  iKwuyKutc  6\Uovto,  lit.  "  dreadfully  slew  them." 

n  TAiirk\ov,  nrjXiiiti,  0«V  IptZifttvac  The  lexicons  inform  us  that  Homer  invariably 
uses  i9i\uv  and  its  inflexions,  and  never  BiXuv.  Hero  is  one  instance  to  the  contrary. 

w  tyuyt  \io<Top\  Ax*XAijY,  fttOiptv  xoXoi/'  \haoftai  would  govern  an  accusative,  not 
a  dative  of  the  person  besought,  so  that  hero  Pope,  when  he  u  rites — 

"  Leave  me,  O  king,  to  calm  Achilles'  rage  " 
seems  to  have  missed  the  true  meaning  of  the  passage. 

29—5 
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Were  I  to  yield  me  a  slave  to  whate'er  thy  caprices  may  dictate. 
Issue  thy  orders  to  others  !    Command  not  me !  for  henceforward 
Thee  and  thy  cause  I  disown,  and  spurn  the  control  of  a  tyrant. 
This,  too,  hear  me  declare,  and  well  shalt  thou  do  to  observe  it : 
Neither  with  thee  nor  that  other  in  Troy1*  will  I  fight  for  a  woman. 
(Since15  thus  meanly,  ye  Greeks,  ye  resume  the  prize  ye  have  given, 
Take  it!)  But  when  thou16  com'st  to  my  ship,  dark  frowning1'1  ttpon  iJWe, 
Nought  that  is  mine  beside  shalt  thou  touch,  with  me  to  resist  the*.  3*10 
Or  shouldst  thou  dare  it,  come  on;  make  trial,  that  all  may  behold  it ! 
Quickly  my  spear's  broad  blade  with  thy  streaming  blood  shall  be  purpled."" 

Thus  with  fierce  words  contended  the  chiefs  by  the  ships  of  the  Grecbns- 
Both  then  abruptly  rose,  and  at  once  dissolved  the  assembly. 
Thence  to  his  tents  and  stately 18  ships  departed  Achilles; 
With  him  his  faithful  friend  Menootius'  son  and  their  comrades. 
But  by  Atreides'  order  was  launched  a  swift-sailing  galley, 
Manned  with  twenty  selected  rowers ;  a  hecatomb  duly 
Placed  in  the  hold  for  the  god ;  and  the  fair  Chryseis  conducted 
Ev'n  by  himself  on  board ;  and  Odysseus  the  wise  was  commander.  310 
Swiftly,  when  all  were  embarked,  they  swept  o'er  the  paths  of  the  waters. 

This  performed,  Atreides  a  solemn  lustration  commanded. 
All  the  people  were  cleansed,  and  the  sea  received  their  ablutions. 
Next,  to  Apollo  of  bulls  and  of  goats  whole  hecatombs  offered 
Blazed,  in  long  order  ranged,  on  the  shore  of  the  desolate  ocean. 
Rich  was  the  steam  that  rose  with  the  eddying  smoke  from  the  altars. 

In  such  rites  was  the  army  engaged.    Meanwhile  Agamemnon, 
Bearing  his  threat  to  Achilles  in  mind,  Eurybates  summoned, 
And  Talthybius,  heralds  and  messengers  swift ;  and  addressed  tbem  : 
"  Haste  ye  both  to  the  tent  of  Peleus'  son,  to  Achilles;  320 
Claim  J9  Briseis  the  fair,  and  lead  her  respectfully  hither. 


14  oirrt  r</>  aWy  with  that  other,  not  with  any  other  (?). 

14  Hero  ho  parenthetically  addresses  the  Greek*,  so  potting  it  as  to  aj'j^ar  to  }  ield 
to  them  and  not  to  Agamemnon,  while  at  the  same  time  obliquely  reproaching  tbem  for 
their  acquiescence,  and  holding  thein  responsible  for  the  consequences.  This  is  plainly 
indicated  by  the  vocative  plural  transiently  introduced  in  the  Greek  without  inter- 
rupting the  continuity  of  the  sentence,  which  would  be  very  awkward  if  directly  inutsiri 
in  English. 

"  Here  he  resumes  his  address  to  Agamemnon. 

17  trapa  vrjt  fxtXaivy'  Here  again  the  conventional  epithet  can  bo  rendered  in  con- 
sonance with  the  general  sense,  and  serves  to  heighten  it. 

lt<roc,  "  well-balanced "  or  "  evenly-trimmed,"  ».  e.  built  so  as  to  sit  upright 
in  still  water,  the  first  condition  of  "  stateliness "  in  a  ship.  If  any  reader  prekr 
"  balanced,"  or  "  well-balanced,"  he  may  read  it  so. 

"  Homer  does  not  make  Agamemnon  order  the  heralds  to  deliver  this  as  a  wu**c  ? 
b  Achilles.  It  is  a  personal  instruction  to  them.  Had  he  done  so,  they  must  h**e 
*e  pea  ted  it  word  for  word,  as  messengers  in  the  Iliad  always  do,  and  so  would  have  been 
lost  not  only  the  heroic  courtesy  of  Achilles  on  their  reception,  but  all  the  exquisite 
management  of  this  most  difficult  situation  in  which  every  point  is  saved  by  the  discreet 
bearing  of  the  heralds. 
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This  should  Achilles  refuse,  I  shall  take  her  by  force,  and  in  person, 
Backed  by  overwhelming  numbers  ;  and  that  will  be  harder  upon  him." 
Such  was  his  order,  and  strict  the  injunction  ho  added  on  parting. 
Sad  and  reluctant  they  passed,  on  the  shore  of  the  desolate  ocean, 
Ev'n  to  the  tents  and  ships  of  the  Myrmidon  host :  and  Achilles 
Gloomily  sitting  they  found  in  front  of  his  tent,  by  the  vessels. 
Greeting  he  gave  them  none,  for  small  was  his  joy  to  behold  them. 
They,  on  their  part,  confused  in  his  princely  presence,  and  awe-struck, 
Silent  remained,  nor  raised  their  eyes,  nor  delivered  their  errand.  330 
This  when  the  chief  perceived  in  his  mind,  he  mildly  addressed  them : 

"Hail,  ye  heralds  !  messengers  high  of  Jove  and  of  mortals. 
Fearless  and  free  draw  nigh.    Not  you  do  I  blame,  but  your  master. 
Well  do  I  know  by  constraint  yo  come  for  the  damsel  BriseTs, 
And  ye  shall  take  her.    Divine  Patroclus!  bring  forth  the  maiden. 
Hand  her  to  these  in  charge.    But  now  I  call  you  to  witness, 
Now  unto  gods  in  heaven  and  mortals  on  earth  to  proclaim  it, 
And  to  your  tyrant  king :  should  ever  henceforth  by  his  army 
Need  of  my  aid  be  felt,  to  save  them  from  shame  and  destruction — 
No!  let  them  die! — while  he,  in  the  frenzied  whirl  of  his  passion,  340 
Powerless  alike  to  learn  from  the  past  or  plan  for  the  future,  [them." 
Driv'n  to  their  ships  when  they  fight  for  their  lives,  shall  be  helpless  to  lead 

Thus  he  spake:  and  Patroclus  obeyed  his  friend  and  companion, 
And  from  the  inmost  tent  led  forth  the  lovely  BriseTs 
And  to  their  charge  consigned.    With  womanly  fear  and  reluctance, 
Slowly  she  moved  by  their  side  as  they  passed  to  the  ships  of  Achaia. 

Then  retreated  Achilles  apart  from  the  sight  oyhis  comrades. 
Downward  bent,20  and  weeping,  he  sate,  as  he  gazed  o'er  the  ocean 
Hoary  with  breakers  ashore,  but  darkening  with  storm  in  the  distance. 
Seaward  his  hands  extending,  at  length  he  prayed  to  his  mother.  350 

"  O  my  mother  !  since  at  my  birth  short  life  was  ordained  me, 
Surely,  almighty  Zeus,  high-thundering,  throned  in  Olympus, 
Should  have  enlarged21  it  with  glory.  But  none22  hath  he  hitherto  granted. 
Lo !  with  what  burning  disgrace  Agamemnon,  ruler  of  nations, 
Brands  me,  wresting  away  the  prize  I  won  by  my  valour." 

Thus  he  spake.    But  his  mother  august  in  the  depths  of  the  ocean 
Heard  his  complaint,  where  she  sate  beside  her  reverend  father. 


33  XxaaStif  The  attitude  is  that  of  a  man  sitting,  elbow  on  knee,  chin  on  hand, 
weeping,  and  gazing  wistfully  between  his  tears  upwards  and  forwards.  The  expres- 
sion of  the  features  would  be  a  study  for  a  painter.  Has  any  tried  it?  It  would  be  a 
noble  picture.  The  tents,  the  ships,  the  darkling  sea  in  the  offing  (wovrov),  typical 
of  the  storm  brooding  over  the  future  of  Greece;  the  ground-eweU  rolling  in  its  breakers 
(aXof)  as  an  earnest  of  the  great  commotion  soon  to  burst  over  all,  &c.  &c 

91  lyyvaXitcH-  An  odd  word,  meaning  to  fill  up  a  hollow,  and  so,  metaphorically, 
to  give  rail  measure,  to  fill  to  repletion,  to  distend  with  fulness. 

"  Ov  tvt$6v,  not  a  jot,  not  a  tittle.  Perhaps,  u  but  now  not  a  whit  hath  he  granted  " 
might  be  borne. 
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Swift,  like  a  rising  mist,  from  the  lioary  deep  she  ascended ;  358 

Sate  beside  hiin,  and  marked  his  tears  :  then  fondly  caressing, 

Laid  in  his  hand  her  own,  and  endearingly  naming,  bespoke  him :  [spirit  1 

"Why  dost  thou  weep,  my  child?"  What  grief  has  seized  on  thy 
Speak !  conceal  not  thy  sorrows,  but  let  them  be  common  between  us." 

Heavily  sighing,  thus  replied  swift-footed  Achilles: 
"  Well  thou  know'st.    Why  then  should  I  tell  thee  all  as  it  happened  ? 
TheW  the  sacred  fell  to  our  arms,  Aetion's  city. 
This  we  sacked  and  plundered,  and  hither  we  came  with  the  booty. 
Fairly  and  justly  was  all  disposed  by  the  sons  of  Achain, 
And  to  our  chief,  Atreides,  the  fair  Chrysei's  allotted. 
Chryses  then,  the  priest  of  the  bright,  far-darting  Apollo,  CGO 
Came  to  our  camp  and  the  ships  of  the  Greeks  resplendent  in  armour, 
Eager  to  rescue  his  daughter,  and  proff  'ring  unlimited  ransom. 
Wreaths  in  his  hands  he  bore  of  the  bright,  far-darting  Apollo 
Circling  a  sceptre  of  gold:  and  he  urged  his  suit  on  the  Grecians 
All — but  th'  AtreidiB  first,  the  two  great  arrayers  of  nations. 
Then,  with  one  voice,  loud  shouted  the  Greeks  in  assent ;  that  Apollo 
Honoured  should  be  in  his  priest,  and  the  costly  ransom  accepted. 
But  Agamemnon,  Atreus'  son,  such  compromise  brooked  not. 
Koughly  he  drove  him  forth,  and  sternly  rebuked  him  at  parting. 
Baffled  and  angry,  the  good  old  man  withdrew,  but  Apollo  370 
Heard  the  complaint  of  his  prayer  (for  he  loved  him  well),  and  avenged  him. 
Upon  the  Argives  he  sent  a  destroying  shaft ;  and  the  people 
Perished  in  heaps  on  heaps ;  for  each  moment  faster  and  thicker 
Flew  through  the  army  the  darts  of  the  god.    Out  **  spake  then  a  prophet 
Who  the  far-darter's  will  well  knew ;  and  denounced  the  offender. 
Foremost,  at  once  I  exhorted,  the  god  to  appease.    But  Atreides 
Took  it  in  wrathful  mood,  and  rising  before  the  assembly 
Uttered  that  shameful  threat  which  now  he  has  dared  to  accomplish. 
Even  while  the  keen-eyed  c5  Greeks  are  escorting  the  damsel  to  Cbrysa, 
Freighting  with  costly  gifts  for  the  god  the  best  of  their  vetsels,  [ing 
Heralds  have  come  to  my  tent  and  my  ships,  and  have  siezed,  and  are  lead- 
Brises'  daughter  away — my  prize,  and  the  gift  of  Achaia.  331 
Now,  my  mother,  aid,  if  thou  canst,  thy  son  in  his  trouble. 
Speed  to  Olympus,  and  there  prefer  to  Zeus  thy  petition, 
If  thou  hast  ever  in  word  or  deed  done  aught  to  delight  him. 
Have  I  not  heard  thee  boast  in  my  father's  palace,  relating 


M  TJjcvov,  a  child,  not  a  son.  (rUvov  rufkov  ytpovroc.  Avnyovij.)  His  mother  octy 
could,  and  a  mother  would,  address  such  a  person  as  Achilles  as  a  child, 

94  Achilles  here  rather  misstates  the  transaction.  He  it  was  who  spoke  fir-t,  and 
brought  up  Calchas  to  the  denouncing  point  by  his  public  assurance  of  protoctioo. 

"  'E\ir«ir«c.  The  conventional  epithet  may  have  a  special  appropriateness  hen 
from  the  position  of  a  rower  who  must  sit  face-forward,  while  his  attention  is  required 
to  the  right  and  left  to  notice  (by  the  roll  of  the  eye)  any  floating  obstruction.  Watch- 
ful, or  keen-eyed,  meets  this  meaning. 
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How  that  the  cloud-enshrouded  Kronion  to  thee  was  indebted —  396 

Thee  of  the  immortals  alone — for  his  rescue  from  bonds  and  dishonour, 

Even  in  that  fearful  hour  when  all  endeavoured  to  chain  him, 

Hera  with  dread  Poseidon  joined,  and  Pallas  Athena. 

Then  thou  cam'st,  O  goddess,  and  freed  him.   Then  at  thy  summons  100 

He  of  the  hundred  hands,  Briareus  26  (called  so  in  heaven, 

Hut  upon  earth,  iEgeon),  Olympus  scaled,  and  beside  him 

Sate,  exulting  in  might.    Far  mightier  was  he  than  his  father  I 

Him  when  the  gods  beheld,  they  shuddered,  obeyed,  and  desisted. 

Go,  then ;  remind  him  of  this,  and  his  knees  embracing,  approach  him ; 

Bid  him  be  gracious  and  aid  the  Trojans  to  drive  to  their  vessels, 

Crowded  like  sheep  to  the  slaughter,  the  recreant  Greeks;  who  may  glory 

Then,  if  they  please,  in  their  king — their  Atreidcs,  ruler  of  nations  ! 

While  Agamemnon  himself  shall  know  and  acknowledge  his  frenzy  409 

Thus  to  have  shamed  and  dishonoured  the  best  and  bravest  among  them." 

Dropping  a  pitying  tear,  thus  Thetis  kindly  responded : 
"  Why,  ah,  why  did  I  bear  thee,  my  child,  and  rear  thee  to  sorrow  ? 
Evil,  alas  !  was  the  hour  when  I  gave  thee  birth  in  my  palace. 
Oh  !  could'st  thou  safe  remain  withdrawn  from  war  by  thy  vessels, 
Tearless,  at  least,  if  not  long-lived,  since  destiny  wills  it. 
Now  must  thy  span  of  days  be  at  once  both  joyless  and  fleeting  1 
Yet  will  I  bear  thy  words  to  the  thunderer's  throne,  to  Olympus, 
Soaring  aloft  to  its  Know-crowned  heights ;  and  perchance  he  will  hear  me. 
Thou,  meanwhile,  by  the  swift-sailing  ships,  in  haughty  seclusion 
Hold  thee  aloof  from  the  Greeks,  and  lead  not  thy  troops  to  the  battle. 
Zeus  since  yestermom,  on  the  farthest  verge  of  the  ocean,  421 
Honours  the  pure  Ethiopians'  innocent  feast.    At  the  banquet 
AU  th'  immortals  attend :  twelve  days  they  feast ;  then  Olympus 
Opens  its  bronze-paved  halls  to  receive  them.    There  will  I  enter, 
Clasp  his  knees  and  beseech  him, — and  surely,  I  think,  he  will  hear  me." 
Thus  having  spoken,  the  goddess  departed,  leaving  Achilles 
Wroth  for  the  loss  of  his  captive,  the  fair  one  so  gracefully  cinctured, 
Torn  from  his  tent  by  force. 

Now  happily  speeding,  Odysseus 
Chrysa's  shore  had  attained,  the  votive  hecatomb  bearing. 
When  to  the  haven  deep  they  had  come,  and  were  fairly  within  it,  430 
First  their  sails  they  furled,  then  stowed  them  away  in  the  vessel. 
Lowering  next  the  mast,  they  lodged  it  secure  on  its  bearing, 
Smartly  bringing  it  down  by  the  stays :  then  rowed  to  their  moorings ; 
Dropped  astern  huge  sleepers  of  stone,  made  fast  by  the  hawser, 
And  through  the  breaking  surf  made  good  their  footing,  and  landed. 
Then  disembarked  the  hecatomb  due  to  Phoebus  Apollo: 


*  "  Whom  gods  Briareus,  men  JEgcon  call,"  and  "  Bold  Briareus  with  his  hundred 
hands."  So  Pope— so  English  usage  in  consermence.  But  Homer  shortens  the  third 
syllable  and  accentuates  the  last. 
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Fair  ChryseTs  the  last  from  the  ship  to  the  shore  they  conducted. 

Leading  her  then  to  the  altar,  the  wise  Odyweus  restored  her 

Safe  to  the  hands  of  her  father  dear ;  and  thus  he  addressed  him  : 

'*  Hither,  O  Chryscs  !  sent  by  the  king  of  men,  Agamemnon,  440 

Lead  I  thy  daughter  back,  and  a  hecatomb  bring  to  Apollo, 

Due  from  the  suffering  Greeks,  who,  beneath  the  scourge  of  his  anger, 

Bitterly  groan,  and  pray  that,  appeased,  he  will  cease  to  afflict  them." 

Then  to  her  father  gave,  and  he  rejoicing  received  her. 

Now,  without  further  delay,  were  the  victims  ranged  round  an  altar, 
Solidly  built  and  sculptured,  in  goodly  array,  for  the  off'ring. 
Then  with  clean-washed  hands  they  upheaved  the  salt  and  the  barley, 
Chryses  praying  aloud  with  arms  extended  to  heaven. 
"  Hear  me,  thou  of  the  silver  bow  1    Thou  guardian  of  Chrysa  1 
Thou  who  encompassest  Cilia  the  sacred  1    Thou  whose  dominion  450 
Tenedos  owns ;  since  bending  thine  ear  to  the  prayer  of  my  anguish, 
Honouring  thy  priest,  thou  hast  poured  affliction  and  woe  on  the  Grecians, 
Once  more  extend  thy  grace,  and  grant  this  further  petition : 
Cease  from  thy  wrath,  and  avert  from  Greece  the  plague  which  consumes  her." 

Thus  he  prayed,  and  his  prayer  was  heard  by  Phoebus  Apollo: 
But  when  the  prayer  was  ended,  the  meal  on  the  victims  they  sprinkled, 
Turned  up  their  heads  to  heaven  and  slew  them  and  flayed  and  divided. 
Severing  the  thighs,  they  wrapped  them  in  cauls  of  fat,  and  about  them 
Doubled  the  folds  and  morsels  attached  from  each  part  of  the  carcase. 
These  with  billets  the  old  man  burned  on  the  altar,  and  o'er  them  4G0 
Poured  the  red  sparkling  wine;  while  youths  attendant  around  him, 
Each  with  his  five-pronged  fork  in  hand,  stood  ready  for  service. 
They,  when  the  thighs  were  burned  and  the  entrails  formally  tasted, 
Cut  to  pieces  the  rest,  transfixed,  and  skilfully  roasted ; 
Drew  them  from  off  their  forks  and  served  them  for  meat  to  ths  vofrias. 

Now  was  the  rite  concluded,  the  banquet  spread,  and  they  feasted 
Each  to  his  soul's  content ;  nor  lacked  there  abundance  or  welcome. 
But  when  the  cravings  of  hunger  and  thirst  were  somewhat  abated, 
Full  to  the  brim  with  wine  th'  attendants  handed  them  goblets, 
First  having  spilled  a  libation  from  each ;  and  the  youths  of  Achaia  470 
All  through  the  live-long  day  raised  high  their  voices  in  chorus } 
Hymned  the  far-darting  god,  and  in  sweet  melodious  cadence 
Chanted  their  paeans  of  praise:  and  his  soul  was  pleased  as  he  listened. 
Then,  when  the  sun  was  set,  and  darkness  had  fall'n  on  the  ocean, 
All  retired  to  sleep  on  the  shore,  by  the  stern  of  the  vessel. 

Soon  as  the  mother  of  dawn,  the  rosy-fingered  Aurora,  «J 
Tinted  the  eastern  sky,  for  the  Grecian  camp  they  departed. 
Fair  was  the  wind  and  strong,  which  the  bright,  far-darting  Apollo  [it 
Sent :  and  they  hoisted  the  mast,  and  the  white  sails  spread,  which  received 

91 1  am  unwilling  to  sacrifice  the  familiar  "  rosy-fingered  Aurora  w— but  if  the  Greek 
names  must  be  retained,  we  might  render  it, 

"  Soon  as  tho  rosy-fingered  Eos,  mother  of  morning." 
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Full  in  the  midst  of  their  swell : — and  they  bounded  along ;  and  the  waters 
Roared  round  the  keel  as  it  ploughed  the  dark  blue  wave  in  its  progress. 
Soon  to  the  camp  they  came  and  the  long-drawn  lines  of  the  Grecians. 
Then  on  the  main-land  shore  their  sable  galley  they  stranded  483 
High  on  the  beach,  and  supported  on  beams  extended  beneath  her: 
Then  dispersed,  and  returned  each  man  to  his  tent  or  his  vessel. 

PeleusJ  heav'n-born  son  meanwhile,  swift-footed  Achilles, 
Sate  by  his  ships  aloof ;  and  still  o'er  his  injuries  brooding, 
Nurtured  his  wrath :  nor  once  did  he  join  the  chiefs  in  their  council, 
Nor  to  the  war  go  forth:  but  pined  in  heart  with  impatience 
Thus  to  remain  inactive,  and  longed  for  the  din  of  the  battle.  490 

Day  after  day  thus  passed.    With  the  dawn  of  the  twelfth  to  Olympus 
All  the  immortal  gods  in  long  procession  ascended, 
Zeus  at  their  head.    Then,  mindful  of  all  to  her  son  she  had  promised, 
Thetis  rose  from  the  waves,  and  soaring  aloft  tn  the  cether 
Through  the  wide  concave  of  heaven,  attained  the  heights  of  Olympus. 
There,  on  the  loftiest  of  all  its  bristling  peaks  she  beheld  him, 
Him,  the  far-seeing  son  of  ancient  Chronos,  exalted 
High,  and  apart  enthroned: — and  she  sate  before  him  and,  suppliant, 
With  her  left  hand  embraced  his  knees,  while  her  right  she  extended, 
Raising  his  flowing  beard ;  and,  seconding  thus  her  petition,  500 
Humbly  besought  Kronion,  the  sov'reign  of  gods  and  of  mortals  : 

"  Father  Zeus  !    If  e'er  in  thy  need  I  have  brought  thee  assistance 
Either  by  word  or  in  deed  here  in  hcav'n,  oh  !  grant  my  petition. 
Honour  my  son  !    //"his  days  indeed  must  be  transient  and  fleeting, 
Gild  them  with  glory  !    Behold  how  the  king  of  men,  Agamemnon, 
Shames  and  degrades  him,  claiming  his  prize  and  wresting  it  from  him. 
Wipe  off  the  stain  !    Great  sire  of  Olympus,  wise  in  thy  counsels ! 
Grant  unto  Troy  success,  and  increase  her  force,  till  the  Grecians 
Haste  to  requite  the  wrongs  of  my  son  and  restore  him  to  honour." 

Thus  she  spake:  but  Zeus  nought  answered.    In  cloud  and  in  silence 
Long  he  remained  unmoved.    But  Thetis  renewed  her  entreaties,  511 
Clasping  more  closely  hi3  knees,  and  beseechingly  urgent,  implored  him. 
"  Grant,  oh  !  grant  what  I  ask. — Assuredly  grant : — or  refusing 
Tell  me  at  once.    (Thou  needest  no  reserve.)    That  word  shall  convince  me 
How  among  all  the  pow'rs  the  most  dishonoured  is  Thetis." 

Zeus,  compeller  of  clouds,  thus  answered,  touched  with  compassion  : 
"  This  will  be  matter  of  high  dispute.    Unwelcome  to  Hera 
Must  my  decision  appear,  and  bitter  will  be  her  reproaches. 
Oft  to  th'  immortal  gods  unjustly  I  hear  her  complaining, 
That  with  too  partial  mind  I  assist  the  arms  of  the  Trojans.  520 
Therefore  depart,  lest  Hera  behold  thee  lingering  beside  me. 
So  let  it  be.    Thy  prayer  is  heard.    Be  mine  to  fulfil  it. 
Lo  !  in  assent  my  head  I  bow.    This  holiest  of  pledges, 
Known  to  th'  immortals  all  as  the  sign  and  seal  of  the  future, 
Faithful,  never  revoked,  unfailing,  take  for  assurance." 
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Forward  his  dark  and  awful  brows  he  bent,  and  inclining, 
Bowed  his  immortal  head ;  while  deep,  at  the  nod,  o'er  his  features 
Rolled  his  ambrosial  locks :  and  Olympus  shook  to  its  centre. 

Thus  resolved  they  parted  ;  and  down  in  the  depths  of  the  ocean 
Thetis  plunged  at  once  from  the  glorious  heights  of  Olympus.  530 
Zeus  to  his  palace  returned,  where  the  gods  all  rose  at  his  entrance 
Rev'rent  before  their  sire.    Not  one  dared  wait  his  arrival 
Seated  :  but  all  stood  ranged  in  awed  array  in  his  presence 
Till  he  assumed  his  throne.    Then  Hera,  keenly  rememb'ring 
How  to  her  consort,  Thetis  the  silver-footed,  the  daughter 
Of  the  old  Ocean  sire,  had  come  and  conferred,  with  reproaches 
Bitter  and  sharply  urged,  the  son  of  Chronos  accosted. 

"  Artful  one  !  which  of  the  gods  admitt'st  thou  now  to  thy  counsel.*? 
Ever  delighting  thy  plans  to  conceal,  and  maturing  in  secret 
All  thy  decisions  apart:  unto  her  most  entitled  to  know  them  510 
Ne'er  dost  thou  deign  to  impart  one  word  of  all  thou  designcst." 

Thus  then  returned  for  answer  the  father  of  gods  and  of  mortals: 
"  Hope  not,  Hera  1  that  all  my  plans  shall  to  thee  be  confided, 
That  were  too  hard  for  thy  thoughts,  though  my  throne  and  my  couch 
thou  partakest. 

Yet  be  assured  of  this,  that  whate'er  may  be  fit  for  thy  knowledge, 
No  one,  either  of  gods,  or  of  men,  shall  learn  it  before  thee. 
As  for  the  rest — whate'er  I  conceal  in  the  depths  of  my  counsels, 
That  forbear  thou  to  ask — and  resign  ev'n  the  wish  to  discover." 

Raising  her  large  majestic  eyes,  thus  Hera  responded :  519 
"  Dread  and  severe  Kronion !  What  words  arc  these  thou  hast  uttered  ? 
Rarely  indeed  have  I  asked,  or  wished  to  partake  of  thy  secrets. 
Free  wert  thou  ever  from  question  of  mine  to  plan  as  thou  listed'st. 
But  now  I  tremble  for  Greece  :  for  have  I  not  seen,  on  Olympus, 
Thetis  the  silver-footed,  old  Nereus'  daughter,  approach  thee, 
Clasping  thy  knees  at  dawn  ?  Ay  I  and  much  I  fear  she  beguiled  thee, 
And  that  the  awful  pledge  thou  gav'st  was  to  honour  Achilles, 
Heaping  the  shore  with  dead,  by  the  ships  of  the  suffering  Grecians." 

Zeus,  compellcr  of  clouds,  thus  answering,  sternly  addressed  her : 
"  Restless  ever  in  spirit,  and  too  perversely  suspicious  ! 
Nought  will  thy  wiles  effect ;  but  can  only  place  thee  in  future  560 
Farther  apart  from  my  heart  :  and  this  will  be  harder  upon  thee. 
Say  1  were  it  e'en  as  thou  think'st,  what  imports  ?  if  such  be  my  pleasure. 
Take,  then,  in  silence  thy  seat,  and  respect  the  word  of  thy  sovereign: 
For,  be  assured,  not  all  the  power  of  the  gods  in  Olympus 
Aught  would  avail  in  thy  cause,  should  my  anger  be  kindled  against  thee." 

Thus  he  spake,  and  the  goddess  august,  subdued  and  in  silence, 
Bent  her  large  orbs  on  the  ground,  and  resumed  her  throne :  and  a  &udnc& 
Fell  on  th'  assembled  gods  in  Jove's  celestial  mansion. 
ThiB  to  dispel  essayed  Hephaestus.    He  the  contriver, 
Famed  for  his  works  of  toil  and  of  art,  up  rose  to  harangue  them,  570 


Digitized  by  Google 


TRANSLATED  IN  THE  HEXAMETER  METRE.  609 

Covering  with  festive  speech,  well-timed,  his  mother's  confusion: 
44  Hero  will  be  mischief  indeed,  if  you  two  quarrel,  disturbing 
All  the  peace  of  Olympus  with  insupportable  wrangling  I 
Let  men  settle  their  own  disputes :  for  if  strife  and  contention 
Reign  in  these  halls,  then,  alas!  farewell  to  the  joy  of  our  banquets. 
Let  me  advise  thee,  my  mother  (who  ne'er  wert  lacking  in  prudence), 
Make  thy  peace  with  my  father  Zeus,  lest  again  he  upbraid  thee 
This  time  worse  tiian  the  last,  and  our  feast  be  spoiled  by  your  quarrel. 
Think  1  Should  the  lightning  flash  of  Olympian  Jove  be  directed 

Full  upon  all  your  thrones,  ye  gods !    /  tremble  to  think  ont !  580 

Soothe  him,  then,  with  appeasing  words,  dear  mother ;  and  trust  me, 
Soon  will  the  gracious  powV  be  pleased,  and  restore  us  to  favour." 
Thus  having  spoken,  he  rose,  and  filling  a  two-handled  goblet, 
Held  it  forth  to  his  mother  dear,  and  thus  he  addressed  her. 
"  Patiently  bear  what  thou  canst  not  mend,  and  make  no  remonstrance, 
Hard  though  it  seem,  my  mother  :  for  sad  would  it  be  to  behold  thee, 
Dear  as  thou  art,  struck  down  ;  while  in  vain  I  should  long  to  assist  thee. 
Trust  me,  full  hard  is  the  task  to  contend  with  Zeus  in  his  anger. 
Once  too  oft  have  I  tried  it  myself,  when,  pressing  to  aid  thee, 
Seized  by  the  foot,  I  was  hurled  from  the  lofty  portals  of  heaven.  590 
All  day  long  did  I  spin  through  the  air,  and  the  sun  was  descending 
When  upon  Lcmnos  I  fell  :  and  the  Sintians  found  and  restored  me, 
Breathless  and  bruised  as  I  lay :  for  small  was  the  life  that  was  left  me." 

Thus  he  spake,  and  Hera  was  cheered,  and  her  arm  she  extended 
White  as  the  snow,  and  with  smiles  the  cup  from  her  son  she  accepted, 
lie  forthwith  to  the  rest  of  the  gods,  and  to  each  in  his  order, 
Filled  ;  drawing  fresh  from  its  urn  the  delicious  juice  of  the  nectar; 
While  from  them  all  unextinguished  laughter  arose,  as  Hephaestus, 
Bustling  with  awkivard  gait,  they  beheld,  through  the  halls  of  Olympus. 

Thus  they  feasted  in  bliss  all  day  till  the  sun  was  declining :  600 
Nor  was  there  wanting  aught  to  enhance  the  joy  of  their  banquet 
Either  of festive  cheer,  or  the  tuneful  harp,  by  Apollo 
Struck ;  while  the  muses  sang,  sweet  answering,  or  blending  in  chorus. 
But  when  the  sun  had  withdrawn  his  glorious  light  and  departed, 
Then  for  needful  repose  each  god  retired  to  his  palace, 
For  with  ingenious  craft  that  limping  artist  Hephaestus, 
Famed  for  his  skill,  had  constructed  for  each  his  separate  dwelling. 
Zeus  ascended  the  couch  which,  whene'er  he  consented  to  slumber— 
Laying  aside  for  an  instant  his  flaming  bolts — he  frequented. 
There  he  reclined,  in  celestial  calm  reposing;  and  Hera,  610 
Quitting  her  throne  of  gold,  lay  tranquilly  sleeping  beside  him. 

J.  F.  W.  HERSCHEL. 

Collingwood,  February  6,  1802. 
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CHAPTER  XXVII, 

The  Saint's  Rest. 

Agnes  entered  tho  city  of  Rome  in  a  trance  of  enthusiastic  emotion, 
almost  such  as  one  might  imagine  in  a  soul  entering  the  heavenly  Jeru- 
salem above.  To  her  exalted  ideas  she  was  approaching  not  only  the 
ground  hallowed  by  the  blood  of  apostles  and  martyrs,  not  merely  the 
tombs  of  the  faithful,  but  the  visible  "general  assembly  and  church  of  the 
first-born  which  are  written  in  heaven."  Here  reigned  the  appointed 
representative  of  Jesus:  she  imagined  a  benignant  prince  clothed  with 
honour  and  splendour,  who  was  yet  the  righter  of  all  wrongs,  the  redresser 
of  all  injuries,  the  friend  and  succourer  of  the  poor  and  needy ;  and  she 
wag  firm  in  a  secret  purpose  to  go  to  this  great  and  benignant  father,  and  on 
her  knees  entreat  him  to  forgive  the  sins  of  her  lover,  and  remove  the 
excommunication  that  threatened  at  every  moment  his  eternal  salvation. 
For — she  trembled  to  think  of  it, — a  sudden  accident,  a  thrust  of  a  dagger, 
a  fall  from  his  horse,  might  put  him  for  ever  beyond  the  pale  of  repent- 
ance :  he  might  die  unforgiven,  and  sink  to  eternal  pain. 

Agnes  and  her  grandmother  entered  the  city  of  Rome  just  as  the 
twilight  had  faded  into  night ;  and  though  Agnes,  full  of  faith  and  enthu- 
siasm, was  longing  to  realize  immediately  the  ecstatic  vision  of  shrines  and 
holy  places,  old  Elsie  commanded  her  not  to  think  of  anything  further 
that  night.  They  proceeded,  therefore,  with  several  other  pilgrims  who 
had  entered  the  city,  to  a  church  specially  set  apart  for  their  reception, 
connected  with  which  were  large  dormitories  and  a  religious  order,  whose 
business  was  to  receive  and  wait  upon  them,  and  to  see  that  all  their  wants 
were  supplied.  This  religious  foundation  is  one  of  the  oldest  in  Rome; 
and  it  is  esteemed  a  work  of  especial  merit  and  sanctity  among  the  citizens 
to  associate  themselves  temporarily  in  these  labours  in  Holy  Week.  Even 
princes  and  princesses  come,  humble  and  lowly,  mingling  with  those  of 
common  degree,  and  all,  calling  each  other  brother  and  sister,  vie  in  kind 
attentions  to  these  guests  of  the  Church.  When  Agnes  and  Elsie  arrived, 
several  of  these  volunteer  assistants  were  in  waiting.  Agnes  was  remarked 
among  all  the  rest  of  the  company  for  her  peculiar  beauty  and  the  rapt, 
enthusiastic  expression  of  her  face. 

Almost  immediately  on  their  entrance  into  the  reception-hall  con- 
nected with  the  church,  they  seemed  to  attract  the  attention  of  a  tall  lady 
dressed  in  deep  mourning,  and  accompanied  by  a  female  servant,  with 
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whom  she  wan  conversing  on  those  terms  of  intimacy  which  showed  con- 
fidential relations  between  the  two. 

"  See  1 "  she  said,  "  my  Mona,  what  a  heavenly  face  is  there !— that 
sweet  child  lias  certainly  the  light  of  grace  shining  through  her.  My 
heart  warms  to  her." 

"  Indeed,"  said  the  old  servant,  looking  across,  "  and  well  it  may, — 
dear  lamb,  come  so  far  1  But,  Holy  Virgin,  how  my  head  swims  !  How 
strange ! — that  child  reminds  me  of  some  one.  My  lady,  perhaps,  you 
may  think  of  some  one  whom  she  looks  like." 

"  Mona,  you  say  true.  I  have  the  same  strange  impression  of  having 
seen  a  face  like  hers,  but  where  I  cannot  say." 

"  What  would  my  lady  say,  if  I  said  it  was  our  dear  Prince  ? 

"  Mona,  it  is  so, — yes,"  added  the  lady,  looking  more  intently, — "  how 
singular ! — the  very  traits  of  our  house  in  a  peasant-girl !  She  is  of 
Sorrento,  I  judge,  by  her  costume ;  what  a  pretty  one  it  is  I  That  old 
woman  is  her  mother,  perhaps.  I  must  choose  her  for  my  care, — and, 
Mono,  you  shall  wait  on  her  mother." 

So  saying,  the  Princess  Paulina  crossed  the  hall,  and,  bending  affably 
over  Agnes,  took  her  hand  and  kissed  her,  saying,— 

"  Welcome,  my  dear  little  sister,  to  the  house  of  our  Father ! " 

Agnes  looked  up  with  strange,  wondering  eyes  into  the  face  that  was 
bent  to  hers.  It  was  sallow  and  sunken,  with  deep  lines  of  ill-health  and 
sorrow,  but  the  features  were  noble,  and  must  once  have  been  beautiful ; 
the  whole  action,  voice,  and  manner  were  dignified  and  impressive.  In- 
stinctively she  felt  that  the  lady  was  of  superior  birth  and  breeding  to  any 
with  whom  she  had  been  in  the  habit  of  associating. 

"Come  with  me,"  said  the  lady  ;  "  and — your  mother?  " — she  added. 

"  She  is  my  grandmother,"  said  Agnes. 

"  Well,  then,  your  grandmother,  sweet  child,  shall  be  attended  by  my 
good  sister  Mona  here." 

The  Princess  Paulina  drew  the  hand  of  Agnes  through  her  arm,  and, 
laying  her  hand  affectionately  ou  it,  looked  down  and  smiled  tenderly 
on  her. 

"  Are  you  very  tired,  my  dear?" 

"Oh,  no!  no!"  replied  Agnes — "I  am  so  happy,  so  blessed  to  be 
here !" 

"  You  have  travelled  a  long  way  ?" 

"  Yes,  from  Sorrento ;  but  I  am  used  to  walking ;  I  did  not  feel  it  to 
be  long ;  my  heart  kept  me  up, — I  wanted  to  come  home  so  much." 
"  Home?"  said  the  princess. 

"  Yes,  to  my  soul's  home,— the  house  of  our  dear  Father  the  Pope." 
The  princess  started,  and  looked  incredulously  down  for  a  moment ; 
then  noticing  the  confiding  air  of  the  child,  she  sighed  and  was  silent. 
"  Come  with  me  above,"  she  said,  "  and  let  me  attend  to  your  comfort." 
"  How  good  you  are,  dear  lady  1 "  responded  Agues. 
"  I  am  not  good,  my  child, — I  am  only  your  unworthy  sister  in 
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Christ ;"  and  as  the  lady  spoke,  she  opened  the  door  into  a  room  where 
were  a  number  of  other  female  pilgrims  seated  around  the  wall,  each 
attended  by  a  person  whose  peculiar  care  she  seemed  to  be. 

At  the  feet  of  each  was  a  vessel  of  water,  and  when  the  seats  were  all 
full,  a  cardinal  in  robes  of  office  entered,  and  began  reading  prayers, 
Each  lady  present,  kneeling  at  the  feet  of  her  chosen  pilgrim,  divested 
them  carefully  of  their  worn  and  travel-soiled  shoes  and  stockings,  and 
proceeded  to  wash  them.  It  was  not  a  mere  rose-water  ceremony,  but  a 
good  hearty  washing  of  feet  that  for  the  most  part  had  great  need  of  the 
ablution.  While  this  service  was  going  on,  the  cardinal  read  from  the 
Gospel  how  a  Greater  than  they  all  had  washed  the  feet  of  His  disciples 
and  said,  "  If  I,  your  Lord  and  Master,  have  washed  your  feet,  ye  also 
ought  to  wash  one  another's  feet."  Then  all  repeated  in  concert  the 
Lord's  Prayer,  while  each  humbly  kissed  the  feet  she  had  washed,  and 
proceeded  to  replace  the  worn  and  travel-soiled  shoes  and  stockings  with 
new  and  strong  ones,  the  gift  of  Christian  love.  Each  lady  then  led  her 
charge  into  a  room  where  tables  were  spread  with  a  plain  and  wholesome 
repast  of  all  such  articles  of  food  as  the  season  of  Lent  allowed.  Each 
placed  her  protegee  at  table,  and  carefully  attended  to  all  her  wants  at  the 
supper,  and  afterwards  dormitories  were  opened  for  their  repose. 

The  Princess  Paulina  performed  all  these  offices  lor  Agnes  with  a 
tender  earnestness  which  won  upon  her  heart.  The  young  girl  thought 
herself  indeed  in  that  blessed  society  of  which  she  had  dreamed,  where 
the  high-born  and  the  rich  become,  through  Christ's  love,  the  servants  of 
the  poor  and  lowly;  through  all  the  services  she  sat  in  a  sort  of  dream  of 
rapture.  How  lovely  this  reception  into  the  Holy  City  I  how  sweet  thus 
to  be  taken  to  the  arms  of  the  great  Christian  family,  bound  together  in 
the  charity  which  is  the  bond  of  perfectness  1 

The  princess  and  her  attendant  went  out  of  the  church-door,  where 
her  litter  stood  in  waiting.  The  two  took  their  seats  in  silence,  and 
silently  pursued  their  way  through  the  streets  of  the  old  dimly-lighted 
city  and  out  of  one  of  its  principal  gates  to  the  wide  Campagna  beyond. 
The  villa  of  the  princess  was  situated  on  an  eminence  at  some  distance 
from  the  city,  and  the  night-ride  to  it  was  solemn  and  solitary.  They 
passed  along  the  old  Appian  Way,  over  pavements  that  had  rumbled  under 
the  chariot-wheels  of  the  emperors  and  nobles  of  a  by-gone  age,  while 
along  their  way,  glooming  up  against  the  clear  of  the  sky,  were  vast 
shadowy  piles — the  tombs  of  the  dead  of  other  days.  All  mouldering  and 
lonely,  shaggy,  and  fringed  with  bushes  and  streaming  wild  vines,  through 
which  the  night- wind  sighed  and  rustled,  they  might  seem  to  be  pervaded 
by  the  restless  spirits  of  the  dead ;  and  as  the  lady  passed  them,  site 
shivered,  and,  crossing  herself,  repeated  an  inward  prayer  against  wander- 
ing demons  that  walk  in  desolate  places. 

Timid  and  solitary,  the  high-born  lady  shrank  and  cowered  within 
herself  with  a  distressing  feeling  of  loneliness.  A  childless  widow,  in 
delicate  health,  whose  paternal  family  had  been  for  the  most  part  cruelly 
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robbed,  exiled,  or  destroyed  by  the  reigning  Pope  and  his  family,  she  felt 
her  own  situation  a  most  unprotected  and  precarious  one ;  since  the  least 
jealousy  or  misunderstanding  might  bring  upon  her,  too,  the  ill-will  of 
the  Borgias,  which  had  proved  so  fatal  to  the  rest  of  her  race.  No  com- 
fort in  life  remained  to  her  but  her  religion,  to  whose  practice  she  clung 
as  to  her  all ;  but  even  in  this,  her  life  was  embittered  by  facts  to  which, 
with  the  best  disposition  in  the  world,  she  could  not  shut  her  eyes.  Her 
own  family  had  been  too  near  the  seat  of  power  not  to  see  all  the  base 
intrigues  by  which  that  sacred  and  solemn  position  of  Head  of  the 
Christian  Church  had  been  traded  for  as  a  marketable  commodity.  The 
pride,  the  indecency,  the  cruelty  of  those  who  now  reigned  in  the  name  of 
Christ  came  over  her  mind  in  contrast  with  the  picture  painted  by  the 
artless,  trusting  faith  of  the  peasant-girl  with  whom  she  had  just  parted. 
Her  mind  had  been  too  thoroughly  drilled  in  the  non-reflective  practice  of 
her  faith  to  dare  to  put  forth  any  act  of  reasoning  upon  facts  so  visible 
and  so  tremendous ;  she  rather  trembled  at  herself  for  seeing  what  she 
saw,  and  for  knowing  what  she  knew,  and  feared  somehow  that  this  very 
knowledge  might  endanger  her  salvation;  and  so  she  rode  homeward, 
cowering  and  praying  like  a  frightened  child. 

"  Mona,  I  shall  not  go  out  to-morrow,"  said  the  princess ;  "  but  you 
go  to  the  services,  and  find  the  girl  and  her  grandmother,  and  bring  them 
out  to  me.    I  want  to  counsel  the  child :  she  interests  me." 

"  It  shall  be  so,"  said  Mona. 


CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

Palm  Sunday. 

The  morning  after  her  arrival  in  Home,  Agnes  was  awakened  from  sleep 
by  a  solemn  dropping  of  bell- tones  which  seemed  to  fill  the  whole  air,  in- 
termingled dimly  at  intervals  with  long-drawn,  plaintive  sounds  of  chant- 
ing. She  had  slept  profoundly,  overwearied  with  her  pilgrimage,  and 
soothed  by  that  deep  lulling  sense  of  quiet  which  comes  over  one  when, 
after  long  and  weary  toils,  some  auspicious  goal  is  at  length  reached.  She 
had  come  to  Rome,  and  been  received  with  open  arms  into  the  household 
of  the  saints,  and  seen  even  those  of  highest  degree  imitating  the  sim- 
plicity of  the  Lord  in  serving  the  poor.  Surely,  this  was  indeed  the 
house  of  God  and  the  gate  of  heaven ;  and  so  the  bell-tones  and  chants, 
mingling  with  her  dreams,  seemed  naturally  enough  angel-harpings  and 
distant  echoes  of  the  perpetual  adoration  of  the  blessed.  She  rose  and 
dressed  herself  with  a  tremulous  joy.  She  felt  full  of  hope  that  somehow 
—in  what  way  she  could  not  say — this  auspicious  beginning  would  end 
in  a  full  fruition  of  all  her  wishes,  an  answer  to  all  her  prayers. 

"  Well,  child,"  said  old  Elbie,  "  you  must  have  slept  well  ;  you  look 
fresh  as  a  lark." 
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"  The  air  of  this  holy  place  revives  me,"  replied  Agnes,  with 
enthusiasm. 

"  I  wish  I  could  say  as  much,"  returned  Elsie.  "  My  bones  ache  yet 
with  the  tramp ;  and  I  suppose  nothing  will  do  but  we  must  go  out  now 
to  all  the  holy  places,  up  and  down  and  hither  and  thither,  to  everything 
that  goes  on.    I  saw  enough  of  it  all  years  ago  when  I  lived  here." 

"  Dear  grandmother,  if  you  are  tired,  why  ohould  you  not  rest  ?  I 
can  go  forth  alone  in  this  holy  city.  No  harm  can  possibly  befall  me 
here.  I  can  join  any  of  the  pilgrims  who  are  going  to  the  holy  plnce3 
where  I  long  to  worship." 

"  A  likely  story,"  cried  Elsie.  "  I  know  more  about  old  Home  than 
you  do,  and  I  tell  you,  child,  that  you  do  not  stir  out  a  step  without  me  ; 
so  if  you  must  go,  I  must  go  too  ;  and  like  enough  it's  for  my  soul's 
health.    I  suppose  it  is,"  she  adtled,  after  a  reflective  pause. 

"How  beautiful  it  was  that  we  were  welcomed  so  last  night !"  ex- 
claimed Agnes,  "  that  dear  lady  was  so  kind  to  me  1 " 

"  Ay,  ay,  and  well  she  might  be  I  "  replied  Elsie,  nodding  her  head. 
"  But  there's  no  truth  in  the  kindness  of  the  nobles  to  us,  child.  They 
don't  do  it  because  they  love  us,  but  because  they  expect  to  buy  heaven 
by  washing  our  feet  and  giving  us  what  little  they  can  clip  and  snip  off 
from  their  abundance." 

"  Oh,  grandmother,"  cried  Agnes,  "how  can  you  say  so?  Certainly, 
if  any  one  ever  spoke  and  looked  lovingly,  it  was  that  dear  lady." 

"  Yes,  and  she  rolls  away  in  her  carriage,  well  content,  and  leaves  you 
with  a  pair  of  new  shoes  and  stockings, — you,  as  worthy  of  a  carriage  and 
a  palace  as  she." 

"  No,  grandmamma  ;  she  said  she  should  send  for  me  to  talk  more 
with  her." 

"  She  said  she  should  send  for  you  ?  "  asked  Elsie.  "  Well,  well, 
that  is  strange,  to  be  sure  ! — that  is  wonderful !  "  she  added,  reflectively. 
"  But  come,  child,  we  must  hasten  through  our  breakfast  and  prayers,  and 
go  to  see  the  Pope,  and  all  the  great  birds  with  fine  feathers  that  fly  after 
him." 

"  Yes,  indeed  !  "  exclaimed  Agnes,  joyfully.  "  Oh,  grandmamma, 
what  a  blessed  sight  it  will  be  !  " 

"  Yes,  child,  and  a  fine  sight  enough  he  makes,  with  his  great  canopy 
nnd  his  plumes  and  his  servants  and  his  trumpeters ;  there  isn't  a  king  in 
Christendom  that  goes  so  proudly  as  he." 

"  No  other  king  is  worthy  of  it,"  returned  Agnes.  "  The  Lord  reigns 
in  him." 

"  Much  you  know  about  it ! "  Elsie  retorted  between  her  teeth,  as 
they  started  out. 

The  streets  of  Rome  through  which  they  walked  were  damp  and 
cellar-like,  filthy  and  ill-paved  ;  but  Agnes  neither  saw  nor  felt  anything 
of  inconvenience  in  this  :  had  they  been  floored,  like  thoBe  of  the  New  Jeru- 
salem, with  translucent  gold,  her  faith  could  not  have  been  more  fervent. 
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Rome  is  at  all  times  a  forest  of  quaint  costumes,  a  pantomime  of 
shilling  scenic  effects  of  religious  ceremonies.  Nothing  there,  however 
singular,  strikes  the  eye  as  out-of-the-way  or  unexpected,  since  no  one 
knows  precisely  to  what  religious  order  it  may  belong,  or  what  individual 
vow  or  purpose  it  may  represent.  Neither  Agnes  nor  Elsie,  therefore,  was 
surprised,  when  they  passed  through  the  doorway  to  the  street,  at  the 
apparition  of  a  man  covered  from  head  to  foot  in  a  long  robe  of  white 
serge,  with  a  high-peaked  cap  of  the  same  material  drawn  completely 
down  over  his  head  and  face.  Two  round  holes  cut  in  this  ghostly  head- 
gear revealed  simply  two  black  glittering  eyes,  which  shone  with  that 
singular  elfish  effect  which  belongs  to  the  human  eye  when  removed  from 
its  appropriate  and  natural  accessories.  As  they  passed  out,  the  figure 
rattled  a  box  on  which  was  painted  an  image  of  despairing  souls  raising 
imploring  hands  from  very  red  tongues  of  flame,  by  which  it  was  under- 
stood at  once  that  he  sought  aid  for  souls  in  Purgatory.  Agnes  and 
her  grandmother  each  dropped  therein  a  small  coin  and  went  on  their 
way ;  but  the  figure  followed  them  at  a  little  distance  behind,  keeping 
carefully  within  sight  of  them. 

By  means  of  energetic  pushing  and  striving,  Elsie  contrived  to  secure 
for  herself  and  her  grandchild  stations  in  the  piazza  in  front  of  the 
church,  in  the  very  front  rank,  where  the  procession  was  to  pass.  A 
motley  assemblage  it  was,  this  crowd,  comprising  every  variety  of  costume 
of  rank  and  station  and  ecclesiastical  profession :  cowls  and  hoods  of 
Franciscan  and  Dominican,  picturesque  head-dresses  of  peasant- women  of 
different  districts,  plumes  and  ruffs  of  more  aspiring  gentility,  mixed  with 
every  quaint  phase  of  foreign  costume  belonging  to  the  strangers  from 
different  parts  of  the  earth ; — for,  like  the  old  Jewish  Passover,  this  cele- 
bration of  Holy  Week  had  its  assemblage  of  Parthians,  Medea,  Elamites, 
dwellers  in  Mesopotamia,  Cretes,  and  Arabians,  all  blending  in  one 
common  memorial. 

Amid  the  strange  variety  of  persons  among  whom  they  were  crowded, 
Elsie  remarked  the  stranger  in  the  white  sack,  who  had  followed  them, 
and  who  had  stationed  himself  behind  them,  but  it  did  not  occur  to  her 
that  his  presence  there  was  other  than  merely  accidental. 

And  now  came  sweeping  up  the  grand  procession,  brilliant  with  scarlet 
and  gold,  waving  with  plumes,  sparkling  with  gems, — it  seemed  as  if 
earth  bad  been  ransacked  and  human  invention  taxed  to  express  the  ulti- 
matum of  all  that  could  dazzle  and  bewilder, — and,  with  a  rustle  like  that 
of  ripe  grain  before  a  swaying  wind,  all  the  multitude  went  down  on  their 
knees  as  the  cortege  passed.  Agnes  knelt,  too,  with  clasped  hands,  adoring 
the  sacred  vision  enshrined  in  her  soul ;  and  as  she  knelt  with  upraised 
eyes,  her  cheeks  flushed  with  enthusiasm,  her  beauty  attracted  the  atten- 
tion of  more  than  one  in  the  procession. 

"  There  is  the  model  which  our  master  has  been  looking  for,"  said  a 
young  and  handsome  man  in  a  rich  dress  of  black  velvet,  who,  by  his 
costume,  appeared  to  hold  the  rank  of  first  chamberlain  in  the  Papal  suite. 
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The  young  man  to  whom  he  spoke  gave  a  bold  glance  at  Agnes,  and 
answered, — 

"  Pretty  little  rogue,  how  well  she  does  the  saint !  " 

"  One  can  see  that,  with  judicious  arrangement,  she  might  make  a 
nymph  as  well  as  a  saint,"  said  the  first  speaker. 

"A  Daphne,  for  example,1'  returned  the  other,  laughing. 

"And  she  wouldn't  turn  into  a  laurel,  either,"  rejoined  the  first. 
"  Well,  we  must  keep  our  eye  on  her."  And  as  they  were  passing  into 
the  church-door,  he  beckoned  to  a  servant  in  waiting  and  whispered 
something,  indicating  Agnes  with  a  backward  movement  of  his  hand. 

The  servant,  after  this,  kept  cautiously  within  observing  distance  of 
her,  as  she  with  the  crowd  pressed  into  the  church  to  assist  at  the 
devotions. 

Long  and  dazzling  were  those  ceremonies,  when,  raised  on  high  like 
an  enthroned  God,  Pope  Alexander  VI.  received  the  homage  of  bended 
knee  from  the  ambassadors  of  every  Christian  nation,  from  heads  of  all 
ecclesiastical  orders,  and  from  generals,  and  chiefs,  and  princes,  and  nobles, 
who,  robed  and  plumed  and  gemmed  in  all  the  brightest  and  proudest  that 
earth  could  give,  bowed  the  knee  humbly  and  kissed  his  foot  in  return  for 
the  palm-branch  which  he  presented.  Meanwhile,  voices  of  invisible 
singers  chanted  the  simple  event  which  all  this  splendour  was  commemo- 
rating,— how  of  old  Jesus  came  into  Jerusalem,  meek  and  lowly,  riding  on 
an  ass, — how  His  disciples  cast  their  garments  in  the  way,  and  the  multi- 
tude took  branches  of  palm-trees  to  come  forth  and  meet  Him, — how 
He  was  seized,  tried,  condemned  to  a  cruel  death ;  and  the  crowd,  with 
dazzled  and  wondering  eyes  following  the  gorgeous  ceremonial,  reflected 
little  how  great  was  the  satire  of  the  contrast,  how  different  the  coming  of 
that  meek  and  lowly  One  to  suffer  and  to  die  from  this  triumphant  display 
of  worldly  pomp  and  splendour  in  His  professed  representative. 

But  to  the  pure  all  things  arc  pure,  and  Agnes  thought  only  of  the 
enthronement  of  all  virtues,  of  all  celestial  charities  and  unworldly  purities, 
in  that  splendid  ceremonial,  and  longed  within  herself  to  approach  so  near 
as  to  touch  the  hem  of  those  wondrous  and  sacred  garments.  It  was  to  her 
enthusiastic  imagination  like  the  unclosing  of  celestial  doors,  where  the 
kings  and  priests  of  an  eternal  and  heavenly  temple  move  to  and  fro  in 
music,  with  the  many-coloured  glories  of  rainbows  and  sunset  clouds. 
Her  whole  nature  was  wrought  upon  by  the  sights  and  sounds  of  that 
gorgeous  worship ;  she  seemed  to  burn  and  brighten  like  an  altar-coal,  her 
figure  appeared  to  dilate,  her  eyes  grew  deeper  and  shone  with  a  starry 
light,  and  the  colour  of  her  cheeks  flushed  up  with  a  vivid  glow.  Nor  was 
Bhe  aware  how  often  eyes  were  turned  upon  her,  nor  how  murmurs  of 
admiration  followed  all  her  absorbed,  unconscious  movements.  "  Ecco ! 
Eccola ! "  was  often  repeated  irom  mouth  to  mouth  around  her,  but  she 
heard  it  not. 

When  at  last  the  ceremony  was  finished,  the  crowd  rushed  again  out 
of  the  church  to  see  the  departure  of  various  dignitaries.    There  was  a 
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perfect  whirl  of  dazzling  equipages,  and  glittering  lackeys,  and  prancing 
horses,  crusted  with  gold,  flaming  in  scarlet  and  purple,  retinues  of  cardi- 
nals and  princes  and  nobles  and  ambassadors,  all  hi  one  splendid  confused 
jostle  of  noise  and  brightness. 

Suddenly  a  servant  in  a  gorgeous  scarlet  livery  touched  Agnes  on  the 
shoulder,  and  said,  in  a  tone  of  authority, — 

"  Young  maiden,  your  presence  is  commanded.'* 

"  Who  commands  it  ?  "  asked  Elsie,  laying  her  hand  on  her  grand- 
child's shoulder  fiercely. 

"  Are  you  mad  ?  "  whispered  two  or  three  women  of  the  lower  orders  to 
Elsie  at  once ;  "  don't  you  know  who  that  is?    Hush,  for  your  life  !  " 

"  I  shall  go  with  you,  Agnes,"  said  Elsie,  resolutely. 

"  No,  you  will  not,"  retorted  the  attendant,  insolently.  "  This  maiden 
is  commanded,  and  none  else." 

" He  belongs  to  the  Popes  nephew,"  whispered  a  voice  in  Elsie's  ear 
"  You  had  better  have  your  tongue  torn  out  than  say  another  word." 
Whereupon,  Elsie  found  herself  actually  borne  backward  by  three  or  four 
stout  women. 

Agnes  looked  round  and  smiled  on  her, — a  smile  full  of  innocent 
trust, — and  then,  turning,  followed  the  servant  into  the  finest  of  the  equip- 
ages, where  she  was  lost  to  view. 

Elsie  was  almost  wild  with  fear  and  impotent  rage  ;  but  a  low, 
impressive  voice  now  spoke  in  her  ear.  It  came  from  the  white  figure 
which  had  followed  them  in  the  morning. 

"  Listen,"  it  said,  "  and  be  quiet ;  don't  turn  your  head,  but  hear 
what  I  will  tell  you.  Your  child  is  followed  by  those  who  will  save  her. 
Go  your  ways  whence  you  came.  Wait  till  the  hour  after  the  Ave  Maria, 
then  come  to  the  Porta  San  Scbastiano,  and  all  will  be  well." 

When  Elsie  turned  to  look  she  saw  no  one,  but  caught  a  distant 
glimpse  of  a  white  figure  vanishing  in  the  crowd. 

She  returned  to  her  asylum,  wondering  and  disconsolate,  and  the  fii-st 
person  whom  she  saw  was  old  Mona. 

"  Well,  good  morrow,  sister  !  "  she  said.  "  Know  that  I  am  here  on  a 
strange  errand.  The  princess  has  taken  such  a  liking  to  you  that  nothing 
will  do  but  we  must  fetch  you  and  your  little  one  out  to  her  villa.  I 
looked  everywhere  for  you  in  church  this  morning.  Where  have  you  hid 
yourselves  ?  " 

"We  were  there,"  said  Elsie,  confused,  and  hesitating  whether  to 
speak  of  what  had  happened. 

"  Well,  where  is  the  little  one  ?  Get  her  ready  ;  we  have  horses  in 
waiting.    It  is  a  good  bit  out  of  the  city." 

"  Alack  !  "  cried  Elsie,  "  I  know  not  where  she  is." 

"  Holy  Virgin  ! "  exclaimed  Mona,  "  how  is  this  ?  " 

ELie,  moved  by  the  necessity  which  makes  it  a  relief  to  open  the 
heart  to  some  one,  sat  down  on  the  steps  of  the  church  and  poured  forth 
the  whole  story  into  the  listening  ear  of  Mona. 

vol,  v. — no.  29.  SO. 
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"  Well,  well,  well ! "  said  the  old  servant,  u  in  our  days,  one  does  not 
wonder  at  anything, — one  never  knows  one  day  what  may  come  the  next, 
— but  this  is  bad  enough  1  " 

"  Do  you  think,"  inquired  Elsie,  "  there  is  any  hope  in  that  strange 
promise  ?  " 

"  One  can  but  try  it,"  answered  Mona. 

"  If  you  could  but  be  there  then,"  said  Elsie,  "  and  take  us  to  your 
mistress." 

"  Well,  I  will  wait,  for  my  mistress  ha3  taken  an  especial  fancy  to 
your  little  one,  more  particularly  since  this  morning,  when  a  holy 
Capuchin  came  to  our  house  and  held  a  long  conference  with  her;  after 
he  was  gone  I  found  my  lady  almost  in  a  faint,  and  she  would  have  it 
that  we  should  start  directly  to  bring  her  out  here,  and  I  had  much  ado 
to  let  her  see  that  the  child  would  do  quite  as  well  after  services  were 
over.    I  tired  myself  looking  about  for  you  in  the  crowd." 

The  two  women  then  digressed  upon  various  gossiping  particulars,  a3 
they  sat  on  the  old  mossy,  grass-grown  steps,  looking  up  over  house-tops 
yellow  with  lichen,  into  the  blue  spring  air,  where  flocks  of  white  pigeons 
were  soaring  and  careering  in  the  soft,  warm  sunshine.  Brightness  and 
warmth  and  flowers  seemed  to  be  the  only  idea  natural  to  that  charming 
weather,  and  Elsie,  sad-hearted  and  foreboding  as  she  was,  felt  the  benign 
influence.  Rome,  which  had  been  so  fatal  a  place  to  her  peace,  yet  had 
for  her,  as  it  has  for  every  one,  potent  spells  of  a  lulling  and  scathing 
power.  Where  is  the  grief  or  anxiety  that  can  resist  the  enchantment  of 
one  of  Rome's  bright,  soft  spring  days? 


CHAPTER  XXIX. 

The  Night-ride. 

The  villa  of  the  Princess  Paulina  was  one  of  those  soft,  idyllic  paradises 
which  lie  like  so  many  fairy-lands  around  the  dreamy  solitudes  of  Rome. 
They  are  so  fair,  so  wild,  so  still,  these  villas  !  Nature  in  them  seems  to 
run  in  such  gentle  sympathy  with  Art,  that  one  feels  as  if  they  had  not 
been  so  much  the  product  of  human  skill  as  some  indigenous  growth  of 
Arcadian  ages.  There  are  quaint  terraces  shadowed  by  clipped  ilex-trees 
whose  branches  make  twilight  even  in  the  sultriest  noon;  there  are  long- 
drawn  paths,  through  wildernesses  where  cyclamens  blossom  in  crimson 
clouds  among  crushed  fragments  of  sculptured  marble  green  with  the 
moss  of  ages,  and  glossy-leaved  myrtles  put  forth  their  pale  blue  stars  in 
constellations  under  the  leafy  shadows.  Everywhere  is  the  voice  of  water, 
ever  lulling,  ever  babbling,  and  taught  by  art  to  run  in  many  a  quaint 
caprice, — here  to  rush  down  marble  steps  slippery  with  sedgy  green,  there 
to  spout  up  in  silvery  spray,  and  anon  to  spread  into  a  cool,  waveless  lake, 
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whose  mirror  reflects  trees  and  flowers  far  down  in  some  visionary  under- 
world. Then  there  are  wide  lawns,  where  the  grass  in  spring  is  a  perfect 
rainbow  of  anemones,  white,  rose,  crimson,  purple,  mottled,  streaked,  and 
dappled  with  ever  varying  shade  of  sunset  clouds.  There  are  soft,  moist 
banks  where  purple  and  white  violets  grow  large  and  fair,  and  trees  all 
interlaced  with  ivy,  which  runs  and  twines  everywhere,  intermingling  its 
dark,  graceful  leaves  and  vivid  young  shoots  with  the  bloom  and  leafage 
of  all  shadowy  places. 

In  our  day,  these  lovely  places  have  their  dark  shadow  ever  haunting 
their  loveliness:  the  malaria,  like  an  unseen  demon,  lies  hid  in  their 
sweetness.  And  in  the  time  we  are  speaking  of,  a  curse  not  less  deadly 
poisoned  the  beauties  of  the  princess's  villa, — the  malaria  of  fear. 

The  gravelled  terrace  in  front  of  the  villa  commanded,  through  the 
clipped  arches  of  the  ilex-trees,  a  view  of  the  Campagna  with  its  soft, 
undulating  bands  of  many-coloured  green,  and  the  distant  city  of  Rome 
whose  bells  were  alwayB  filling  the  air  between  with  a  tremulous  vibra- 
tion. Here,  during  the  long  sunny  afternoon,  while  Elsie  and  Monica 
were  crooning  together  on  the  steps  of  the  church,  the  Princess  Paulina 
walked  restlessly  up  and  down,  looking  forth  on  the  way  towards  the  city 
for  the  travellers  whom  she  expected. 

Father  Francesco  had  been  there  that  morning  and  communicated  to 
her  the  dying  message  of  the  aged  Capuchin,  from  which  it  appeared  that 
the  child  who  had  so  much  interested  her  was  her  near  kinswoman. 
Perhaps  had  her  house  remained  at  the  height  of  its  power  and  splendour, 
she  might  have  rejected  with  scorn  the  idea  of  a  kinswoman  whose  exist- 
ence had  been  owing  to  a  mesalliance ;  but  a  member  of  an  exiled  and 
disinherited  family,  deriving  her  only  comfort  from  unworldly  sources, 
she  regarded  this  event  as  an  opportunity  afforded  her  to  make  expiation 
for  one  of  the  sins  of  her  house.  The  beauty  and  winning  graces  of  her 
young  kinswoman  were  not  without  their  influence  in  attracting  a  lonely 
heart  deprived  of  the  support  of  natural  ties.  The  princess  longed  for 
something  to  love,  and  the  discovery  of  a  legitimate  object  of  family 
affection  was  an  event  in  the  weary  monotony  of  her  life ;  and  therefore 
it  was  that  the  hours  of  the  afternoon  seemed  long  while  she  looked  forth 
towards  Rome,  listening  to  the  ceaseless  chiming  of  its  bells,  and  wonder- 
ing why  no  one  appeared  along  the  road. 

The  sun  went  down,  and  all  the  wide  plain  seemed  like  the  sea  at 
twilight,  lying  in  rosy  and  lilac  and  purple  shadowy  bands,  out  of  which 
rose  the  old  city,  solemn  and  lonely  as  some  enchanted  island  of  dream- 
land, with  a  flush  of  radiance  behind  it  and  a  tolling  of  weird  music 
filling  all  the  air  around.  Now  they  are  chanting  the  Ave  Maria  in 
hundreds  of  churches,  and  the  princess  worships  in  distant  accord,  trying 
to  still  the  anxieties  of  her  heart  with  many  a  prayer.  Twilight  fades 
and  fades,  the  Campogna  becomes  a  black  sea,  and  the  distant  city  looms 
up  like  a  dark  rock  against  the  glimmering  sky  ;  the  princess  goes  within 
and  walks  restlessly  through  the  wide  halls,  stopping  first  at  one  open 
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window  and  then  at  another  to  listen.  Beneatli  her  feet  she  treads  a  cool 
mosaic  pavement  where  laughing  cupids  are  dancing ;  above,  from  the 
ceiling,  Aurora  and  the  Hours  look  down  in  many-coloured  clouds  of 
brightness.  The  sound  of  the  fountains  without  is  so  clear  in  the  intense 
stillness  that  the  peculiar  voice  of  each  one  can  be  told;  that  is  the 
swaying  noise  of  the  great  jet  that  rises  from  marble  shells  and  falls  iato 
a  wide  basin,  where  silvery  swans  swim  round  and  round  in  enchanted 
circles  ;  and  the  other  slenderer  sound  i3  the  smaller  jet  that  rains  dowa 
its  spray  into  the  violet-borders  deep  in  the  shrubbery ;  and  that  other, 
the  shallow  babble  of  the  waters  that  go  down  the  marble  steps  to  the 
lake.  How  dreamlike  and  plaintive  they  all  sound  in  the  night  stillness! 
The  nightingale  sings  from  the  dark  shadows  of  the  wilderness  ;  and  the 
musky  odours  of  the  cyclamen  come  floating  ever  and  anon  through  the 
casement,  in  that  strange,  cloudy  way  in  which  flower-scents  seem  to 
come  and  go  in  the  air  in  the  night  season. 

At  last  the  princess  fancies  she  hears  the  distant  tramp  of  horses'  feet, 
and  her  heart  beats  so  that  she  can  scarcely  listen :  now  she  hears  it ; 
and  now  a  rising  wind,  sweeping  across  the  Campagna,  seems  to  bear  it 
moaning  away.  She  goes  to  a  door  and  looks  out  into  the  darkness.  Yes, 
she  hears  it  now,  quick  and  regular, — the  beat  of  many  horses'  feet 
comiug  in  hot  haste  along  the  road.  Surely  the  few  servants  whom  she 
has  sent  cannot  make  all  this  noise  !  and  she  trembles  with  vague  affright. 
Perhaps  it  is  a  tyrannical  message,  bringing  imprisonment  and  death. 
She  calls  a  maid,  and  bids  her  bring  lights  into  the  reception-hall.  A  few 
moments  more,  and  there  is  a  confused  stamping  of  horses'  feet  approach- 
ing the  house,  and  she  hears  the  voices  of  her  servants.  She  runs  into 
the  piazza,  and  sees  dismounting  a  knight  who  carries  Agnes  in  his  arms, 
pale  and  fainting.  Old  Elsie  and  Monica,  too,  dismount,  with  the 
princess's  men-servants ;  but,  wonderful  to  tell,  there  seems,  besides  them, 
to  be  a  train  of  some  hundred  armed  horsemen. 

The  timid  princess  was  so  fluttered  and  bewildered  that  she  lost  all 
presence  of  mind,  and  stood  in  uncomprehending  wonder ;  while  Monica 
pushed  authoritatively  into  the  house,  and  beckoned  the  knight  to  bring 
Agnes  and  lay  her  on  a  sofa,  when  she  and  old  Elsie  busied  themselves 
vigorously  with  restoratives. 

The  Lady  Paulina,  as  soon  as  she  could  collect  her  scattered  senses, 
recognized  in  Agostino  the  banished  lord  of  the  Sarclli  family,  a  race  who 
had  shared  with  her  own  the  hatred  and  cruelty  of  the  Borgia  tribe ;  and 
he,  in  turn,  had  recognized  a  daughter  of  the  Colonnas. 

He  drew  her  aside  into  a  small  boudoir  adjoining  the  apartment. 

"  Noble  lady,"  he  said,  "  we  are  companions  in  misfortune,  and  so, 
I  trust,  you  will  pardon  what  seems  a  tumultuous  intrusion  on  your 
privacy.  I  and  my  men  came  to  Koine  in  disguise,  that  we  might 
watch  over  and  protect  this  poor  innocent,  who  now  finds  asylum  with 
you." 

"  My  lord,"  replied  the  princess,  "  I  sec  in  this  event  the  wonderful 
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working  of  the  good  God.  I  have  but  just  learned  that  this  young  person 
is  my  near  kinswoman;  it  was  only  this  morning  that  the  fact  was 
certified  to  me  on  the  dying  confession  of  a  holy  Capuchin,  who  privately 
united  my  brother  to  her  mother.  The  marriage  was  an  indiscretion  of 
his  youth ;  but  afterwards  he  fell  into  more  grievous  sin  in  denying  the 
holy  sacrament,  and  leaving  his  wife  to  die  in  misery  and  dishonour :  and 
perhaps  for  this  fault  such  great  judgments  fell  upon  him.  I  wish  to 
make  atonement  in  such  sort  as  is  yet  possible,  by  acting  as  a  mother  to 
this  child." 

"  The  times  are  so  troublous  and  uncertain,"  pleaded  Agostino,  "  that 
she  must  have  stronger  protection  than  that  of  any  woman.  She  is  of  a 
most  holy  and  religious  nature,  but  as  ignorant  of  sin  as  an  angel  who 
never  has  seen  anything  out  of  heaven  ;  and  so  the  Borgias  enticed  her 
into  their  impure  den,  from  which,  God  helping,  I  have  saved  her.  I 
tried  all  I  could  to  prevent  her  coming  to  Rome,  and  to  convince  her  of 
the  vileness  that  ruled  here  ;  but  the  poor  little  one  could  not  believe  me, 
and  thought  me  a  heretic  only  for  saying  what  she  now  knows  from  her 
own  senses." 

The  Lady  Paulina  shuddered  with  fear. 

"  Is  it  possible  that  you  have  come  into  collision  with  the  dreadful 
Borgias?    What  will  become  of  us?" 

44 1  brought  a  hundred  men  into  Rome  in  different  disguises,"  replied 
Agostino,  44  and  we  gained  over  a  servant  in  their  household,  through 
whom  I  entered  and  carried  her  off.  Their  men  pursued  us,  and  we  had 
a  fight  in  the  streets  ;  but  for  the  moment  we  mustered  more  than  they  : 
some  of  them  chased  us  a  good  distance.  But  it  will  not  do  for  us  to 
remain  here.  As  soon  as  she  is  revived  enough,  wc  must  retreat  towards 
one  of  our  fastnesses  in  the  mountains,  whence,  when  rested,  we  shall  go 
northward  to  Florence ;  where  1  have  powerful  friends,  and  she  has  also 
an  uncle,  a  holy  man,  by  whose  counsels  slie  is  much  guided." 

44  You  must  take  me  with  you,"  said  the  princess,  in  a  tremor  of 
anxiety  :  44  not  for  the  world  would  I  stay,  if  it  be  known  you  have  taken 
refuge  here.  For  a  long  time  their  spies  have  been  watching  about  me; 
they  only  wait  for  some  occasion  to  seize  upon  my  villa,  as  they  have 
on  the  possessions  of  all  my  father's  house.  Let  me  flee  with  you.  I 
have  a  brother-in-law  in  Florence,  who  hath  often  urged  me  to  escape  to 
him  till  times  mend: — for,  surely,  God  will  not  allow  the  wicked  to 
bear  rule  for  ever." 

"  Willingly,  noble  lady,  will  wc  give  you  our  escort, — the  more  so  that 
this  poor  child  will  then  have  a  friend  with  her  beseeming  her  father's  rank. 
Believe  me,  lady,  she  will  do  no  discredit  to  her  lineage.  She  was  trained 
in  a  convent,  and  her  soul  is  a  flower  of  marvellous  beauty.  I  must 
declare  to  you  here  that  I  have  wooed  her  honourably  to  l>c  my  wife,  and 
she  would  willingly  be  so,  had  not  some  scruples  of  a  religious  vocation 
taken  hold  on  her ;  to  dispel  which  I  look  for  the  aid  of  the  holy  father, 
her  uncle." 
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It  would  be  a  most  fit  and  proper  thing/*  said  the  princess,  "  thus  to 
ally  our  houses,  in  hope  of  some  good  time  to  come  which  shall  restore 
their  former  standing  and  possessions.  Of  course  some  holy  man  most 
judge  of  the  obstacle  interposed  by  her  vocation ;  but  I  doubt  not  the 
Church  will  be  an  indulgent  mother  in  a  case  where  the  issue  seems 
so  desirable." 

u  If  I  be  married  to  her,"  urged  Agostino,  "  I  can  take  her,  out  of  all 
these  strifes  and  confusions  which  now  agitate  our  Italy,  to  the  court 
of  France,  where  I  have  an  uncle  high  in  favour  with  the  king,  and  who 
will  use  all  his  influence  to  compose  these  troubles  in  Italy,  and  bring 
about  a  better  day." 

While  this  conversation  was  going  on,  bountiful  refreshments  had 
been  provided  for  the  whole  party,  and  the  attendants  of  the  princess 
received  orders  to  pack  all  her  jewels  and  valuable  effects  for  a  sudden 
journey. 

As  soon  as  preparations  could  bo  made,  the  whole  party  left  the  villa 
of  the  princess  for  a  retreat  in  the  Alban  Mountains,  where  Agostino  and 
his  band  had  one  of  their  rendezvous.  Only  the  immediate  female  attendants 
of  the  princess,  and  one  or  two  men-servants,  left  with  her.  The  silver 
plate,  and  all  objects  of  particular  value,  were  buried  in  the  garden. 
This  being  done,  the  keys  of  the  house  were  intrusted  to  a  gray-headed 
servant,  who  with  his  wife  had  grown  old  in  the  family. 

It  was  midnight  before  everything  was  ready  for  starting.  The  moon 
cast  silver  gleams  through  the  ilex-avenues,  and  caused  the  jet  of  the 
great  fountain  to  look  like  a  wavering  pillar  of  cloudy  brightness,  when 
the  princess  led  forth  Agnes  upon  the  wide  verandah.  Two  gentle,  yet 
spirited  little  animals  from  the  princess's  stables  were  there  awaiting  them, 
and  they  were  lifted  into  their  saddles  by  Agostino. 

"  Fear  nothing,  madam,"  he*  said,  observing  how  the  hands  of  the 
princess  trembled  ;  "  a  few  hours  will  put  us  in  perfect  safety,  and  I  shall 
be  at  your  side  constantly." 

Then  lifting  Agnes  to  her  seat,  he  placed  the  reins  in  her  hand. 

"  Are  you  rested  ?"  he  asked. 

It  was  the  first  time  since  her  rescue  that  he  had  spoken  to  Agnes. 
The  words  were  brief,  but  no  expressions  of  endearment  could  convey 
more  than  the  manner  in  which  they  were  spoken. 

"  Yes,  my  lord,"  replied  AgneB,  firmly,  "  I  am  rested." 

"  You  think  you  can  bear  the  ride  ?" 

"  I  can  bear  anything,  so  I  escape,"  was  her  response. 

The  company  were  now  all  mounted,  and  were  marshalled  in  regular 
order.  A  body  of  armed  men  rode  in  front ;  then  came  Agnes  and  the 
princess,  with  Agostino  between  them,  while  two  or  three  troopers  rode 
on  either  side ;  Elsie,  Monica,  and  the  servants  of  the  princess  followed 
close  behind,  and  the  rear  was  brought  up  in  like  manner  by  armed 
men. 

The  path  wound  first  through  the  grounds  of  the  villa,  with  its  plats 
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of  light  and  shade,  its  solemn  groves  of  stone-pines  rising  like  palm- 
trees  high  in  air  above  the  tops  of  all  other  trees,  its  terraces,  and  statues, 
and  fountains, — all  seeming  so  lovely  in  the  midnight  stillness. 

"  Perhaps  I  am  leaving  all  this  for  ever,"  exclaimed  the  princess. 

"  Let  us  hope  for  the  best,"  said  Agostino.  "  It  cannot  be  that  God 
will  suffer  the  seat  of  the  Apostles  to  be  subjected  to  such  ignominy  and 
disgrace  much  longer.  I  am  amazed  that  no  Christian  kings  have  inter- 
fered before  for  the  honour  of  Christendom.  I  have  it  from  the  best 
authority  that  the  King  of  Naples  burst  into  tears  when  he  heard  of  the 
election  of  this  wretch  to  be  Pope :  he  said  that  it  was  a  scandal  which 
threatened  the  very  existence  of  Christianity.  He  has  sent  me  secret 
messages  divers  times  expressive  of  sympathy,  but  he  is  not  of  himself 
strong  enough.  Our  hope  must  lie  either  in  the  King  of  France  or  the 
Emperor  of  Germany  :  perhaps  both  will  engage.  There  is  now  a  most 
holy  monk  in  Florence  who  has  been  stirring  all  hearts  in  a  wonderful 
way.  It  is  said  that  the  very  gifts  of  miracles  and  prophecy  are  revived 
in  him,  as  among  the  holy  Apostles,  and  he  has  been  bestirring  himself  to 
have  a  general  council  of  the  Church  to  look  into  these  matters.  When 
I  left  Florence,  a  short  time  ago,  the  faction  opposed  to  him  broke  into  the 
convent  and  took  him  away.    I  myself  was  there." 

u  What  I "  asked  Agnes,  "  did  they  break  into  the  convent  of  the 
San  Marco  ?    My  uncle  is  there." 

"Yes,  and  he  and  I  fought  side  by  sido  with  the  mob  who  were 
rushing  in." 

"  Uncle  Antonio  fight !  "  exclaimed  Agnes,  in  astonishment. 

"Even  women  will  fight,  when  what  they  love  most  is  attacked," 
returned  the  knight. 

He  turned  to  her  as  he  spoke,  and  saw  in  the  moonlight  a  flash  from 
her  eye,  and  an  heroic  expression  on  her  face,  such  as  he  had  never 
remarked  before  ;  but  she  said  nothing.  The  veil  had  been  rudely  torn 
from  her  eyes;  she  had  seen  with  horror  the  defilement  and  impurity  of 
what  she  had  ignorantly  adored  in  holy  places,  and  the  revelation  seemed 
to  have  wrought  a  change  in  her  whole  nature. 

"  Even  you  could  fight,  Agnes,"  said  the  knight,  "to  save  your  religion 
from  disgrace." 

"No,"  she  replied;  "but,"  she  added,  with  gathering  firmness,  "I 
could  die.  I  should  be  glad  to  die  with  and  for  the  holy  men  who  would 
save  the  honour  of  the  true  faith.  I  should  like  to  go  to  Florence  to  my 
uncle.    If  he  dies  for  his  religion,  I  should  like  to  die  with  him.'' 

"Ah,  live  to  teach  it  to  me!  "  pleaded  the  knight,  bending  townrds 
her,  as  if  to  adjust  her  bridle-rein,  and  speaking  in  a  voice  scarcely 
audible.  In  a  moment  he  was  turned  again  towards  the  princess,  listen- 
ing to  her. 

"  So  it  seems,"  she  said,  "  that  we  shall  be  running  into  the  thick  of 
the  conflict  in  Florence." 

"  Yes,  but  my  uncle  hath  promised  that  the  King  of  France  shall 
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interfere.  I  have  hope  something  may  even  now  have  been  done.  1  hope 
to  effect  something  myself." 

Agostino  spoke  with  the  cheerful  courage  of  youth.  Agnes  glanced 
timidly  up  at  him.  How  great  the  change  in  her  ideas !  No  longer 
looking  on  him  as  a  wanderer  from  the  fold,  an  enemy  of  the  Church,  lie 
seemed  now  in  the  attitude  of  a  champion  of  the  faith,  a  defender  of  holy 
men  and  things  against  a  base  usurpation.  What  injustice  had  she  done 
him,  and  how  patiently  had  he  borne  that  injustice  !  Had  he  not  sought 
to  warn  her  against  the  danger  of  venturing  into  that  corrupt  city? 
Those  words  which  so  much  shocked  her,  against  which  she  had  shut  her 
ears,  were  all  true ;  she  had  found  them  so  :  she  could  doubt  no  longer. 
And  yet  he  had  followed  her,  and  saved  her  at  the  risk  of  his  life.  Could 
she  help  loving  one  who  had  loved  her  so  much,  one  so  noble  and  heroic? 
Would  it  be  a  sin  to  love  him  ?  She  pondered  the  dark  warnings  of 
Father  Francesco,  and  then  thought  of  the  cheerful,  fervent  piety  of  her 
old  uncle.  How  warm,  how  tender,  how  life-giving  had  been  his  pre- 
sence always ! — how  full  of  faith  and  prayer,  how  fruitful  of  heavenly 
words  and  thoughts  had  been  all  his  ministrations ! — And  yet  it  was  for 
him,  and  with  him  and  his  master,  that  Agostino  Sarelli  was  fighting,  and 
against  him  the  usurping  head  of  the  Christian  Church.  Then,  there  was 
another  subject  for  pondering  during  this  night-ride.  The  secret  of  her 
birth  had  been  told  her  by  the  princess,  who  claimed  her  as  kinswoman. 
It  had  seemed  to  her,  at  first,  like  the  revelations  of  a  dream;  but,  as  she 
roilo  and  reflected,  gradually  the  idea  shaped  itself  in  her  mind.  Sbe 
was,  in  birth  and  blood,  the  equal  of  her  lover,  and  henceforth  her  life 
would  no  more  be  in  that  lowly  plane  where  it  had  always  moved.  She 
thought  of  the  little  orange-garden  at  Sorrento,  of  the  gorge  with  its 
old  bridge,  the  convent,  and  the  sisters,  with  a  sort  of  tender,  wondering 
pain.  Perhaps  she  should  see  them  no  more.  In  this  new  situation  she 
longed  once  more  to  see  and  talk  with  her  old  uncle,  and  to  have  him  tell 
her  what  were  her  duties. 

Their  path  soon  began  to  bo  a  wild  clamber  among  the  mountains, 
now  lost  in  the  shadow  of  groves  of  gray,  rustling  olives,  whose  knotted, 
serpent  roots  coiled  round  the  rocks,  and  whose  leaves  silvered  in  die 
moonlight  whenever  the  wind  swayed  them.  Whatever  might  be  the 
roughness  and  difficulties  of  the  way,  Agnes  found  her  knight  ever  at  her 
bridle-rein,  guiding  and  upholding,  steadying  her  in  her  saddle  when 
the  horse  plunged  down  short  and  sudden  descents,  and  wrapping  her  in 
his  mantle  to  protect  her  from  the  chill  mountain  air.  When  the  day 
was  just  reddening  in  the  sky,  the  whole  troop  made  a  sudden  halt 
before  a  square  stone  tower  which  seemed  to  be  a  portion  of  a  ruined 
building,  and  here  some  of  the  men,  dismounting,  knocked  at  an  arched 
door.  It  was  soon  swung  open  by  a  woman  with  a  lamp  in  her  hand, 
the  light  of  which  revealed  very  black  hair  and  eyes,  and  heavy  gold 
earrings. 

"Have  my  directions  been  attended  to?"  demanded  Agostino,  in  a 
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tone  of  command.  "  Are  their  places  made  ready  for  these  ladies  to 
deep  ?  " 

"  There  are,  my  lord,"  answered  the  woman,  obsequiously ;  "  the 
best  we  could  get  ready  on  so  short  a  notice." 

Agostino  came  up  to  the  princess.  "  Noble  madam,"  he  said,  "  you 
will  value  safety  before  all  things  ;  doubtless,  the  best  that  can  be  done 
here  is  but  poor,  but  it  will  give  you  a  few  hours  for  repose  where  you 
may  be  sure  of  being  in  perfect  safety." 

So  saying,  he  assisted  her  and  Agnes  to  dismount;  and  Elsie  and 
Monica  also  alighting,  they  followed  the  woman  into  a  dark  stone  passage, 
and  up  some  rude  stone  steps.  She  opened,  at  last,  the  door  of  a  brick- 
floored  room,  where  beds  appeared  to  have  been  hastily  prepared.  There 
was  no  furniture  of  any  sort  except  the  beds ;  the  walls  were  dusty  and 
hung  with  cobwebs.  A  smaller  apartment  opening  into  this  had  beds  for 
Elsie  and  Monica.  The  travellers,  however,  were  too  much  exhausted 
with  their  night-ride  to  be  critical;  the  services  of  disrobing  and  pre- 
paring for  rest  were  quickly  concluded,  and  in  less  than  an  hour  all  were 
asleep,  while  Agostino  was  busy  concerting  the  means  for  an  immediate 
journey  to  Florence. 


CHAPTER  XXX 

"  Let  us  also  go,  that  we  may  die  wrrn  him." 

Father  Antonio  sat  alone  in  his  cell  in  the  San  Marco,  in  an  attitude 
of  deep  dejection.  The  open  window  looked  into  the  garden  of  the 
convent,  from  which  steamed  up  the  fragrance  of  violet,  jessamine,  and 
rose,  and  the  sunshine  lay  fair  on  all  that  was  without.  On  a  table  beside 
him  were  many  loose  and  scattered  sketches,  and  an  unfinished  page  of 
the  Breviary  he  was  executing,  rich  in  quaint  tracery  of  gold  and  arabesques, 
seemed  to  have  recently  occupied  his  attention,  for  his  palette  was  wet 
and  many  loose  brushes  lay  strewed  around.  Upon  the  table  stood  a 
Venetian  glass  with  a  narrow  neck  and  a  bulb  clear  and  thin  as  a  soap- 
bubble,  containing  vines  and  blossoms  of  the  passion-flower,  which  he  had 
evidently  been  using  as  models  in  his  work. 

The  page  he  was  illuminating  was  the  prophetic  Psalm  which  describes 
the  ignominy  and  sufferings  of  the  Redeemer.  It  was  surrounded  by  a 
wreathed  border  of  thorn-branches  interwoven  with  the  blossoms  and 
tendrils  of  the  passion-flower,  and  the  initial  letters  of  the  first  two  words 
were  formed  by  a  curious  combination  of  the  hammer,  the  nails,  the 
spear,  the  crown  of  thorns,  the  cross,  and  other  instruments  of  the  * 
Passion ;  and  clear,  in  red  letter,  gleamed  out  those  wonderful,  myste- 
rious words,  consecrated  by  the  remembrance  of  a  more  than  mortal 
anguish — "  My  God,  my  God,  why  hast  thou  forsaken  me  ?  " 

The  artist-monk  had  perhaps  fled  to  his  palette  to  assuage  the  throb- 
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bings  of  his  heart,  as  a  mourning  mother  flies  to  the  cradle  of  her  child ; 
but  even  there  his  grief  appeared  to  have  overtaken  him,  for  the  work 
lay  as  if  pushed  from  him  in  an  access  of  anguish  such  as  comes  from 
the  sudden  recurrence  of  some  overwhelming  recollection.  Ho  was 
leaning  forward  with  his  face  buried  in  his  hands,  sobbing  convulsively. 

The  door  opened,  and  a  man  advancing  stealthily  behind  laid  a  hand 
kindly  on  his  shoulder,  saying  softly,  "  So,  so,  brother  !  " 

Father  Antonio  looked  up,  and,  dashing  his  hand  hastily  across  his 
eyes,  grasped  that  of  the  new-comer  convulsively,  and  saying  only,  "  Oh, 
Baccio  1  Baccio  !  "  hid  his  face  again. 

The  eyes  of  the  other  filled  with  tears,  as  he  answered,  gently, — 

"  Nay,  but,  my  brother,  you  are  killing  yourself.  They  tell  me  that 
you  have  eaten  nothing  for  three  days,  and  slept  not  for  weeks;  you  will 
die  of  this  grief." 

"  Would  that  I  might  1  Why  could  not  I  die  with  him  as  well  as 
Frit  Domenico  ?    Oh,  my  master  1  ray  dear  master  1 " 

"  It  is  indeed  a  most  heavy  day  to  us  all,"  responded  Baccio  della 
Porta,  the  amiable  and  pure-minded  artist  better  known  to  our  times  by 
his  conventual  name  of  Fra  Bartolommeo.  "  Never  have  we  had  among 
us  such  a  man;  and  if  there  be  any  light  of  grace  in  my  soul,  his 
preaching  first  awakened  it,  brother.  I  only  wait  to  see  him  enter 
Paradise,  and  then  I  take  farewell  of  the  world  for  ever.  I  am  going  to 
Prato  to  take  the  Dominican  habit,  and  follow  him  as  near  as  I  may." 

"  It  is  well,  Baccio ;  it  is  well,"  said  Father  Antonio ;  "  but  you 
must  not  put  out  the  light  of  your  genius  in  those  shadows :  you  must 
still  paint,  for  the  glory  of  God." 

"  I  have  no  heart  for  painting  now,"  replied  Baccio,  dejectedly.  "He 
was  my  inspiration  ;  he  taught  me  the  holier  way,  and  he  is  gone." 

At  this  moment  the  conference  of  the  two  was  interrupted  by  a 
knocking  at  the  door,  and  Agostino  Sarelli  entered,  pale  and  disordered. 

"How  is  this?"  he  asked,  hastily.  "What  devU's  carnival  is  this 
which  hath  broken  loose  in  Florence  ?  Every  good  thing  is  gone  into 
dens  and  holes,  and  every  vile  thing  that  can  hiss,  and  spit,  and  ating  is 
crawling  abroad.  What  do  the  princes  of  Europe  mean  to  let  such 
things  be  ?  " 

"  Only  the  old  story,"  replied  Father  Antonio—"  Principtt  convt- 
ncrunt  in  unum  adversus  Domtnum,  adversm  Cf iris  turn  ejus." 

So  much  were  all  three  absorbed  in  the  subject  of  their  thoughts, 
that  no  kind  of  greeting  or  mark  of  recognition  passed  among  them,  such 
as  is  common  when  people  meet  after  temporary  separation.  Each  6pokc 
out  from  the  fulness  of  his  soul,  as  from  an  overflowing  bitter  fountain. 

"  Was  there  no  one  to  speak  for  him  ? — no  one  to  stand  up  for  the 
pride  of  Italy — the  man  of  his  age  ?  "  inquired  Agostino. 

*'  There  was  one  voice  raised  for  him  in  the  council,"  replied  Father 
Antonio.  "  There  was  Agnolo  Niccolini :  a  grave  man  is  this  Agnolo, 
and  of  great  experience  in  publio  affairs,  and  he  spoke  out  his  mind  boldly. 
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He  told  them  flatly,  that,  if  they  looked  through  the  prese  nt  time  or  the 
past  ages,  they  would  not  meet  a  man  of  such  a  high  and  noble  order  as 
this,  and  that  to  lay  at  our  door  the  blood  of  a  man  the  like  of  whom  might 
not  be  born  for  centuries  was  too  impious  and  execrable  a  thing  to  be 
thought  of.  Til  warrant  me,  he  made  a  rustling  among  them  when  he 
said  that,  and  the  Pope's  commissary — old  Romalino — then  whispered  and 
frowned  ;  but  Agnolo  is  a  stiff  old  fellow  when  he  once  begins  a  thing : 
he  never  minded  it,  and  went  through  with  his  say.  It  seems  to  me,  he 
said,  that  it  was  not  for  us  to  quench  a  light  like  this,  capable  of  giving 
lustre  to  the  faith  even  when  it  had  grown  dim  in  other  parts  of  the  world ; 
and  not  to  the  faith  alone,  but  to  all  the  arts  and  sciences  connected  with 
it.  If  it  were  needed  to  put  restraint  on  him,  he  said,  why  not  put  him 
into  some  fortress,  and  give  him  commodious  apartments,  with  abundance 
of  books,  and  pen,  ink,  and  paper,  where  he  would  write  books  to 
the  honour  of  God  and  the  exaltation  of  the  holy  faith  ?  He  told  them 
that  this  might  be  a  good  to  the  world,  whereas  consigning  him  to 
death  without  use  of  any  kind  would  bring  on  our  republic  perpetual 
dishonour." 

"  Well  said  for  him !  "  exclaimed  Baceio,  with  warmth ;  "  but  I'll 
warrant  me  he  might  as  well  have  preached  to  the  north  wind  in  March, 
his  enemies  are  in  such  a  fury." 

"  Yes,  yes,"  returned  Antonio,  "  it  is  just  as  it  was  of  old  :  the  chief 
priests,  and  Scribes,  and  Pharisees  were  instant  with  loud  voices,  requiring 
he  should  be  put  to  death;  and  the  easy  Pilates,  for  fear  of  the  tumult, 
washed  their  hands  of  it." 

44  And  now,"  put  in  Agostino,  "  they  are  putting  up  a  great  gibbet  in 
the  shape  of  a  cross  in  the  public  square,  where  they  will  hang  the  three 
holiest  and  best  men  of  Florence  !  " 

44  I  came  through  there  this  morning,"  continued  Baccio,  "  and  there 
were  young  men  and  boys  shouting,  and  howling,  and  singing  indecent  songs, 
and  putting  up  indecent  pictures,  such  as  those  he  used  to  preach  against. 
It  is  just  as  you  say :  all  things  vile  have  crept  out  of  their  lair,  and  triumph 
that  the  man  who  made  them  afraid  is  put  down  ;  and  every  house  is  full 
of  the  most  horrible  lies  about  him— things  that  they  said  he  confessed." 

"  Confessed  !  "  cried  Father  Antonio  :  "  was  it  not  enough  that  they 
tore  and  tortured  him  seven  times,  but  they  must  garble  and  twist  the 
very  words  that  he  said  in  his  agony  ?  The  process  they  have  published  is 
foully  falsified — stuffed  full  of  improbable  lies  ;  for  I  myself  have  read  the 
first  draught  of  all  he  did  say,  just  as  Signor  Ceccone  took  it  down  as  they 
were  torturing  him.  1  had  it  from  Jacopo  Manelli,  canon  of  our  Duomo 
here,  and  he  got  it  from  Ceccone's  wife  herself.  They  not  only  can 
torture  and  slay  him,  but  they  torture  and  slay  his  memory  with  lies." 

44  Would  I  were  in  God's  place  for  one  day  ! "  ejaculated  Agostino, 
speaking  through  his  clenched  teeth.  "  May  I  be  forgiven  for  say- 
ing so  1 " 

44  We  are  hot  and  hasty,"  said  Father  Antonio,  "  ever  ready  to  call 
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down  fire  from  heaven;— but,  after  all,  'the  Lord  reigneth,  let  the  earth 
rejoice.'  '  Unto  the  upright  there  ariscth  light  in  the  darkness.'  Our 
dear  father  is  sustained  in  spirit  and  full  of  love.  Even  when  they  let 
him  go  from  the  torture,  he  fell  on  his  knees,  praying  for  his  tormentors." 

"  Good  God !  this  passes  me  !  "  exclaimed  Agostino,  striking  his  hands 
together.  "  Oh,  wherefore  hath  a  strong  man  arms  and  hands,  and  a 
sword,  if  he  must  stand  still  and  see  such  things  done  ?  If  I  had  only  my 
hundred  mountaineers  here,  I  would  make  one  charge  for  him  to-morrow. 
If  I  could  only  do  something  !  "  he  added,  striding  impetuously  up  and 
down  the  cell  and  clenching  his  fists.  "  What  !  hath  nobody  petitioned 
to  stay  this  thing?  " 

"  Nobody  for  him,"  replied  Father  Antonio.  "  There  was  talk  in  the 
city  yesterday  that  Fra  Domenico  was  to  be  pardoned.  In  fact,  Romalino 
was  quite  inclined  to  do  it,  but  Battista  Albcrti  talked  violently  against  it, 
and  so  Romalino  said,  *  Well,  a  monk  more  or  less  isn't  much  matter,'  and 
then  he  put  his  name  down  for  death,  with  the  rest.  The  order  was 
aigned  by  both  commissaries  of  the  Pope,  and  one  was  Fra  Turiano,  the 
general  of  our  order,  a  mild  man,  full  of  charity,  but  unable  to  stand 
against  the  Pope." 

"  Mild  men  are  nuisances  in  such  placeB,"  pronounced  Agostino, 
hastily  ;  "  our  times  want  something  of  another  sort," 

"There  bo  many  who  have  fallen  away  from  him  even  in  our 
house  here,"  urged  Father  Antonio, — "  as  it  was  with  our  blessed  Lord 
whose  disciples  forsook  him  and  fled.  It  seems  to  be  the  only  thought 
with  some  how  they  shall  make  their  peace  with  the  Pope." 

"  And  so  the  thing  will  be  hurried  through  to-morrow,"  murmured 
Agostino,  "  and  when  it's  done  and  over,  I'll  warrant  me  there  will  be 
found  kings  and  emperors  to  say  they  meant  to  have  saved  him.  It's  a 
vile,  evil  world,  this  of  ours  ;  an  honourable  man  longs  to  see  the  end  of 
it.  But,"  he  added,  coming  up  and  speaking  to  Father  Antonio,  "  I  have 
a  private  message  for  you." 

"  I  am  gone  this  moment,"  said  Baccio,  rising  with  ready  courtesy ; 
"  but  keep  up  heart,  brother." 

So  saying,  the  good-hearted  artist  left  the  cell,  and  Agostino 
continued— 

"  I  bring  tidings  to  you  of  your  kindred.  Your  niece  and  sister  are 
here  in  Florence,  and  would  see  you.  You  will  find  them  at  the  house  of 
one  Gherardo  Rosselli,  a  rich  citizen  of  noble  blood." 

"  Why  are  they  there  ?  "  inquired  the  monk,  lost  in  amazement. 

"  You  must  know,  then,  that  a  most  singular  discovery  hath  been  made 
by  your  niece  at  Rome.  The  sister  of  her  father,  being  a  lady  of  the 
princely  blood  of  Colonna,  hath  been  assured  of  her  birth  by  the  confes- 
sion of  the  priest  who  married  him ;  and  being  driven  from  Rome  by  fear 
of  the  Borgias,  they  came  hither  under  my  escort,  and  wait  to  see  you. 
So,  if  you  will  come  with  me  now,  I  will  guide  you  to  them." 

"  Even  so,"  assented  Father  Antonio. 
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CHAPTER  XXXI. 

Martyrdom. 

In  a  shadowy  chamber  of  a  house  overlooking  the  grand  square  of 
Florence  might  be  seen,  on  the  next  morning,  Rome  of  the  principal  per- 
sonages of  our  story.  Father  Antonio,  Baccio  della  Porta,  Agostino 
Sarelli,  the  Princess  Paulina,  Agnes,  with  her  grandmother,  and  a  mixed 
crowd  of  citizens  and  ecclesiastics,  who  all  spoke  in  hutshed  and  tremulous 
voices,  as  men  do  in  the  chamber  of  mourners  at  a  funeral.  The  great, 
mysterious  bell  of  the  Campanile  was  swinging  with  dismal,  heart-shaking 
toll,  like  a  mighty  voice  from  the  spirit  world  ;  and  it  was  answered  by 
the  tolling  of  all  the  bells  in  the  city,  making  such  wavering  clangors  and 
vibrating  circles  in  the  air  over  Florence,  that  it  might  seem  as  if  it  were 
full  of  warring  spirits  wrestling  for  mastery. 

Toll  !  toll  1  toll !  O  great  bell  of  the  fair  Campanile !  for  this  day  the 
noblest  of  the  wonderful  men  of  Florence  is  to  be  offered  up.  Toll  !  for 
an  era  is  going  out, — the  era  of  her  artists,  her  statesmen,  her  poets,  and 
her  scholars.  Toll !  for  an  era  is  coming  in, — the  era  of  her  disgrace, 
and  subjugation,  and  misfortune  ! 

The  stepping  of  the  vast  crowd  in  the  square  was  like  the  patter  of  a 
great  storm,  and  the  hum  of  voices  rose  up  like  the  murmur  of  the  ocean ; 
but  in  the  chamber  all  was  so  still  that  one  could  have  heard  the  dropping 
of  a  pin. 

Under  the  balcony  of  this  room  were  seated  in  pomp  and  state  the 
Papal  commissioners,  radiant  in  gold  and  scarlet  respectability ;  and  Pilate 
and  Herod,  on  terms  of  the  most  excellent  friendship,  were  ready  to  act 
over  again  the  part  they  had  acted  fourteen  hundred  years  before.  Now 
has  arrived  the  moment  when  the  three  followers  of  the  Man  of  Calvary 
arc  to  be  degraded  from  the  fellowship  of  His  visible  Church. 

Father  Antonio,  Agostino,  and  Baccio  stood  forth  in  the  balcony,  and, 
drawing  in  their  breath,  looked  down,  as  the  three  men  of  the  hour,  pale 
and  haggard  with  imprisonment  and  torture,  were  brought  up  amid  the 
hooting  and  obscene  jests  of  the  populace.  Savonarola  first  was  led  before 
the  tribunal,  and  there,  with  circumstantial  minuteness,  endued  with  all 
his  priestly  vestments,  which  again,  with  separate  ceremonies  of  reproba- 
tion and  ignominy,  were  taken  from  him.  He  stood  through  it  all  serene, 
as  stood  his  master  when  stripped  of  his  garments  on  Calvary.  There  is 
a  momentary  hush  of  voices  and  drawing  in  of  breaths  in  the  great  crowd. 
The  Papal  legate  takes  him  by  the  hand  and  pronounces  the  words, 
"  Jerome  Savonarola,  I  separate  thee  from  the  Church  Militant  and  the 
Church  Triumphant." 

He  is  going  to  speak. 

"  What  says  he  ?  "  eagerly  asked  Agostino,  leaning  over  the  balcony. 
Solemnly  and  clear  that  impressive  voice  which  so  often  had  thrilled 
the  crowds  in  that  very  square  made  answer — 
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44  From  the  Church  Militant  you  may  divide  me ;  but  from  the  Church 
Triumphant,  no  ; — that  is  above  your  power  !  " — and  a  light  Hashed  out  iu 
his  liice,  as  if  a  smile  from  Christ  had  shone  down  upon  him. 

"  Amen  !  "  ejaculated  Father  Antonio  ;  44  he  hath  witnessed  a  good 
confession," — and  turning,  he  went  in,  and,  burying  his  face  in  his  hands, 
remained  in  prayer. 

When  like  ceremonies  had  been  passed  through  with  the  others,  the 
three  martyrs  were  delivered  to  the  secular  executioner,  and,  amid  the 
scoffs  and  jeers  of  the  brutal  crowd,  turned  their  laces  to  the  gibbet. 

"  Brothero,  let  ua  sing  the  Te  Deum"  cried  Savonarola. 

44  Do  not  so  infuriate  the  mob,"  pleaded  the  executioner  ;  "  for  harm 
might  be  done." 

"  At  least  let  us  repeat  it  together,"  said  he,  "  lest  we  forget  it." 

And  so  they  weut  forward,  speaking  to  each  other  of  the  glorious 
company  of  the  apostles,  the  goodly  fellowship  of  the  prophets,  the  noble 
army  of  martyrs,  and  giving  thanks  aloud  in  that  great  triumphal  hymn  of 
the  church  of  all  ages. 

When  the  lurid  fires  were  lighted,  which  blazed  red  and  fearful 
through  that  crowded  square,  all  in  that  silent  chamber  fell  on  their 
knees,  and  Father  Antonio  repeated  prayers  for  departing  souk. 

To  the  last,  that  benignant  right  hand,  which  had  so  often  pointed  the 
way  of  life  to  that  faithless  city,  was  stretched  out  over  the  crowd  in  the 
attitude  of  blessing ;  and  so  loving,  not  hating,  praying  with  exaltation, 
and  rendering  blessing  for  cursing,  the  souls  of  the  martyrs  ascended  to 
the  great  cloud  of  witnesses  above. 


CHAPTER  XXXII. 

Conclusion. 

A  few  days  after  the  death  of  Savonarola,  Father  Antonio  was  found  one 
morning  engaged  in  deep  converse  with  Agnes. 

The  Princess  Paulina,  acting  for  her  liunily,  desired  to  give  the  baud 
of  Agnes  to  the  Prince  Agostino  Sarelli,  and  the  interview  related  to 
the  religious  scruples  which  still  conflicted  with  the  uatural  desires  of 
the  child. 

"Tell  me,  my  little  one,"  said  Father  Antonio,  "frankly  and  truly, 
dost  thou  not  love  tliis  man  with  all  thy  heart  ?  " 

44  Yea,  my  father,  I  do,"  replied  Agnes ;  "  but  ought  I  not  to  resign 
this  love  for  the  love  of  my  Saviour  ?  " 

44 1  see  not  why,"  pronounced  the  monk.  44  Marriage  is  a  sacrament 
as  well  as  holy  orders,  and  it  is  a  most  holy  and  venerable  one,  repre- 
senting the  divine  mystery  by  which  the  souls  of  the  blessed  are  united 
to  the  Lord.  I  do  not  hold  with  Saint  Bernard,  who,  in  his  zeal  for 
a  conventual  life,  pecmed  to  see  no  other  way  of  serving  God  but  for 


Digitized  by  Google 


AGNES  OF  SORRENTO, 


G31 


all  men  and  women  to  become  monks  and  nuns.  The  holy  order  is 
indeed  blessed  to  those  souls  whose  call  to  it  is  clear  and  evident,  like 
mine;  but  if  there  be  a  strong  and  virtuous  love  for  a  worthy  object,  it 
is  a  vocation  unto  marriage,  which  should  not  be  denied." 

"  So,  Agnes,"  said  the  knight,  who  had  stolen  into  the  room  unper- 
ceived,  and  who  now  boldly  possessed  himself  of  ono  of  her  hands — 
'*  Father  Antonio  hath  decided  this  matter;"  he  added,  turning  to  the 
princess  and  Elsie,  who  entered ;  "  and  everything  having  been  made 
ready  for  my  journey  into  France,  the  wedding  ceremony  shall  take 
place  on  the  morrow;  and,  for  that  we  are  in  deep  affliction,  it  shall  be 
as  private  as  may  be." 

And  so  on  the  next  morning  the  wedding  ceremony  took  place,  and 
the  bride  and  groom  went  on  their  way  to  France,  where  preparations 
befitting  their  rank  awaited  them. 

Old  Elsie  was  heard  to  observe  to  Monica  that  there  was  some  sense 
in  making  pilgrimages,  since  this  to  Rome,  which  sho  had  undertaken  so 
unwillingly,  had  turned  out  so  satisfactory. 

In  the  reign  of  Julius  II.,  the  banished  families  who  had  been  rJun- 
dered  by  the  Borgias  were  restored  to  their  rights  and  honours  at  Rome ; 
and  there  was  a  princess  of  the  house  of  Sarelli  then  at  Rome,  whose 
sanctity  of  life  and  manners  was  held  to  go  back  to  the  traditions  of 
primitive  Christianity,  so  that  she  was  renowned  not  less  for  goodness 
than  for  rank  and  beauty. 

In  those  days,  too,  Raphael,  the  friend  of  Fra  Bartolommeo,  placed  in 
one  of  the  grandest  halls  of  the  Vatican,  among  the  apostles  and  saints, 
the  image  of  the  traduced  and  despised  martyr  whose  ashes  had  been 
cast  to  the  winds  and  waters  in  Florence.  His  memory  lingered  long 
in  Italy,  so  that  it  was  even  claimed  that  miracles  were  wrought  in  his 
name  and  by  his  intercession.  Certain  it  is,  that  the  living  words  he 
spoke  were  seeds  of  immortal  flowers  which  blossomed  in  secret  dells  and 
obscure  shadows  of  his  beautiful  Italy. 
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When  things  are  holding  wonted  pace 
In  wonted  paths,  without  a  trace 

Or  hint  of  neighbouring  wonder, 
Sometimes  from  other  realms  a  tone, 
A  thought,  a  vision,  swift,  alone, 

Breaks  common  life  asunder. 

It  fell  so  on  one  music-night, 

Where  men  and  women,  cheerful,  bright, 

Wafted  away  their  leisure; 
For  midst  the  city's  noisy  care, 
The  silent  ear  will  claim  its  share 

Of  self-consuming  pleasure. 

They  all  are  listening  around, 

As,  gush  on  gusli,  the  bubbling  sound 

Now  breaks  like  spring  o'crflowing, 
Noav  wavers  ebbing  with  its  streams, 
On  which  arc  floating  waif-like  dreams, 

Still  coming  and  still  going. 

When,  silent  as  a  tone  itself 
Before  the  finger  frees  the  elf, 

Bee-like,  with  honey  laden, 
The  door  comes  open  just  ajar, 
A  little  further,  just  as  far, 

As  shows  a  tiny  maiden. 

Softly  she  comes,  her  wee  pink  toes 
Daintily  peeping,  as  she  goes, 

Her  long  night-gown  from  under. 
All  gazed  with  varied  mien  and  look : 
She  glided  through  them  all,  and  took 

No  notice  of  their  wonder. 

They  made  a  path — she  glided  through: 
She  had  her  little  stool  in  view, 

Close  by  the  chimney  corner. 
She  turned — sat  down  before  them  all, 
Stately  as  princess  at  a  ball, 

And  silent  as  a  mourner. 
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But  as  she  turned  her  face  anew, 
They  saw  what  had  escaped  their  view, 

As  through  them  she  came  creeping: 
'Twas  this — that  though  the  child  could  walk, 
And  on  her  sweet  lips  hovered  talk, 

Not  less  the  child  was  sleeping. 

"Play  on,"  the  mother  whispered,  "play; 
When  she  has  enough,  she'll  go  away." 

They  played,  and  she  sat  listening  : 
Over  her  face  the  melody 
Floated  like  low  winds  o'er  the  sea  ; 

Her  cheeks  like  eyes  were  glistening. 

Her  clasped  hands  her  bent  knees  hold; 
Like  long  grass  drooping  on  the  wold, 

Her  sightless  head  is  sleeping. 
She  sits  all  ears,  drinking  her  fill; 
Beneath  her  little  night-gown  still 

Her  little  toes  out-peeping. 

Ah,  little  maiden  1  listen  so. 

Who  knows  what  unto  thee  will  go? 

What  strength  for  future  sorrow  ? 
What  hope  to  help  thee  in  the  day 
When  trouble  creeps  into  thy  play  ? 
For  thou  wilt  wake  to-morrow. 

And  little  as  thou  then  wilt  know 

Whence  comes  the  joy  that  meets  the  woe — 

Of  what  thou  art  partaker; 
No  more  we  know  what  comes,  when  sleep 
lias  bathed  us  all  in  stillness  deep, 

And  given  us  to  our  Maker. 

Sleep  on,  or  wake — to  each  resigned. 

Wake,  and  still  hearing,  thou  wilt  find 

The  source  of  all  the  river; 

As  we,  when  we  awake  at  last, 

Shall  hear  old  music  that  had  passed, 

And  see  the  unseen  Giver. 

GEOKGK  MACDONALD. 
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THE  NOTCH  ON  TIIE  AXE. — A  STORY  A  LA  MODE.   Part  II. 


OU  will  excuse  rae,"  I  said  to  my 
panion, 11  for  remarking,  that  when  you 
addressed  the — the  individual  sitting 
on  the  porcelain  stool,  with  his  head  in 
his  lap,  your  ordinarily  benevolent  fea- 
tures"— (thisl  confess  wasabouncer,  for 
between  ourselves  a  more  sinister  and 
ill-looking  rascal  than  Mons.  P.  I  have 
seldom  set  eyes  on) — "your  ordinarily 
handsome  face  wore  an  expression  that 
was  by  no  means  pleasing.  You  grinned 
at  the  individual  just  as  you  did  at 
me  when  you  went  up  to  the  cei- 
pardon  me,  as  I  thought  you  did, 
I  fell  down  in  a  fit  in  your  chambers ;  " 
and  I  qualified  my  words  in  a  great 
flutter  and  tremble  ;  I  did  not  care  to 
offend  the  man — I  did  not  dare  to  offend  the  man.  I  thought  once  or 
twice  of  jumping  into  a  cab,  and  flying ;  of  taking  refuge  in  Day  and 
Martin's  Blacking  Warehouse ;  of  speaking  to  a  policeman,  but  not  one 
would  come.  I  was  this  man's  slave.  I  followed  him  like  his  dog.  I 
could  not  get  away  from  him.  So,  you  see,  I  went  on  meanly  conversing 
with  him,  and  affecting  a  simpering  confidence.  I  remember,  when  I 
was  a  little  boy  at  school,  going  up  fawning  and  smiling  in  this  way  to 
some  great  hulking  bully  of  a  sixth-form  boy.  So  I  said  in  a  word, 
'*  Your  ordinarily  handsome  face  wore  a  disagreeable  expression,"  &c. 

"It  is  ordinarily  very  handsome,"  said  he,  with  such  a  leer  at  a  couple 
of  passers-by,  that  one  of  them  cried,  "  Oh,  crikey,  here's  a  precious  guy  ! " 
and  a  child,  in  its  nurse's  arms,  screamed  itself  into  convulsions.  M  Oh, 
ouij  che  suis  tres-choli  gar^on,  bien  pcau^ccrdaincment"  continued  Mr.  Pinto; 
"  but  you  were  right.  That — that  person  was  not  very  well  pleased,  when 
he  saw  me.  There  was  no  love  lost  between  us,  as  you  say ;  and  the 
world  never  knew  a  more  worthless  miscreant.  I  hate  him,  voyez-vouz  ?  I 
hated  him  alife  ;  I  hate  him  dead.  I  hate  him  man  ;  I  hate  him  ghost : 
and  he  know  it,  and  tremble  before  me.    If  I  sec  him  twenty  tausend 
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years  hence — and  why  not  ? — I  shall  hate  him  still.  You  remarked  how  ho 
was  dressed  ?" 

"  In  black  satin  breeches  and  striped  stockings ;  a  white  pique*  waist- 
coat, a  gray  coat,  with  large  metal  buttons,  and  his  hair  in  powder.  He 
must  have  worn  a  pigtail — only  " 

"Only  it  was  cut  off!  Ha,  ha,  ha !"  Mr.  Pinto  cried,  yelling  a  laugh, 
which,  I  observed,  made  the  policemen  stare  very  much.  "  Yes.  It  was 
cut  off  by  the  same  blow  which  took  off  the  scoundrel's  head — ho,  ho,  ho ! " 
And  he  made  a  circle  with  his  hook -nailed  finger  round  his  own  yellow 
neck,  and  grinned  with  a  horrible  triumph.  "  I  promise  you  that  fellow 
was  surprised  when  he  found  his  head  in  the  pannier.  Hal  hal  Do  you 
ever  cease  to  hate  those  whom  you  hate  ?  " — fire  flashed  terrifically  from 
his  glass  eye,  as  he  spoke — "  or  to  love  dose  whom  you  once  loved.  Oh, 
never,  never  1  "  And  here  his  natural  eye  was  bedewed  with  tears. 
"  But  here  we  are  at  the  Gray's-inn  Coffee-house.  James,  what  is  the 
joint?" 

That  very  respectful  and  efficient  waiter  brought  in  the  bill  of  fare, 
and  I,  for  my  part,  chose  boiled  leg  of  pork  and  pease-pudding,  which  ray 
acquaintance  said  would  do  as  well  as  anything  else ;  though  I  remarked 
he  only  trifled  with  the  pease-pudding,  and  left  all  the  pork  on  the  plate. 
In  fact,  he  scarcely  ate  anything.  But  he  drank  a  prodigious  quantity  of 
wine ;  and  I  must  say  that  my  friend  Mr.  Hart's  port  wine  is  so  good  that 
I  myself  took — well,  I  should  think  I  took  three  glasses.  Yes,  three, 
certainly.  He — I  mean  Mr.  P. — the  old  rogue,  was  insatiable  :  for  we 
had  to  call  for  a  second  bottle  in  no  time.  When  that  was  gone,  my 
companion  wanted  another.  A  little  red  mounted  up  to  his  yellow  cheeks 
as  he  drank  the  wine,  and  he  winked  at  it  in  a  strange  manner.  "I 
remember,"  said  he  musing,  "  when  port  wine  was  scarcely  drunk  in  this 
country— though  the  Queen  liked  it,  and  so  did  Harley ;  but  Bolingbroko 
didn't — he  drank  Florence  and  champagne.     Dr.  Swift  put  water  to 

his  wine.     *  Jonathan,'  I  once  said  to  him         but  bah !  autrea  t&nps, 

autres  m<ntr$.    Another  matrnum,  James." 

This  was  all  very  well.  "  My  good  sir,"  I  said,  "  it  may  suit  you  to 
order  bottles  of  '20  port,  at  a  guinea  a  bottle  ;  but  that  kind  of  price  does 
not  6uit  me.  I  only  happen  to  have  thirty-four  and  sixpence  in  my  pocket, 
of  which  I  want  a  shilling  for  the  waiter,  and  eighteen-penoo  for  my  cab. 
You  rich  foreigners  and  swells  may  spend  what  you  like"  (I  had  him  there : 
for  my  friends  dress  was  as  shabby  as  an  old-clothes-man's) ;  "  but  a  man 
with  a  family,  Mr.  What-d'you-caH'im,  cannot  afford  to  spend  seven  or 
eight  hundred  a  year  on  his  dinner  alone." 

"  Bah  !"  he  said.  "Nunkey  pays  for  all,  as  you  say.  I  will  what  you  call 
etant  the  dinner,  if  you  are  so  poor  1  "  and  again  he  gave  that  disagreeable 
grin,  and  placed  an  odious  crooked-nailed,  and  by  no  means  clean  finger  to 
his  nose.  But  I  was  not  so  afraid  of  him  now,  for  we  were  in  a  public 
place  ;  and  the  two  half  glasses  of  port  wine  had,  you  see,  given  mo 
courage. 
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"What  a  pretty  *nuff-box  ! "  he  remarked,  as  I  handed  him  mine, 
which  I  am  still  old-fashioned  enough  to  carry.  It  is  a  pretty  old  gold  box 
enough,  but  valuable  to  me  especially  as  a  relic  of  an  old,  old  relative,  whom 
I  can  just  remember  as  a  child,  when  she  was  very  kind  to  me.  **  Yea ;  a 
pretty  box.  I  can  remember  when  many  ladies — most  ladies,  carried  a  box 
—nay,  two  boxes — tabaticre  and  bonbonniere.  What  lady  carries  snuff- 
box now,  hey?  Suppose  your  astonishment  if  a  lady  in  an  assembly 
were  to  offer  you  a  prise  ?  I  can  remember  a  lady  with  such  a  box  as 
this*,  with  a  tour,  as  we  used  to  call  it  then  ;  with  panicrs,  with  a  tortoise- 
shell  cane,  with  the  prettiest  little  high-heeled  velvet  shoes  in  the  world  ! 
— all !  that  was  a  time,  that  was  a  time  !  Ah,  Eliza,  Eliza,  I  have  thee 
now  in  my  mind's  eye  1  At  Bungay  on  the  Wavency,  did  I  not  walk 
with  thee,  Eliza?  Aha,  did  I  not  love  thee?  Did  I  not  walk  with  thee 
then  ?    Do  I  not  see  thee  still  ?  " 

This  was  passing  strange.  My  ancestress — but  there  is  no  need  to 
publish  her  revered  name — did  indeed  live  at  Bungay  Saint  Mary 's,  where 
she  lies  buried.  She  used  to  walk  with  a  tortoise-shell  cane.  She  used 
to  wear  little  black  velvet  shoes,  with  the  prettiest  high  heels  in  the  world. 

"  Did  you — did  you — know,  then,  my  great  gr-ndm-ther  ?  "  I  said. 

He  pulled  up  his  coat-sleeve — "  Is  that  her  name  ?  "  he  said. 

«  Eliza  " 

There,  I  declare,  was  the  very  name  of  the  kind  old  creature  written 
in  red  on  his  arm. 

"  You  knew  her  old,"  he  said,  divining  my  thoughts  (with  his  strange 
knack)  ;  "  /  knew  her  young  and  lovely.  I  danced  with  her  at  the  Bury 
ball.    Did  I  not,  dear,  dear  Miss  ?  " 

As  1  live,  he  here  mentioned  dear  gr-nny's  maiden  name.  Her  maiden 
name  was  ■    Her  honoured  married  name  was  

"  She  married  your  great  gr-ndf-th-r  the  year  Poseidon  won  the 
Newmarket  Plate,"  Mr.  Pinto  drily  remarked. 

Merciful  powers  !  I  remember,  over  the  old  shagreen  knife  and  spoon 
case  on  the  sideboard  in  my  gr-nny's  parlour,  a  print  by  Stubbs  of  that 
very  horse.  My  grandsirc,  in  a  red  coat  and  his  fair  hair  flowing  over 
his  shoulders,  was  over  the  mantelpiece,  and  Poseidon  won  the  New- 
market Cup  in  the  year  1783  ! 

"  Yes ;  you  are  right.  I  danced  a  minuet  with  her  at  Bury  that 
very  night,  before  I  lost  my  poor  leg.  Aud  I  quarrelled  with  your 
grandf  ,  ha  !  " 

As  he  said  "  Ha  1  "  there  came  three  quiet  little  taps  on  the  table — it 
is  the  middle  table  in  the  Gray's-inn  Coffee-house,  under  the  bust  of  the 
late  Duke  of  W-ll-ngt-n. 

"  I  fired  in  the  air,"  he  continued;  "did  I  not?"  (Tap,  tap,  tap) 
"  Your  grandfather  hit  me  in  the  leg.  He  married  three  months  after- 
wards. *  Captain  Brown,'  I  said,  *  who  could  see  Miss  Sm-lh  without 
loving  her  ? '  She  is  there !  She  is  there  !  "  (Tap,  tap,  tap.)  "  Yes,  my 
first  love  " 
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Rut  liere  there  came  tap,  tap,  which  everybody  knows  means  "  No." 

44  I  forgot,"  he  said,  with  a  faint  blush  stealing  over  his  wan  features, 

"  she  was  not  my  first  love.   In  Germ  in  my  own  country — there  was 

a  young  woman  " 

Tap,  tap,  tap.  There  was  here  quite  a  lively  little  treble  knock  ;  and 
when  the  old  man  said,  "  But  I  loved  thee  better  than  all  the  world, 
Eliza,*'  the  affirmative  signal  was  briskly  repeated. 

And  this  I  declare  upon  my  honour.  There  was,  I  have  said,  a  bottle 
of  port  wine  before  us — I  should  say  a  decanter.  That  decanter  was 
lifted  up,  and  out  of  it  into  our  respective  glasses  two  bumpers  of  wine 
were  poured.  I  appeal  to  Mr.  Hart,  the  landlord — I  appeal  to  James,  the 
respectful  and  intelligent  waiter,  if  this  statement  is  not  true  ?  And  when 
we  had  finished  that  magnum,  and  I  said — for  I  did  not  now  in  the  least 
doubt  of  her  presence — "  Dear  gr-nny,  may  we  have  another  magnum  ?  " 
— the  table  distinctly  rapped  "  No." 

44  Now,  my  good  sir,"  Mr.  Pinto  said,  who  really  began  to  be  affected 
by  the  wine,  44  you  understand  the  interest  I  have  taken  in  you.    I  loved 

Eliza  "  (of  course  I  don't  mention  family  names).    "  I  knew  you  had 

t^at  box  which  belonged  to  her — I  will  give  you  what  you  like  for  that 
box.    Name  your  price  at  once,  and  I  pay  you  on  the  spot." 

44  Why,  when  we  came  out,  you  said  you  had  not  sixpence  in  your 
pocket." 

44  Bah  !  give  you  anything  you  like — fifty — a  hundred — a  tausend 
pound." 

44  Come, .  come,"  said  I,  "  the  gold  of  the  box  may  be  worth  nine 
guineas,  and  the  facon  we  will  put  at  six  more." 

44  One  tausend  guineas ! "  he  screeched.  14  One  tausand  and  fifty 
pound,  dere  1 "  and  he  sank  back  in  his  chair — no,  by  the  way,  on  his 
1>cnch,  for  he  was  sitting  with  his  back  to  one  of  the  partitions  of  the 
boxes,  as  I  daresay  James  remembers. 

44  Don't  go  on  in  this  way,"  I  continued,  rather  weakly,  for  I  did  not 
know  whether  I  was  in  a  dream.  "If  ycu  offer  me  a  thousand  guineas 
for  this  box  I  must  take  it.    Mustn't  I,  dear  gr-nny  ?  " 

The  table  most  distinctly  said, 44  Yes ;"  and  putting  out  his  claws  to  seize 
the  box,  Mr.  Pinto  plunged  his  hooked  nose  into  it  and  eagerly  inhaled 
some  of  my  47  with  a  dash  of  Hardman. 

44  But  stay,  you  old  harpy  !  "  I  exclaimed,  being  now  in  a  sort  of  rage, 
and  quite  familiar  with  him.  44  Where  is  the  money.  Where  is  the 
check?" 

44  James,  a  piece  of  note-paper  and  a  receipt  stamp ! " 

44  This  is  all  mighty  well,  sir,"  I  said,  44  but  I  don't  know  you  ;  I 
never  saw  you  before.  I  will  trouble  you  to  hand  me  that  box  back 
again,  or  give  me  a  check  with  some  known  signature." 

"Whose?    Ha,  Ha,  HA!" 

The  room  happened  to  be  very  dark.  Indeed,  all  the  waiters  were 
gone  to  supper,  and  there  were  only  two  gentlemen  snoring  in  their  respec- 
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tive  boxes.  I  saw  a  hand  come  quivering  down  from  the  coiling— a  very 
pretty  hand,  on  which  was  a  ring  with  a  coronet,  with  a  lion  rampant 
gules  for  a  crest.  /  saw  that  hand  take  a  dip  of  ink  and  write  across  the 
paper.  Mr.  Pinto  then,  taking  a  gray  receipt  stamp  out  of  liis  blue  leather 
pocket-book,  fastened  it  on  to  the  paper  by  the  usual  process ;  and  the 
hand  then  wrote  across  the  receipt  stamp,  went  across  the  table  and  shook 
hands  with  Pinto,  and  then,  as  if  waving  him  an  adieu,  vanished  in  the 
direction  of  the  ceiling. 

There  was  the  paper  before  me,  wet  with  the  ink.  There  was  the  pen 
which  the  hand  had  used.  Does  anybody  doubt  me  7  /  have  that  pen 
now.  A  cedar  stick  of  a  not  uncommon  sort,  and  holding  one  of  Gillott's 
pens.  It  is  in  my  inkstand  now,  I  tell  you.  Anybody  may  see  it.  The 
handwriting  on  the  check,  for  such  the  document  was,  was  the  writing 
of  a  female.  It  ran  thus: — "London,  midnight,  March  81,  1862.  Pay 
the  bearer  one  thousand  and  fifty  pounds.  Rachel  Sidonia.  To  Messrs. 
Sidonia,  Pozzosanto,  and  Co.,  London." 

"Noblest  and  best  of  women  ! "  said  Pinto,  kissing  the  sheet  of  paper 
with  much  reverence ;  "my  good  Mr.  Roundabout,  I  suppose  you  do  not 
question  that  signature  ?  " 

Indeed,  the  house  of  Sidonia,  Pozzosanto,  and  Co.  is  known  to  be  one 
of  the  richest  in  Europe,  and  as  for  the  Countess  Rachel,  she  was  known 
to  be  the  chief  manager  of  that  enormously  wealthy  establishment.  There 
was  only  one  little  difficulty,  the  Countess  Rachel  died  last  October. 

I  pointed  out  this  circumstance,  and  tossed  over  the  paper  to  Pinto 
with  a  sneer. 

"  (Test  a  brendre  ou  a  laisser"  he  said  with  some  heat.  "  You  literary 
men  are  all  imbrudent ;  but  I  did  not  tink  you  such  a  fool  rcie  dis.  Your 
box  is  not  worth  twenty  pound,  and  I  offer  you  a  tausend  because  I  know 
you  want  money  to  pay  dat  rascal  Tom's  college  bills."  (This  strange 
man  actually  knew  that  my  scapegrace  Tom  has  been  a  source  of  great 
expense  and  annoyance  to  me.)  "  You  see  money  costs  me  nothing,  and 
you  refuse  to  take  it !  Once,  twice ;  will  you  take  this  cheque  in  exchange 
for  your  trumpery  snuff-box  ?  " 

What  could  I  do  ?  My  poor  granny's  legacy  was  valuable  and  dear  to 
me,  but  after  all  a  thousand  guineas  are  not  to  be  had  every  day.  "  Be 
it  a  bargain,"  said  I.  "  Shall  we  have  a  glass  of  wine  on  it  ?  "  says  Pinto; 
and  to  this  proposal  I  also  unwillingly  acceded,  reminding  him,  by  tin- 
way,  that  he  had  not  yet  told  me  the  story  of  the  headless  man. 

"  Your  poor  gr-ndm-thcr  was  right  just  now,  when  she  said  she  was 
not  my  first  love.  'Twas  one  those  banales  expressions"  (here  Mr.  P. 
blushed  once  more)  "  which  we  use  to  women.  We  tell  each  she  is  our 
first  passion.  They  reply  with  a  similar  illusory  formula.  No  man  is 
any  woman's  first  love ;  no  woman  any  man's.  We  are  in  love  in  our 
nurse's  arms,  and  women  coquette  with  their  eyes  before  their  tongue  can 
form  a  word.  How  could  your  lovely  relative  love  me  ?  I  was  far,  far 
too  old  for  her.    I  am  older  than  I  look.    I  am  so  old  that  you  would  not 
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believe  my  age  were  I  to  tell  you.  I  have  loved  many  and  many  a  woman 
before  your  relative.  It  has  not  always  been  fortunate  for  them  to  love 
me.  Ah,  Sophronia !  Round  the  dreadful  circus  where  you  fell,  and 
whence  I  was  dragged  corpse-like  by  the  heels,  there  sate  multitudes 
more  savage  than  the  lions  which  mangled  your  sweet  form  1  Ah, 
tencz  !  when  we  marched  to  the  terrible  stake  together  at  Valladolid — the 

Protestant  and  the  J  .    But  away  with  memory  1    Boy  1  it  was 

happy  for  thy  grandam  that  she  loved  me  not. 

"  During  that  strange  period,"  he  went  on,  "  when  the  teeming  Time 
was  great  with  the  revolution  that  was  speedily  to  be  born,  I  was  on  a 
mission  in  Paris  with  my  excellent,  my  maligned  friend,  Cagliostro. 
Mesmer  was  one  of  our  band.  I  seemed  to  occupy  but  an  obscure  rank  in 
it :  though,  as  you  know,  in  secret  societies  the  humble  man  may  be  a 
chief  and  director — the  ostensible  leader  but  a  puppet  moved  by  unseen 
bands.  Never  mind  who  was  chief,  or  who  was  second.  Never  mind  my 
age.  It  boots  not  to  tell  it :  why  shall  I  expose  myself  to  your  scornful 
incredulity — or  reply  to  your  questions  in  words  that  are  familiar  to  you, 
but  which  yet  you  cannot  understand?  Words  are  symbols  of  things 
which  you  know,  or  of  things  which  you  don't  know.  If  you  don't  know 
them,  to  speak  is  idle."  (Here  I  confess  Mr.  P.  spoke  for  exactly  thirty-eight 
minutes,  about  physics,  metaphysics,  language,  the  origin  and  destiny  of 
man,  during  which  time  I  was  rather  bored,  and,  to  relievo  my  ennui, 
drank  a  half  glass  or  so  of  wine  )  "  Love,  friend,  is  the  fountain  of 
youth  !  It  may  not  happen  to  me  once — once  in  an  age :  but  when  I 
love,  then  I  am  young.  I  loved  when  I  was  in  Paris.  Bathilde,  Bathilde, 
I  loved  thee — ah,  how  fondly  !  Wine,  I  say,  more  wine  1  Love  is  ever 
young.  I  was  a  boy  at  the  little  feet  of  Bathilde  de  Bechamel— the  fair, 
the  fond,  the  fickle,  ah,  the  false !  "  The  strange  old  man's  agony  was 
here  really  terrific,  and  he  showed  himself  much  more  agitated  than  he 
bad  been  when  speaking  about  my  gr-ndm-th-r. 

"I  thought  Blanche  might  love  me.  I  could  speak  to  her  in  the 
language  of  all  countries,  and  tell  her  the  lore  of  all  ages.  I  could  trace 
the  nursery  legends  which  she  loved  up  to  their  Sanscrit  source,  and 
whisper  to  her  the  darkling  mysteries  of  Egyptian  Magi.  I  could  chant 
for  her  the  wild  chorus  that  rang  in  the  dishevelled  Eleusinian  revel : 
I  could  tell  her,  and  I  would,  the  watchword  never  known  but  to  one 
woman,  the  Saban  queen,  which  Hiram  breathed  in  the  abysmal  ear  of 
Solomon. — You  don't  attend.  Psha !  you  have  drunk  too  much  wine !" 
Perhaps  I  may  as  Avell  own  that  I  was  not  attending,  for  he  had  been 
carrying  on  for  about  fifty-seven  minutes:  and  I  don't  like  a  man  to  have 
all  the  talk  to  himself. 

"  Blanche  de  Bechamel  was  wild,  then,  about  this  secret  of  Masonry. 
Tn  early,  early  days  I  loved,  I  married  a  girl  fair  as  Blanche,  who,  too,  was 
tormented  by  curiosity,  who,  too,  would  pe^p  into  my  closet — into  the  only 
secret  I  guarded  from  her.  A  dreadful  fate  befel  poor  Fatima.  An  accident 
shortened  her  life.   Poor  thing !  she  had  a  foolish  sister  who  urged  her  on. 
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I  always  told  her  to  beware  of  Ann.  She  died.  They  said  her  brothers 
killed  her.  A  gross  falsehood.  Am  I  dead  ?  If  I  were,  could  I  pledge 
you  in  this  wine  ?  " 

"  Was  your  name,"  I  asked,  quite  bewildered,  "  was  your  name,  pray, 
then,  ever  Blueb— " 

"  Hush !  the  waiter  will  overhear  you.  Mcth ought  we  were  speaking 
of  Blanche  de  Bechamel.  I  loved  her,  young  man.  My  pearls,  and 
diamonds,  and  treasure,  my  wit,  my  wisdom,  my  passion,  I  flung  them  all 
into  the  cliild's  lap.  I  was  a  fool  1  Was  strong  Sampson  not  as  weak  as  I? 
Was  Solomon  the  Wise  much  better  when  Balkis  wheedled  him  ?  I  said 
to  the  king  But  enough  of  that,  I  spake  of  Blanche  de  Bechamel. 

"  Curiosity  was  the  poor  child's  foible.  I  could  see,  as  I  talked  to  her, 
that  her  thoughts  were  elsewhere  (as  yours,  my  friend,  have  been  absent 
once  or  twice  to-night).  To  know  the  secret  of  Masonry  was  the  wretched 
child's  mad  desire.  With  a  thousand  wiles,  smiles,  caresses,  she  strove  to 
coax  it  from  me — from  me — ha  1  ha  ! 

"I  had  an  apprentice — the  son  of  a  dear  friend,  who  died  by  my  side 
at  Rossbach,  when  Soubise,  with  whose  army  I  happened  to  be,  suffered  a 
dreadful  defeat  for  neglecting  my  advice.  The  young  Chevalier  Goby  de 
Mouchy  was  glad  enough  to  serve  as  my  clerk,  and  help  in  some  chemical 
experiments  in  which  I  was  engaged  with  my  friend  Dr.  Mesmer. 
Bathilde  saw  this  young  man.  Since  women  were,  has  it  not  been  their 
business  to  smile  and  deceive,  to  fondle  and  lure  ?  Away  1  From  the 
very  first  it  has  been  so  1 "  And  as  my  companion  spoke,  he  looked  as 
wicked  as  the  serpent  that  coiled  round  the  tree,  and  hissed  a  poisoned 
counsel  to  the  first  woman. 

"  One  evening  I  went,  as  was  my  wont,  to  see  Blanche.  She  was 
radiant :  she  was  wild  with  spirits :  a  saucy  triumph  blazed  in  her  bine 
eyes.  She  talked,  she  rattled  in  her  childish  way.  She  uttered,  in  the 
course  of  her  rhapsody,  a  hint — an  intimation — so  terrible  that  the  truth 
flashed  across  me  in  a  moment.  Did  I  ask  her?  She  would  lie  to  me. 
But  I  know  how  to  make  falsehood  impossible.  And  I  ordered  her  to  go 
to  sleep.^ 

At  this  moment  the  clock  (after  its  previous  convulsions)  sounded 
Twelve.  And  as  the  new  Editor  of  the  Cornhill  Magazine — and  he,  I 
promise  you,  won't  stand  any  nonsense — will  only  allow  seven  pages,  I  am 
obliged  to  leave  off  at  the  veby  host  interesting  point  of  the  Stort. 
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CHAPTER  XXXVIL 
NEC  PLENA  Cbuoris  Hirudo. 

lr^|  p9  HE  reading  of  this  precious  letter 
filled  Philip's  friend  with  an  inward 
indignation  which  it  was  very  hard 
to  control  or  disguise.  It  is  no 
pleasant  task  to  tell  a  gentleman 
that  his  father  is  a  rogue.  Old 
Finnin  would  have  been  hanged  a 
few  years  earlier,  for  practices  like 
these.  As  you  talk  with  a  very 
great  scoundrel,  or  with  a  madman, 
has  not  the  respected  reader  some- 
times reflected,  with  a  grim  self- 
humiliation,  how  the  follow  is  of 
our  own  kind;  and  homo  est?  Let 
us,  dearly  beloved,  who  are  outside 
— I  mean  outside  the  hulks  or  the 
asylum — be  thankful  that  we  have 
to  pay  a  barber  for  snipping  our 
hair,  and  are  entrusted  with  the 
choice  of  the  cut  of  our  own  jerkins. 
As  poor  Philip  read  his  father's 
letter,  my  thought  was:  "  And  I  can  remember  the  soft  white  hand  of  that 
scoundrel,  which  has  just  been  forging  his  own  son's  name,  putting 
sovereigns  into  my  own  palm  when  I  was  a  schoolboy."  I  always  liked 
that  man : — but  the  story  is  not  de  me — it  regards  Philip. 

vol.  v.— no.  SO.  31. 
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11  You  won't  pay  this  bill  ? "  Philip's  friend  indignantly  said,  then. 
u  What  can  I  do  ?  "  says  poor  Phil,  shaking  a  sad  head. 
"  You  are  not  worth  five  hundred  pounds  in  the  world,"  remarks  the 
friend. 

"  Who  ever  said  I  was  ?  I  am  worth  this  bill :  or  my  credit  is," 
answers  the  victim. 

"  If  you  pay  this,  he  will  draw  more." 
"  I  daresay  he  will : "  that  Firmin  admits. 

"  And  he  will  continue  to  draw,  as  long  as  there  is  a  drop  of  blood  to 
be  had  out  of  you." 

"  Yes,"  owns  poor  Philip,  putting  a  finger  to  his  lip.  He  thought  I 
might  be  about  to  speak.  His  artless  wife  and  mine  were  conversing  at 
that  moment  upon  the  respective  merits  of  some  sweet  chintzes  which  they 
had  seen  at  Shoolbred's,  in  Tottenham  Court  Road,  and  which  were  so 
cheap  and  pleasant,  and  lively  to  look  at  1  Really  those  drawing-room 
curtains  would  cost  scarcely  anything  !  Our  Rcgulus,  you  see,  before 
stepping  into  his  torture- tub,  was  smiling  on  his  friends,  and  talking 
upholstery  with  a  cheerful,  smirking  countenance.  On  chintz,  or  some 
other  household  errand,  the  ladies  went  prattling  off :  but  there  was  no 
care,  save  for  husband  and  children,  in  Charlotte's  poor  little  innocent 
heart  just  then. 

"  Nice  to  hear  her  talking  about  sweet  drawing-room  chintzes,  isn't 
it  ?  "  says  Philip.  "  Shall  we  try  Shoolbred's,  or  the  other  shop  ?  "  And 
then  he  laughs.    It  was  not  a  very  lively  laugh. 

"  You  mean  that  you  are  determined,  then,  on  " 

"  On  acknowledging  my  signature?  Of  course,"  says  Philip,  "  if  ever 
it  is  presented  to  me,  I  would  own  it."  And  having  formed  and  announced 
this  resolution,  I  knew  my  stubborn  friend  too  well  to  think  that  he  ever 
would  shirk  it. 

The  most  exasperating  part  of  the  matter  was,  that  however  gene- 
rously Philip's  friends  might  be  disposed  towards  him,  they  could  not  in 
this  case  give  him  a  helping  hand.  The  doctor  would  draw  more  bills, 
and  more.  As  sure  as  Philip  supplied,  the  parent  would  ask  ;  and  that 
devouring  dragon  of  a  doctor  had  stomach  enough  for  the  blood  of  all  of 
us,  were  we  inclined  to  give  it.  In  fact,  Philip  saw  as  much,  and  owned 
everything  with  his  usual  candour.  "  I  sec  what  is  going  on  in  your  mind, 
old  boy ! "  tho  poor  fellow  said,  "  as  well  as  if  you  spoke.  You  mean  that 
I  am  helpless  and  irreclaimable,  and  doomed  to  hopeless  ruin.  So  it  would 
seem.  A  man  can't  escape  his  fate,  friend,  and  my  father  has  made  mine 
for  me.  If  I  manage  to  straggle  through  the  payment  of  this  bill,  of  course 
he  will  draw  another.  My  only  chance  of  escape  is,  that  he  should  succeed 
in  some  of  his  speculations.  As  he  is  always  gambling,  there  may  be  some 
luck  for  him  one  day  or  another.  He  won't  benefit  me,  then.  That  is  not 
his  way.  If  he  makes  a  coup,  he  will  keep  the  money,  or  spend  it.  He 
won't  give  me  any.  But  he  will  not  draw  upon  me  as  he  does  now,  or 
send  forth  fancy  imitations  of  the  filial  autograph.    It  is  a  blessing  to  have 
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such  a  father,  isn't  it  ?  I  say,  Pen,  as  I  think  from  whom  I  am  descended, 
and  look  at  your  spoons,  I  am  astonished  I  have  not  put  any  of  them  in 
my  pocket.  You  leave  me  in  the  room  "with  'em  quite  unprotected.  I 
say,  it  is  quite  affecting  the  way  in  which  you  and  your  dear  wife  have 
confidence  in  me."  And  with  a  bitter  execration  at  his  fate,  the  poor 
fellow  pauses  for  a  moment  in  his  lament. 

His  father  was  his  fate,  he  seemed  to  think,  and  there  were  no  means 
of  averting  it.  "  You  remember  that  picture  of  Abraham  and  Isaac  in 
the  doctor's  study  in  Old  Parr  Street?  "  he  would  say.  "  My  patriarch 
has  tied  me  up,  and  had  the  knife  in  me  repeatedly.  He  does  not  sacrifice 
me  at  one  operation;  but  there  will  be  a  final  one  some  day,  and  I  shall 
bleed  no  more.  It's  gay  and  amusing,  isn't  it  ?  Especially  when  one  has 
a  wife  and  children,"  I,  for  my  part,  felt  so  indignant,  that  I  was  minded 
to  advertise  in  the  papers  that  all  acceptances  drawn  in  Philip's  name  were 
forgeries ;  and  let  his  father  take  the  consequences  of  his  own  act.  But 
the  consequences  would  have  been  life  imprisonment  for  the  old  man,  and 
almost  as  much  disgrace  and  ruin  for  the  young  one,  as  were  actually 
impending.  He  pointed  out  this  clearly  enough;  nor  could  we  altogether 
gainsay  his  dismal  logic.  It  was  better,  at  any  rate,  to  meet  this  bill,  and 
give  the  doctor  warning  for  the  future.  Well :  perhaps  it  was ;  only 
suppose  the  doctor  should  take  the  warning  in  good  part,  accept  the 
rebuke  with  perfect  meekness,  and  at  an  early  opportunity  commit  another 
forgery  ?  To  this  Philip  replied,  that  no  man  could  resist  his  fete :  that 
he  had  always  expected  his  own  doom  through  his  father  :  that  when  the 
elder  went  to  America  he  thought  possibly  the  charm  was  broken  ;  "  but 
you  see  it  is  not,"  groaned  Philip,  "  and  my  father's  emissaries  reach  me, 
and  I  am  still  under  the  spell."  The  bearer  of  the  bowstring,  we  know,  was 
on  his  way,  and  would  deliver  his  grim  message  ere  long. 

Having  frequently  succeeded  in  extorting  money  from  Dr.  Firmin, 
Mr.  Tufton  Hunt  thought  he  could  not  do  better  than  follow  his  banker 
across  the  Atlantic ;  and  we  need  not  describe  the  annoyance  and  rage  oi 
the  doctor  on  finding  this  black  care  still  behind  his  back.  He  had  not 
much  to  give ;  indeed  the  sum  which  he  took  away  with  him,  and  of 
which  he  robbed  his  son  and  his  other  creditors,  was  but  small :  but  Hunt 
was  bent  upon  having  a  portion  of  this  ;  and,  of  course,  hinted  that,  if 
the  doctor  refused,  he  would  carry  to  the  New  York  press  the  particu- 
lars of  Firmin's  early  career  and  latest  defalcations.  Mr.  Hunt  had  been 
under  the  gallery  of  the  House  of  Commons  half  a  dozen  times,  and  knew 
our  public  men  by  sight.  In  the  course  of  a  pretty  long  and  disreputable 
career  he  had  learned  anecdotes  regarding  members  of  the  aristocracy, 
turf-men,  and  the  like  ;  and  he  offered  to  sell  this  precious  knowledge  of 
his  to  more  than  one  American  paper,  as  other  amiable  exiles  from  our 
country  have  done.  But  Hunt  was  too  old,  and  his  stories  too  stale  for 
the  New  York  public.  They  dated  from  George  IV.,  and  the  boxing  and 
coaching  times.  He  found  but  little  market  for  his  wares ;  and  the  tipsy 
parson  reeled  from  tavern  to  bar,  only  the  object  of  scorn  to  younger 
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reprobates  who  despised  his  old-fashioned  stories,  and  could  top  them 
with  blackguardism  of  a  much  more  modern  date. 

After  some  two  years*  sojourn  in  the  United  States,  this  worthy  felt 
the  passionate  longing  to  revisit  his  native  country  which  generous  hearts 
often  experience,  and  made  liis  way  from  Liverpool  to  London ;  and  when 
in  London  directed  his  steps  to  the  house  of  the  Little  Sister,  of  which  he 
expected  to  find  Philip  still  an  inmate.  Although  Hunt  had  been  once 
kicked  out  of  the  premises,  he  felt  little  shame  now  about  re-entering 
them.  He  had  that  in  his  pocket  which  would  insure  him  respectful 
behaviour  from  Philip.  What  were  the  circumstances  under  which  that 
forged  bill  was  obtained  ?  Was  it  a  speculation  between  Hunt  and  Philip's 
father  ?  Did  Hunt  suggest  that,  to  screen  the  elder  Firmin  from  disgrace 
and  ruin,  Philip  would  assuredly  take  the  bill  up  ?  That  a  forged  signa- 
ture was,  in  fact,  a  better  document  than  a  genuine  acceptance  ?  We  shall 
never  know  the  truth  regarding  this  transaction  now.  We  have  but  the 
statements  of  the  two  parties  concerned ;  and  as  both  of  them,  I  grieve  to  say, 
are  entirely  unworthy  of  credit,  we  must  remain  in  ignorance  regarding 
this  matter.  Perhaps  Hunt  forged  Philip's  acceptance :  perhaps  his  un- 
happy father  wrote  it :  perhaps  the  doctor's  story  that  the  paper  was 
extorted  from  him  was  true,  perhaps  false.  What  matters  ?  Both  the 
men  have  passed  away  from  amongst  us,  and  will  write  and  speak  no 
more  lies. 

Caroline  was  absent  from  home,  when  Hunt  paid  his  first  visit  after  his 
return  from  America.  Her  servant  described  the  man,  and  his  appear- 
ance. Mrs.  Brandon  felt  sure  that  Hunt  was  her  visitor,  and  foreboded 
no  good  to  Philip  from  the  parson's  arrival.  In  former  days  we  have  seen 
how  the  Little  Sister  had  found  favour  in  the  eyes  of  this  man.  The 
besotted  creature,  shunned  of  men,  stained  with  crime,  drink,  debt,  had 
still  no  little  vanity  in  his  composition,  and  gave  himself  airs  in  the  tavern 
parlours  which  he  frequented.  Because  he  had  been  at  the  University 
thirty  years  ago,  his  idea  was  that  he  was  superior  to  ordinary  men  who 
had  not  had  the  benefit  of  an  education  at  Oxford  or  Cambridge ;  and 
that  the  "  snobs,''  as  he  called  them,  respected  him.  He  would  assume 
grandiose  airs  in  talking  to  a  tradesman  ever  so  wealthy ;  speak  to  such  a 
*  man  by  his  surname ;  and  deem  that  he  honoured  him  by  his  patronage 
and  conversation.  The  Little  Sister's  grammar,  I  have  told  you,  was  not 
good ;  her  poor  little  A's  were  sadly  irregular.  A  letter  was  a  painful 
task  to  her.  She  knew  how  ill  she  performed  it,  and  that  she  was  for  ever 
making  blunders. 

She  would  invent  a  thousand  funny  little  picas  and  excuses  for  her 
faults  of  writing.  With  all  the  blunders  of  spelling,  her  little  letters  had 
a  pathos  which  somehow  brought  tears  into  the  eyes.  The  Bev.  Mr.  Hunt 
believed  himself  to  be  this  woman's  superior.  He  thought  his  University 
education  gave  him  a  claim  upon  her  respect,  and  draped  himself  and 
swaggered  before  her  and  others  in  his  dingy  college  gown.  He  had 
paraded  his  Master  of  Arts  degree  in  many  thousand  tavern  parlours, 
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where  his  Greek  and  learning  had  got  him  a  kind  of  respect.  He  patro- 
nized landlords,  and  strutted  by  hostesses'  bars  with  a  vinous  leer  or 
a  tipsy  solemnity.  He  must  have  been  very  far  gone  and  debased  indeed 
when  he  could  still  think  that  he  was  any  living  man's  better  : — he,  who 
ought  to  have  waited  on  the  waiters,  and  blacked  boots's  own  shoes.  When 
he  had  reached  a  certain  stage  of  liquor  he  commonly  began  to  brag  about 
the  University,  and  recite  the  titles  of  his  friends  of  early  days.  Never 
was  kicking  more  righteously  administered  than  that  which  Philip  once 
bestowed  on  this  miscreant.  The  fellow  took  to  the  gutter  as  naturally  as 
to  his  bed,  Firmin  used  to  say ;  and  vowed  that  the  washing  there  was  a 
novelty  which  did  him  good. 

Brandon  soon  found  that  her  surmises  were  correct  regarding  her 
nameless  visitor.  Next  day,  as  she  was  watering  some  little  flowers  in  her 
window,  she  looked  from  it  into  the  street,  where  she  saw  the  shambling 
parson  leering  up  at  her.  When  she  saw  him  he  took  off  his  greasy  hat 
and  made  her  a  bow.  At  the  moment  she  saw  him,  she  felt  that  he 
was  come  upon  some  errand  hostile  to  Philip.  She  knew  he  meant  mis- 
chief as  he  looked  up  with  that  sodden  face,  those  bloodshot  eyes,  those 
unshorn,  grinning  lips. 

She  might  have  been  inclined  to  faint,  or  disposed  to  scream,  or  to  hide 
herself  from  the  man,  the  sight  of  whom  she  loathed.  She  did  not  faint, 
or  hide  herself,  or  cry  out:  but  she  instantly  nodded  her  head  and  smiled 
in  the  most  engaging  manner  on  that  unwelcome,  dingy  stranger.  She 
went  to  her  door;  she  opened  it  (though  her  heart  beat  so  that  you  might 
have  heard  it,  as  she  told  her  friend  afterwards).  She  stood  there  a  moment 
archly  smiling  at  him,  and  she  beckoned  him  into  her  house  with  a  little 
gesture  of  welcome.  "Law  bless  us"  (these,  I  have  reason  to  believe,  were 
her  very  words) — "  Law  bless  us,  Mr.  Hunt,  where  ever  have  you  been  this 
ever  so  long?  "  And  a  smiling  face  looked  at  him  resolutely  from  under 
a  neat  cap  and  fresh  ribbon.  Why,  I  know  some  women  can  smile,  and 
look  at  ease,  when  they  sit  down  in  a  dentist's  chair. 

"  Law  bless  me,  Mr.  Hunt,"  then  says  the  artless  creature,  "  who  ever 
would  have  thought  of  seeing  you,  I  do  declare  1 "  And  she  makes  a  nice 
cheery  little  curtsey,  and  looks  quite  gay,  pleased,  and  pretty ;  and  so  did 
Judith  look  gay,  no  doubt,  and  smile,  and  prattle  before  Holoferncs ;  and 
then  of  course  she  said,  "  Won't  you  step  in  ?  "  And  then  Hunt  swag- 
gered up  the  steps  of  the  house,  and  entered  the  little  parlour,  into  which 
the  kind  reader  has  often  been  conducted,  with  its  neat  little  ornaments, 
its  pictures,  its  glistening  corner  cupboard,  and  its  well-scrubbed,  shining 
furniture. 

"  How  is  the  captain  ?  "  asks  the  man  (alone  in  the  company  of  this 
Little  Sister,  the  fellow's  own  heart  began  to  beat,  and  his  bloodshot  eyes 
to  glisten). 

He  had  not  heard  about  poor  Pa  ?  "  That  shows  how  long  you  have 
been  away ! "  Mrs.  Brandon  remarks,  and  mentions  the  date  of  her 
father's  fatal  illness.  Yes:  she  was  alone  now,  and  had  to  care  for  herself; 
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and  straightway,  I  have  no  doubt,  Mrs.  Brandon  asked  Mr.  Hunt  whether 
he  would  "  take  "  anything.  Indeed,  that  good  little  woman  was  for  ever 
pressing  her  friends  to  "  take"  something,  and  would  have  thought  the 
laws  of  hospitality  violated  unless  she  had  made  this  offer. 

Hunt  was  never  known  to  refuse  a  proposal  of  this  sort.    He  tcould 

take  a  taste  of  something  of  something  warm.    He  had  had  fever  and 

ague  at  New  York,  and  the  malady  hung  about  hira.  Mrs,  Brandon  was 
straightway  very  much  interested  to  hear  about  Mr.  Hunt's  complaint, 
and  knew  that  a  comfortable  glass  was  very  efficacious  in  removing  threat- 
ening fever.  Her  nimble,  neat  little  hands  mixed  him  a  cup.  He  could 
not  but  see  what  a  trim  little  housekeeper  she  was.  "  Ah,  Mrs.  Brandon, 
if  I  had  had  such  a  kind  friend  watching  over  me,  I  Bhould  not  be  such  a 
wreck  as  lam!"  he  sighed.  He  must  have  advanced  to  a  second,  nay,  a 
third  glass,  when  he  sighed  and  became  sentimental  regarding  his  own 
unhappy  condition ;  and  Brandon  owned  to  her  friends  afterwards  that 
she  made  those  glasses  very  Btrong. 

Having  "  taken  something  "  in  considerable  quantities,  then,  Hunt 
condescended  to  ask  how  his  hostess  was  getting  on,  and  how  were  her 
lodgers?  How  she  was  getting  on?  Brandon  drew  the  most  cheerful 
picture  of  herself  and  her  circumstances.  The  apartments  let  well,  and 
were  never  empty.  Thanks  to  good  Dr.  Goodenough  and  other  friends, 
she  had  as  much  professional  occupation  as  she  could  desire.  Since  yoii 
hioxc  who  has  left  the  country,  she  said,  her  mind  had  been  ever  so 
much  easier.  As  long  as  he  was  near,  she  never  felt  secure.  But 
he  was  gone,  and  bad  luck  go  with  him  !  said  this  vindictive  Little 
Sister. 

"  Was  his  son  still  lodging  up-stairs  ?  "  asked  Mr.  Hunt. 

On  this,  what  does  Mrs.  Brandon  do  but  begin  a  most  angry  attack 
upon  Philip  and  his  family.  He  lodge  there  ?  No,  thank  goodness  !  She 
had  had  enough  of  him  and  his  wife,  with  her  airs  and  graces,  and  the 
children  crying  all  night,  and  the  furniture  spoiled,  and  the  bills  not  even 
paid  1  "  I  wanted  him  to  think  that  me  and  Philip  was  friends  no  longer ; 
and  heaven  forgive  mo  for  telling  stories !  I  know  this  fellow  means  no 
good  to  Philip ;  and  before  long  I  will  know  what  he  means,  that  I  will," 
she  vowed. 

For,  on  the  very  day  when  Mr.  Hunt  paid  her  a  visit,  Mrs.  Brandon 
came  to  see  Philip's  friends,  and  acquaint  them  with  Hunt's  arrival.  We 
could  not  be  sure  that  he  was  the  bearer  of  the  forged  bill  with  which 
poor  Philip  was  threatened.  As  yet  Hunt  had  made  no  allusion  to  it. 
But,  though  we  are  far  from  sanctioning  deceit  or  hypocrisy,  we  own  that 
we  were  not  very  angry  with  the  Little  Sister  for  employing  dissimulation 
in  the  present  instance,  and  inducing  Hunt  to  believe  that  she  was  by  no 
means  an  accomplice  of  Philip.  If  Philip's  wife  pardoned  her,  ought  his 
friends  to  be  less  forgiving  ?  To  do  right,  you  know  you  must  not  do 
wrong ;  though  I  own  this  was  one  of  the  cases  in  which  I  am  inclined 
not  to  deal  very  hardly  with  the  well-meaning  little  criminaL 
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Now,  Charlotte  had  to  pardon  (and  for  this  fault,  if  not  for  some  others, 
Charlotte  did  most  heartily  pardon)  our  little  friend,  for  this  reason,  that 
Brandon  most  wantonly  maligned  her.  When  Hunt  asked  what  sort 
of  wife  Philip  had  married  ?  Mrs.  Brandon  declared  that  Mrs.  Philip  was  a 
pert,  odious  little  thing  ;  that  she  gave  herself  airs,  neglected  her  children, 
bullied  her  husband,  and  what  not ;  and,  finally,  Brandon  vowed  that  sho 
disliked  Charlotte,  and  was  very  glad  to  get  her  out  of  the  house :  and 
that  Philip  was  not  the  same  Philip  since  he  married  her,  and  that  he  gave 
himself  airs,  and  was  rude,  and  in  all  things  led  by  his  wife  j  and  to  get  rid 
of  them  was  a  good  riddance. 

Hunt  gracefully  suggested  that  quarrels  between  landladies  and  tenants 
were  not  unusual;  that  lodgers  sometimes  did  not  pay  their  rent 
punctually ;  at  others  were  unreasonably  anxious  about  the  consumption 
of  their  groceries,  liquors,  and  so  forth ;  and  little  Brandon,  who,  rather 
then  steal  a  pennyworth  from  her  Philip,  would  have  cut  her  hand  off, 
laughed  at  her  guest's  joke,  and  pretended  to  be  amused  with  his  knowing 
hints  that  she  was  a  rogue.  There  was  not  a  word  he  said  but  sho 
received  it  with  a  gracious  acquiescence :  she  might  shudder  inwardly  at 
the  leering  familiarity  of  the  odious  tipsy  wretch,  but  she  gave  no  out- 
ward sign  of  disgust  or  fear.  She  allowed  him  to  talk  as  much  as  he 
would,  in  hopes  that  he  would  come  to  a  subject  which  deeply  interested 
her.  She  asked  about  the  doctor  and  what  he  was  doing,  and  whether  it 
was  likely  that  he  would  ever  be  able  to  pay  back  any  of  that  money 
which  he  had  taken  from  his  son  ?  And  she  spoke  with  an  indifferent 
tone,  pretending  to  be  very  busy  over  some  work  at  which  she  was 
stitching. 

"  Oh,  you  are  still  hankering  after  him,"  says  the  chaplain,  winking  a 
bloodshot  eye. 

"  Hankering  after  that  old  man !  What  should  I  care  for  him  ?  As 
if  he  haven't  done  me  harm  enough  already! "  cries  poor  Caroline. 

"  Yes.  But  women  don't  dislike  a  man  the  worse  for  a  little  ill- 
usage,"  suggests  Hunt  No  doubt  the  fellow  had  made  his  own  experi- 
ments on  woman's  fidelity. 

"  Well,  I  suppose,"  says  Brandon,  with  a  toss  of  her  head,  "  women 
may  get  tired  as  well  as  men,  mayn't  they  ?  I  found  out  that  man,  and 
wearied  of  him  years  and  years  ago.  Another  little  drop  out  of  the  green 
bottle,  Mr.  Hunt!  It's  very  good  for  ague-fever,  and  keeps  the  cold  fit  off 
wonderful  I " 

And  Hunt  drank,  and  he  talked  a  little  more — much  more :  and 
he  gave  his  opinion  of  the  elder  Firmin,  and  spoke  of  his  chances  of 
success,  and  of  his  rage  for  speculations,  and  doubted  whether  he  would 
ever  be  able  to  lift  his  head  again — though  he  might,  he  might  still.  He 
was  in  the  country  where,  if  ever  a  man  could  retrieve  himself  he  had  a 
chance.  And  Philip  was  giving  himself  airs,  was  he  ?  He  was  always  an 
arrogant  chap,  that  Mr.  Philip.  And  he  had  left  her  house  ?  and  was  gone 
ever  so  long  ?  and  where  did  he  live  now  ? 
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Then  I  am  sorry  to  say  Mrs.  Brandon  asked,  how  shonld  she  know 
where  Philip  lived  now?  She  believed  it  was  near  Gray's  Inn,  or 
Lincoln's  Inn,  or  somewhere;  and  she  was  for  turning  the  conversation 
away  from  this  subject  altogether:  and  sought  to  do  so  by  many  lively 
remarks  and  ingenious  little  artifices  which  I  can  imagine,  but  which  she 
only  in  part  acknowledged  to  mo — for  you  must  know  that  as  soon  as  her 
visitor  took  leave — to  turn  into  the  "  Admiral  Byng  "  public-house,  and 
renew  acquaintance  with  the  worthies  assembled  in  the  parlour  of  that 
tavern,  Mrs.  Brandon  ran  away  to  a  cab,  drove  in  it  to  Philip's  house  in 
Milman  Street,  where  only  Mrs.  Philip  was  at  home — and  after  a  banale 
conversation  with  her,  which  puzzled  Charlotte  not  a  little,  for  Brandon 
would  not  say  on  what  errand  she  came,  and  never  mentioned  Hunt's 
arrival  and  visit  to  her, — the  Little  Sister  made  her  way  to  another  cab, 
and  presently  made  her  appearance  at  the  house  of  Philip's  friends  in 
Queen  Square.  And  here  she  informed  me,  how  Hunt  had  arrived,  and 
how  she  was  sure  he  meant  no  good  to  Philip,  and  how  she  had  tokl 
certain — certain  stories  which  were  not  founded  in  fact — to  Mr.  Hunt;  for 
the  telling  of  which  fibs  I  am  not  about  to  endeavour  to  excuse  her. 

Though  the  interesting  clergyman  had  not  said  one  word  regarding 
that  bill  of  which  Philip's  father  had  warned  him,  we  believed  that  the 
document  was  in  Hunt's  possession,  and  that  it  would  be  produced  in 
due  season.  We  happened  to  know  where  Philip  dined,  and  sent  him  word 
to  come  to  us. 

"  What  can  he  mean  ?  "  the  people  asked  at  the  table — a  bachelors1 
'  table  at  the  Temple  (for  Philip's  good  wife  actually  encouraged  him 
to  go  abroad  from  time  to  time,  and  make  merry  with  his  friends). 
"  What  can  this  mean  ?  "  and  they  read  out  the  scrap  of  paper  which 
he  had  cast  down  as  he  was  summoned  away. 

Philip's  correspondent  wrote :  "  Dear  Philip,—- I  believe  the  bearer 
of  the  bowstring  has  arrived ;  and  has  been  with  the  L.  S.  this  very  day." 

The  L.  S.  ?  the  bearer  of  the  bowstring  ?  Not  one  of  the  bachelors 
dining  in  Parchment  Buildings  could  read  the  riddle.  Only  after  receiving 
the  scrap  of  paper  Philip  had  jumped  up  and  left  the  room ;  and  a  friend 
of  ours,  a  sly  wag  and  Don  Juan  of  Pump  Court,  offered  to  take  odds  that 
there  was  a  lady  in  the  case. 

At  the  hasty  little  council  which  was  convened  at  our  house  on  the 
receipt  of  the  news,  the  Little  Sister,  whose  instinct  had  not  betrayed  her, 
was  made  acquainted  with  the  precise  nature  of  the  danger  which  menaced 
Philip ;  and  exhibited  a  fine  hearty  wrath  when  Bhe  heard  how  ho  pro- 
posed to  meet  the  enemy.  Ho  had  a  certain  sum  in  hand.  He  would 
borrow  more  of  hia  friends,  who  knew  that  he  was  an  honest  man.  This 
bill  he  would  meet,  whatever  might  come ;  and  avert  at  least  this  disgrace 
from  his  father. 

What?  Give  in  to  those  rogues?  Leave  his  children  to  starve,  and 
his  poor  wife  to  turn  drudge  and  house-6crvant,  who  was  not  fit  for  any- 
thing but  a  fine  lady  ?    (There  was  no  love  lost,  you  sec,  between  these 
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two  ladies,  who  both  loved  Mr.  Philip.)  It  was  a  sin  and  a  shame !  Mrs. 
Brandon  averred,  and  declared  sho  thought  Philip  had  been  a  man  of 
more  spirit.  Philip's  friend  has  before  stated  his  own  private  sentimeuts 
regarding  the  calamity  which  menaced  Firmin.  To  pay  this  bill  was  to 
bring  a  dozen  more  down  upon  him.  Philip  might  as  well  resist  now  as 
at  a  later  day.  Such,  in  fact,  was  the  opinion  given  by  the  reader's  very 
bumble  servant  at  command. 

My  wife,  on  the  other  hand,  took  Philip's  side.  She  was  very  much 
moved  at  his  announcement  that  he  would  forgive  his  father  this  once  at 
least,  and  endeavour  to  cover  his  sin. 

"  As  you  hope  to  be  forgiven  yourself,  dear  Philip,  I  am  sure  you  are 
doing  right,"  Laura  said  ;  41 1  am  sure  Charlotte  will  think  so." 

"  Oh,  Charlotte,  Charlotte !  "  interposes  the  Little  Sister,  rather 
peevishly ;  "  of  course,  Mrs.  Philip  thinks  whatever  her  husband  tells 
her  !  " 

"  In  his  own  time  of  trial  Philip  has  been  met  with  wonderful  succour 
and  kindness,"  Laura  urged.  "  Sec  how  one  thing  after  another  has  con- 
tributed to  help  him  !  When  be  wanted,  there  were  friends  always  at 
his  need.  If  he  wants  again,  I  am  sure  my  husband  and  I  will  share 
with  him."  (I  may  have  made  a  wry  face  at  this;  for  with  the  best 
feelings  towards  a  man,  and  that  kind  of  thing,  you  know  it  is  not  always 
convenient  to  be  lending  him  five  or  six  hundred  pounds  without  secu- 
rity.) "  My  dear  husband  and  I  will  share  with  him,"  goes  on  Mrs.  Laura ; 
"won't  we,  Arthur?  Yes,  Brandon,  that  we  will.  Be  sure,  Charlotte 
and  the  children  shall  not  want  because  Philip  covers  his  father's  wrong, 
and  hides  it  from  the  world  I  God  bless  you,  dear  friend  !  "  and  what 
does  this  woman  do  next,  and  before  her  husband's  face  ?    Actually  she 

goes  up  to  Philip ;  she  takes  his  hand — and  Well,  what  took  place 

before  my  own  eyes,  I  do  not  choose  to  write  down. 

"  She's  encouraging  him  to  ruin  the  children  for  the  sake  of  that — that 
wicked  old  brute  1 "  cries  Mrs.  Brandon.  "  It's  enough  to  provoke  a  saint, 
it  is !  "  And  she  seizes  up  her  bonnet  from  the  table,  and  claps  it  on  her 
head,  and  walks  out  of  our  room  in  a  little  tempest  of  wrath. 

My  wife,  clasping  her  hands,  whispers  a  few  words,  which  say : 
"Forgive  us  our  trespasses,  as  we  forgive  them  who  trespass  against 
us." 

"Yes,"  says  Philip,  very  much  moved.  "It  is  the  Divine  order. 
You  are  right,  dear  Laura.  I  have  had  a  weary  time ;  and  a  terrible 
gloom  of  doubt  and  sadness  over  my  mind  whilst  I  have  been  debating 
this  matter,  and  before  I  had  determined  to  do  as  you  would  have  me.  But 
a  great  weight  is  off  my  heart  since  I  have  been  enabled  to  see  what  my 
conduct  should  be.  What  hundreds  of  struggling  men  as  well  as  myself 
have  met  with  losses,  and  faced  them  I  I  will  pay  this  bill,  and  I  will 
warn  the  drawer  to — to  spare  me  for  the  future." 

Now  that  the  Little  Sister  had  gone  away  in  her  fit  of  indignation,  you 
see  I  was  left  in  a  minority  in  the  council  of  war,  and  the  opposition  was 

31—6 


Digitized  by  Google 


650 


THfc  ADVENTURES  OF  PHILIP 


quite  too  strong  for  me.  I  began  to  be  of  the  majority's  opinion.  I  dare- 
say I  am  not  the  only  gentleman  who  has  been  led  round  by  a  womta. 
We  men  of  great  strength  of  mind  very  frequently  are.  Yes:  my  wife 
convinced  me  with  passages  from  her  text-book,  admitting  of  no  contra- 
diction according  to  her  judgment,  that  Philip's  duty  was  to  fomre 
his  father. 

41  And  how  lucky  it  was  we  did  not  buy  the  chintzes  that  day ! "  ay* 
Laura,  with  a  laugh.  "  Do  you  know  there  were  two  which  were  jo 
pretty  that  Charlotte  could  not  make  up  her  mind  which  of  the  two 
she  would  take  ?  " 

Philip  roared  out  one  of  his  laughs,  which  made  the  windows  ehake. 
He  was  in  great  spirits.  For  a  man  who  was  going  to  ruin  himself,  be 
was  in  the  most  enviable  good  humour.  Did  Charlotte  know  about  this- 
this  claim  which  was  impending  over  him  ?  No.  It  might  make  her 
anxious, — poor  little  thing !  Philip  had  not  told  her.  He  had  thought 
of  concealing  the  matter  from  her.  What  need  was  there  to  disturb  her 
rest,  poor  innocent  child  ?  You  see,  we  all  treated  Mrs.  Charlotte  more  or 
less  like  a  child.  Philip  played  with  her.  J.  J.,  the  painter,  coaxed  and 
dandled  her,  so  to  speak.  The  Little  Sister  loved  her,  but  certainly  with 
a  love  that  was  not  respectful ;  and  Charlotte  took  everybody's  good-will 
with  a  pleasant  meekness  and  sweet  smiling  content.  It  was  not  for 
Laura  to  give  advice  to  man  and  wife  (as  if  the  woman  was  not  always 
giving  lectures  to  Philip  and  his  young  wife ! ) ;  but  in  the  pre*:: 
instance  she  thought  Mrs.  Philip  certainly  ought  to  know  whit 
Philip's  real  situation  was;  what  danger  was  menacing,-  "and  ho* 
admirable  and  right,  and  Christian — and  you  will  have  your  reward  for 
it,  dear  Philip  1 "  interjects  the  enthusiastic  lady—"  your  conduct  haf 
been  I M 

When  we  came,  as  we  straightway  did  in  a  cab,  to  Charlotte's  house,  to 
expound  the  matter  to  her,  goodness  bless  us !  she  was  not  shocked,  or 
anxious,  or  frightened  at  all.  Mrs.  Brandon  had  just  been  with  her,  sod 
told  her  of  what  was  happening,  and  she  had  said,  "  Of  course,  Philip  ougfet 
to  help  his  father ;  and  Brandon  had  gone  away  quite  in  a  tantrum  of 
anger,  and  had  really  been  quite  rude ;  and  9he  should  not  pardon  her, 
only  she  knew  how  dearly  the  Little  Sister  loved  Philip ;  and  of  cour* 
they  must  help  Dr.  Firmin ;  and  what  dreadful,  dreadful  distress  he  nnat 
have  been  in  to  do  as  he  did  !  But  he  had  warned  Philip,  you  know," 
and  so  forth.  "  And  as  for  the  chintzes,  Laura,  why  I  suppose  we  mo* 
go  on  with  the  old  shabby  covers.  You  know  they  will  do  very  well  till 
next  year."  This  was  the  way  in  which  Mrs.  Charlotte  received  the  news 
which  Philip  had  concealed  from  her,  lest  it  should  terrify  her.  As  n  ■ 
loving  woman  was  ever  very  much  frightened  at  being  called  upon  to  shirt 
her  husband's  misfortune  I 

As  for  the  little  case  of  forgery,  I  don't  believe  the  young  perse:: 
could  ever  bo  got  to  see  the  heinous  nature  of  Dr.  Firmin's  offec*. 
The  desperate  little  logician  seemed  rather  to  pity  the  father  than  tlw  *a 
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in  the  business.  "  How  dreadfully  pressed  he  must  have  been  when  he 
did  it,  poor  man  1 "  she  said.  "  To  be  sure,  he  ought  not  to  have 
done  it  at  all  ;  but  think  of  his  necessity !  That  is  what  I  said  to 
Brandon.  Now,  there's  little  Philip's  cake  in  the  cupboard  which  you 
brought  him.  Now  suppose  papa  was  very  hungry,  and  went  and  took 
some  without  asking  Philly,  he  wouldn't  be  so  very  wrong,  I  think, 
would  he  7  A  child  is  glad  enough  to  give  for  his  father,  isn't  he  ? 
And  when  I  said  this  to  Brandon,  she  was  so  rude  and  violent,  I  really 
have  no  patience  with  her!  And  she  forgets  that  I  am  a  lady,  and" 
&c.  &c  So  it  appeared  the  Little  Sister  had  made  a  desperate  attempt  to 
bring  over  Charlotte  to  her  side,  was  still  minded  to  rescue  Philip  in  spite 
of  himself,  and  had  gone  off  in  wrath  at  her  defeat. 

We  looked  to  the  doctor's  letters,  and  ascertained  the  date  of  the  bill* 
It  had  crossed  the  water  and  would  be  at  Philip's  door  in  a  very  few  days. 
Had  Hunt  brought  it  ?  The  rascal  would  have  it  presented  through  some 
regular  channel,  no  doubt ;  and  Philip  and  all  of  us  totted  up  ways  and 
means,  and  strove  to  make  the  slender  figures  look  as  big  as  possible,  as 
the  thrifty  housewife  puts  a  patch  here  and  a  darn  there,  and  cuts  a  little 
slice  out  of  this  old  garment,  so  as  to  make  the  poor  little  frock  serve  for 
winter  wear.  We  had  so  much  at  the  banker's.  A  friend  might  help 
with  a  little  advance.  We  would  fairly  ask  a  loan  from  the  Review. 
We  were  in  a  scrape,  but  we  would  meet  it.  And  so  with  resolute  hearts, 
we  would  prepare  to  receive  the  Bearer  of  the  Bowstring. 
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CHAPTER  XXXVIIL 

The  Bearee  of  the  Bowstring. 

HE  poor  Little  Sister  trudgitl 
away  from  Milman  Street,  exas- 
perated with  Philip,  with  Philip's 
wife,  and  with  the  determination  of 
the  pair  to  accept  the  hopeless  ruin 
impending  over  them.  "Three 
hundred  and   eighty-six  pounds 
four  and  threepence,"  she  thought, 
"  to  pay  for  that  wicked  old  villain : 
It  is  more  than  poor  Philip  if 
worth,  with  all  his  savings  and 
his  little  sticks  of  furniture.  I 
know  what  he  will  do:  he  will 
borrow  of  the  money-lenders,  and 
give  those  bills,  and  renew  them, 
and  end  by  ruin.    When  he  hare 
paid  this  bill,  that  old  villain  will 
forge  another,  and  that  precious 
wife  of  his  will  tell  him  to  pay 
that,  I  suppose ;  and  those  tittle 
darlings  will  be  begging  for  bread, 
unless  they  come  and  eat  mine, 
to  which — God  bless  them  ! — they  are  always  welcome."    She  calculated 
— it  was  a  sum  not  difficult  to  reckon — the  amount  of  her  own  little  store 
of  saved  ready  money.    To  pay  four  hundred  pounds  out  of  such  an 
income  as  Philip's,  she  felt,  was  an  attempt  vain  and  impossible.  "  And  he 
mustn't  have  my  poor  little  stocking  now,"  she  argued ;  "  they  will  want 
that  presently  when  their  pride  is  broken  down,  as  it  will  be,  and  my 
darlings  are  hungering  for  their  dinner  !  "     Revolving  this  dismal  matter 
in  her  mind,  and  scarce  knowing  where  to  go  for  comfort  and  counsel,  she 
made  her  way  to  her  good  friend,  Dr.  Goodenough,  and  found  that  worthy 
man,  who  had  always  a  welcome  for  his  Little  Sister. 

She  found  Goodenough  alone  in  his  great  dining-room,  taking  a  very 
slender  meal,  after  visiting  his  hospital  and  his  fifty  patients,  among 
whom  I  think  there  were  more  poor  than  rich :  and  the  good  sleepy 
doctor  woke  up  with  a  vengeance,  when  he  heard  his  little  nurse's  news, 
and  fired  off  a  volley  of  angry  language  against  Philip  and  his  scoundrel 
of  a  father;  "which  it  was  a  comfort  to  hear  him,"  little  Brandon  told 
us  afterwards.    Then  Goodenough  trotted  out  of  the  dining-room  into  the 
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adjoining  library  and  consulting-room,  whither  his  old  friend  followed 
him.  Then  he  pulled  out  a  bunch  of  keys  and  opened  a  secretaire,  from 
which  he  took  a  parchment-covered  volume,  on  which  J.  Ooodenough, 
Esq.,  M.D.,  was  written  in  a  fine  legible  hand, — and  which,  in  fact,  was  a 
banker's  book.  The  inspection  of  the  MS.  volume  in  question  must 
have  pleased  the  worthy  physician ;  for  a  grin  came  over  his  venerable 
features,  and  he  straightway  drew  out  of  the  desk  a  slim  volume  of  grey 
paper,  on  each  page  of  which  were  inscribed  the  highly  respectable  names 
of  Messrs.  Stumpy  and  Rowdy  and  Co.,  of  Lombard  Street,  Bankers.  On 
a  slip  of  grey  paper  the  doctor  wrote  a  prescription  for  a  draught,  statim 
sumendus — (a  draught — mark  my  pleasantry) — which  he  handed  over  to 
his  little  friend. 

"  There,  you  little  fool !  "  said  he.  "  The  father  is  a  rascal,  but 
the  boy  is  a  fine  fellow ;  and  you,  you  little  silly  thing,  I  must  help 
in  this  business  myself,  or  you  will  go  and  ruin  yourself;  I  know 
you  will !  Offer  this  to  the  fellow  for  his  bill.  Or,  stay  !  How 
much  money  is  there  in  the  house?  Perhaps  the  sight  of  notes 
and  gold  will  tempt  him  more  than  a  cheque."  And  the  doctor  emptied 
his  pockets  of  all  the  fees  which  happened  to  be  therein  —  I  don't 
know  how  many  fees  of  shining  shillings  and  sovereigns,  neatly  wrapped 
up  in  paper ;  and  he  emptied  a  drawer  in  which  there  was  more  silver 
and  gold  :  and  he  trotted  up  to  his  bed-room,  and  came  panting,  pre- 
sently, downstairs  with  a  fat  little  pocket-book,  containing  a  bundle  of 
notes,  and,  with  one  thing  or  another,  he  made  up  a  sum  of— I  won't 
meution  what ;  but  this  sum  of  money,  I  say,  he  thrust  into  the  Little 
Sister's  hand,  and  said,  "  Try  the  fellow  with  this,  Little  Sister;  and  see 
if  you  can  get  the  bill  from  him.  Don't  say  it's  my  money;  or  the 
scoundrel  will  be  for  having  twenty  shillings  in  the  pound.  Say  it's 
yours,  and  there's  no  more  where  that  came  from;  and  coax  him,  and 
wheedle  him,  and  tell  him  plenty  of  lies,  my  dear.  It  won't  break  your 
heart  to  do  that.  What  an  immortal  scoundrel  Brummell  Firmin  is,  to 
be  sure  !    Though,  by  the  way,  in  two  more  cases  at  the  hospital  I  have 

tried  that  "     And  here  the  doctor  went  off  into  a  professional 

conversation  with  his  favourite  nurse,  which  I  could  not  presume  to 
repeat  to  any  non-medical  man. 

The  Little  Sister  bade  God  bless  Doctor  Goodenough,  and  wiped  her 
glistening  eyes  with  her  handkerchief,  and  put  away  the  notes  and  gold 
with  a  trembling  little  hand,  and  trudged  off  with  a  lightsome  step  and  a 
happy  heart.  Arrived  at  Tottenham  Court  Road,  she  thought,  shall  I 
go  home,  or  shall  I  go  to  poor  Mrs.  Philip  and  take  her  this  money  ?  No. 
Their  talk  that  very  day  had  not  been  pleasant :  words,  very  like  high 
words,  had  passed  between  them,  and  our  Little  Sister  had  to  own  to  her- 
self that  she  had  been  rather  rude  in  her  late  colloquy  with  Charlotte. 
And  she  was  a  proud  Little  Sister :  at  least  she  did  not  care  for  to  own 
that  she  had  been  hasty  or  disrespectful  in  her  conduct  to  that  young 
woman.   She  had  too  much  spirit  for  that.   Have  we  ever  said  that  our 
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little  friend  was  exempt  from  the  prejudices  and  vanities  of  this  wicked 
world  ?  Well,  to  rescue  Philip,  to  secure  the  fatal  bill,  to  go  with  it  to 
Charlotte,  and  say,  "  There,  Mrs.  Philip,  there's  your  husband's  liberty." 
It  would  be  a  rare  triumph,  that  it  would  1  And  Philip  would  promise, 
on  his  honour,  that  this  should  be  the  last  and  only  bill  he  would  pay  for 
that  wretched  old  father.  With  these  happy  thoughts  swelling  in  her 
little  heart,  Mrs.  Brandon  made  her  way  to  the  familiar  house  in  Thorn  - 
haugh  Street,  and  would  have  a  little  bit  of  supper,  so  she  would.  And 
laid  her  own  little  cloth ;  and  set  forth  her  little  forks  and  spoons,  which 
were  as  bright  as  rubbing  could  make  them ;  and  1  am  authorized  to 
state  that  her  repast  consisted  of  two  nice  little  lamb  chops,  which  she 
purchased  from  her  neighbour  Mr.  Chump,  in  Tottenham  Court  Koad, 
altera  pleasant  little  conversation  with  that  gentleman  and  his  good  lady. 
And,  with  her  bit  of  supper,  after  a  day's  work,  our  little  friend  would 
sometimes  indulge  in  a  glass — a  little  glass— of  something  comfortable. 
The  case-bottle  was  in  the  cupboard,  out  of  which  her  poor  Pa  had  been 
wont  to  mix  his  tumblers  for  many  a  long  day.  So,  having  prepared  it 
with  her  own  hands,  down  she  sat  to  her  little  meal,  tired  and  happy ; 
and  as  she  thought  of  the  occurrences  of  the  day,  and  of  the  rescue  which 
had  come  so  opportunely  to  her  beloved  Philip  and  his  children,  I  am  sure 
she  said  a  grace  before  her  meat. 

Her  candles  being  lighted  and  her  blind  up,  any  one  in  the  street 
could  see  that  her  chamber  was  occupied  ;  and  at  about  ten  o'clock  at 
night  there  came  a  heavy  step  clinking  along  the  pavement,  the  sound  of 
which,  I  have  no  doubt,  made  the  Little  Sister  start  a  little.  The  heavy 
foot  paused  before  her  window,  and  presently  clattered  up  the  steps  of  her 
door.  Then,  as  her  bell  rang — I  consider  it  is  most  probable  that  her 
cheek  flushed  a  little.  She  went  to  her  hall  door  and  opened  it  herself. 
"  Lor,  is  it  you,  Mr.  Hunt  I  Well,  I  never  !  that  is,  I  thought  you  might 
come.  Really,  now"—  and  with  the  moonlight  behind  him,  the  din^y 
Hunt  swaggered  in. 

11  How  comfortable  you  looked  at  your  little  table/'  says  Hunt,  with 
his  hat  over  his  eye. 

"  Won't  you  step  in  and  set  down  to  it>  and  take  something?"  asks 
the  smiling  hostess. 

Of  course,  Hunt  would  take  something.  And  the  greasy  hat  is  taken 
off  his  head  with  a  flourish,  and  he  struts  into  the  poor  Little  Sister's 
little  room,  pulling  a  wisp  of  grizzling  hair  and  endeavouring  to  assume 
a  careless,  fashionable  look.  The  dingy  hand  had  seized  the  case-bottle 
in  a  moment.  "  What!  you  do  a  little  in  this  way,  do  you?"  he  sajs, 
and  winks  amiably  at  Mrs.  Brandon  and  the  bottle.  She  takes  ever  so 
little,  she  owns ;  and  reminds  him  of  days  which  he  must  remember, 
when  she  had  a  wine-glass  out  of  poor  Pa's  tumbler.  A  bright  little 
kettle  is  singing  on  the  fire, — will  not  Mr.  Hunt  mix  a  glass  for  himself? 
She  takes  a  bright  beaker  from  the  corner-cupboard,  which  is  near  her, 
with  her  keys  hanging  from  it. 
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"  Oh,  ho  !  that's  where  we  keep  the  ginnumg,  is  it  ?  "  says  the  graceful 
Hunt,  with  a  laugh. 

"  My  papa  always  kep  it  there,"  says  Caroline,  meekly.  And  whilst 
her  back  is  turned  to  fetch  a  canister  from  the  cupboard,  she  knows  that 
the  astute  Mr.  Hunt  has  taken  the  opportunity  to  fill  a  good  large  measure 
from  the  square  bottle.  "  Make  yourself  welcome,"  says  the  Little  Sister, 
in  her  gay,  artless  way  ;  "  there's  more  where  that  came  from ! "  And 
Hunt  drinks  his  hostess's  health :  and  she  bows  to  him,  and  smiles,  and 
sips  a  little  from  her  own  glass ;  and  the  little  lady  looks  quite  pretty, 
and  rosy,  and  bright.  Her  cheeks  are  like  apples,  her  figure  is  trim  and 
graceful,  and  always  attired  in  the  neatest-fitting  gown.  By  the  com- 
fortable light  of  the  candles  on  her  sparkling  tables,  you  scarce  see  the 
silver  lines  in  her  light  hair,  or  the  marks  which  time  has  made  round 
her  eyes.    Hunt's  gaze  on  her  with  admiration. 

"  Why,"  says  he,  "  I  vow  you  look  younger  and  prettier  than  when — 
when  I  saw  you  first." 

"  Ah,  Mr.  Hunt  1"  cries  Mrs.  Brandon,  with  a  flush  on  her  cheek, 
which  becomes  it,  "  don't  recal  that  time,  or  that— that  wretch  who 
served  me  so  cruel  1 " 

"  He  was  a  scoundrel,  Caroline,  to  treat  as  he  did  such  a  woman  as 
you  !  The  fellow  has  no  principle  ;  he  was  a  bad  one  from  the  begin- 
ning. Why,  he  ruined  me  as  well  as  you :  got  me  to  play;  run  me  into 
debt  by  introducing  me  to  his  fine  companions.  I  was  a  simple  young 
fellow  then,  and  thought  it  was  a  fine  thing  to  live  with  fellow  com- 
moners and  noblemen  who  drove  their  tandems  and  gave  their  grand 
dinners.  It  was  he  that  led  me  astray,  I  tell  you.  I  might  have  been 
Fellow  of  my  college — had  a  living — married  a  good  wife — risen  to  be  a 
bishop,  by  George !— for  I  had  great  talents,  Caroline;  only  I  was  so 
confounded  idle,  and  fond  of  the  cards  and  the  bones." 

"  The  bones?  "  cries  Caroline,  with  a  bewildered  look. 

"  The  dice,  my  dear  I  4  Seven's  the  main '  was  my  ruin.  ( Seven's 
the  main '  and  eleven's  the  nick  to  seven.  That  used  to  be  the  little 
game  I "  And  he  made  a  graceful  gesture  with  his  empty  wine-glass,  as 
though  he  was  tossing  a  pair  of  dice  on  the  table.  "  The  man  next  to 
me  in  lecture  is  a  bishop  now,  and  I  could  knock  his  head  off  in 
Greek  iambics  and  Latin  hexameters,  too.  In  my  second  year  I  got  the 
Latin  declamation  prize,  I  tell  you  " 

"  Brandon  always  said  you  were  one  of  the  cleverest  men  at  the 
college.  He  always  said  that,  I  remember,"  remarks  the  lady,  very 
respectfully. 

"  Did  he  ?  He  did  say  a  good  word  for  me,  then  ?  Brummell 
Firm  in  wasn't  a  clever  man ;  he  wasn't  a  reading  man.  Whereas  I 
would  back  myself  for  a  sapphic  ode  against  any  man  in  my  college — 
against  any  man!  Thank  you.  You  do  mix  it  so  uncommon  hot  and 
well,  there's  no  saying  no  ;  indeed,  there  ain't !  Though  I  have  had 
enough— upon  my  honour,  I  have." 
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"Lor  1  I  thought  you  men  oould  driuk  anything !  And  Mr.  Brandon 
—Mr.  Firmin  you  said?  " 

"  Well,  I  said  Brummell  Firmin  was  a  swell  somehow.  He  had  a 
sort  of  grand  manner  with  him  

u  Yes,  he  had,"  sighed  Caroline.  And  I  daresay  her  thoughts  wan- 
dered back  to  a  time  long,  long  ago,  when  this  grand  gentleman  had 
captivated  her. 

"  And  it  was  trying  to  keep  up  with  him  that  ruined  me  !  I  quar- 
relled with  my  poor  old  governor  about  money,  of  course;  grew  idle,  and 
lost  my  Fellowship.  Then  the  bills  came  down  upon  me.  I  tell  you, 
there  are  some  of  my  college  ticks  ain't  paid  now." 

«  College  ticks  ?    Law ! "  ejaculates  the  lady.    "  And  

"  Tailor's  ticks,  tavern  ticks,  livery-stable  ticks — for  there  were 
famous  hacks  in  our  days,  and  I  used  to  hunt  with  the  tip-top  men.  I 
wasn't  bad  across  country,  I  wasn't.  But  we  can't  keep  the  pace  with 
those  rich  fellows.  We  try,  and  they  go  ahead — they  ride  us  down.  Do 
you  think,  if  I  hadn't  been  very  hard  up,  I  would  have  done  what  I  did 
to  you,  Caroline  ?  You  poor  little  innocent  suffering  thing.  It  was  a 
shame.    It  was  a  shame ! " 

"  Yes,  a  shame  it  was,"  cries  Caroline.    "  And  that  I  never  gainsay. 
You  did  deal  hard  with  a  poor  girl,  both  of  you. 

"  It  was  rascally.  But  Firmin  was  the  worst.  He  had  me  in  his 
power.  It  was  he  led  me  wrong.  It  was  he  drove  me  into  debt,  and 
then  abroad,  and  then  into  qu—  into  gaol,  perhaps :  and  then  into  this 
kind  of  thing."  ("  This  kind  of  thing  "  has  before  been  explained  elegantly 
to  signify  a  tumbler  of  hot  grog.)  "  And  my  father  wouldn't  see  me  on 
his  death-bed ;  and  my  brothers  and  sisters  broke  with  me ;  and  I  owe  it 
all  to  Brummell  Firmin— all.  Do  you  think,  after  ruining  me,  he  oughtn't 
to  pay  me  ?  "  and  again  he  thumps  a  dusky  hand  upon  the  table.  It 
made  dingy  marks  on  the  poor  Little  Sister's  spotless  tablecloth.  It . 
rubbed  its  owner's  forehead  and  lank,  grizzling  hair. 

"  And  me,  Mr.  Hunt  ?    What  do  he  owe  me?"  asks  Hunt's  hostess. 

"  Caroline  1  "  cries  Hunt,  "  I  have  made  Brummell  Firmin  pay  me  a 
good  bit  back  already,  but  I'll  have  more;"  and  he  thumped  his  breast, 
and  thrust  his  hand  into  his  breast-pocket  as  he  spoke,  and  clutched  at 
something  within. 

"  It  is  there  ! "  thought  Caroline.  She  might  turn  pale  ;  but  he  did 
not  remark  her  pallor.    He  was  all  intent  on  drink,  on  vanity,  on  revenge. 

"  I  have  him,"  I  say.  "  He  owes  me  a  good  bit ;  and  he  has  paid  me 
a  good  bit ;  and  he  shall  pay  me  a  good  bit  more.  Do  you  think  I  am  a 
fellow  who  will  be  ruined  and  insulted,  and  won't  revenge  myself?  You 
should  have  seen  his  face  when  I  turned  up  at  New  York  at  the  Astor 
House,  and  said, «  Brummell,  old  fellow,  here  I  am,'  I  said :  and  he  turned 
as  white — as  white  as  this  table-cloth.  *  M  never  leave  you,  my  boy,1  I 
said.  '  Other  fellows  may  go  from  you,  but  old  Tom  Hunt  will  stick  to 
you.   Let's  go  into  the  bar  and  have  a  drink  1 '  and  he  was  obliged  to 
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come.  And  I  have  him  now  in  my  power,  I  tell  you.  And  when  I  say 
to  him,  <  Brummell,  have  a  drink,'  drink  he  must.  His  bald  old  head 
must  go  into  the  pail ! "  And  Mr.  Hunt  laughed  a  laugh  which  I  daresay 
was  not  agreeable. 

After  a  pause  he  went  on :  "  Caroline  !  Do  you  hate  him,  I  say  ? 
or  do  you  like  a  fellow  who  deserted  you  and  treated  you  like  a 
scoundrel?  Some  women  do.  I  could  tell  of  women  who  do.  I  could 
toll  you  of  other  fellows,  perhaps,  but  I  won't  Do  you  hate  Brummell 
Firmin,  that  bald-headed  Brum — hypocrite,  and  that— that  insolent  rascal 
who  laid  his  hand  on  a  clergyman,  and  an  old  man,  by  George,  and  hit 
me — and  hit  me  in  that  street.  Do  you  hate  him,  I  say  ?  Hoo  !  hoo  I 
hick  !    I've  got  'em  both  ! — here,  in  my  pocket — both  !  " 

"  You  have  got — what  ?  "  gasped  Caroline. 

"I  have  got  their — hallo  1  stop,  what's  that  to  you  what  I've  got?  w 
And  he  sinks  back  in  his  chair,  and  winks,  and  leers,  and  triumphantly 
tosses  his  glass. 

"  Well,  it  ain't  much  to  me  ;  I — I  never  got  any  good  out  of  either  of 
'em  yet,"  says  poor  Caroline,  with  a  sinking  heart.  "  Let's  talk  about 
somebody  else  than  them  two  plagues.  Because  you  were  a  little  merry 
one  night — and  I  don't  mind  what  a  gentleman  says  when  he  has  had  a 
glass — for  a  great  big  strong  man  to  hit  an  old  one 

"  To  strike  a  clergyman !  "  yells  Hunt. 

"It  was  a  shame — a  cowardly  shame  1  And  I  gave  it  him  for  it, 
I  promise  you  1  "  cries  Mrs.  Brandon. 

"  On  your  hononr,  now,  do  you  hate  'em  ?  "  cries  Hunt,  starting  up, 
and  clenching  his  fist,  and  dropping  again  into  his  chair. 

"  Have  I  any  reason  to  love  'cm,  Mr.  Hunt  ?  Do  sit  down  and  have 
a  little  " 

"  No :  you  have  no  reason  to  like  'em.  You  hate  'em — I  hate  'em. 
Look  here.  Promise — 'pon  your  honour,  now,  Caroline — I've  got  'em  both, 
I  tell  you.    Strike  a  clergyman,  will  he  ?    What  do  you  say  to  that  ?  " 

And  starting  from  his  chair  once  more,  and  supporting  himself  against 
ihe  wall  (where  hung  one  of  J.  J.'s  pictures  of  Philip),  Hunt  pulls  out 
the  greasy  pocket-book  once  more,  and  fumbles  amongst  the  greasy 
contents  ;  and  as  the  papers  flutter  on  to  the  floor  and  the  table,  he 
pounces  down  on  one  with  a  dingy  hand,  and  yells  a  laugh,  and  says, 
"  I've  cotched  you  I    That's  it.    What  do  you  say  to  that  ?— London, 

July  4th.— Three  months  after  date,  I  promise  to  pay  to  No  you 

don't." 

"  La  1  Mr.  Hunt,  won't  you  let  me  look  at  it  ?  "  cries  the  hostess. 
"Whatever  is  it?    A  bill  ?   My  Pa  had  plenty  of 'em." 

"  What?  with  candles  in  the  room  ?    No,  you  don't,  I  say." 
"  What  is  it  ?    Won't  you  tell  me  7  " 

"  It's  the  young  one's  acceptance  of  the  old  man's  draft,"  says  Hunt, 
hissing  and  laughing. 
"For  how  much?" 
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"  Three  hundred  and  eighty-six  four  three— that's  all ;  and  I  guess  I 
can  get  more  where  that  came  from! "  says  Hunt,  laughing  more  and  more 
cheerfully. 

"What  will  you  take  for  it?  I'll  buy  it  of  you,"  cries  the  Little 
Sister.  "  I— I've  seen  plenty  of  my  Pa's  bills ;  and  I'll— I'll  discount  this, 
if  you  like." 

"  What !  are  you  a  little  discounter  ?  Is  that  the  way  you  make 
your  money,  and  the  silver  spoons,  and  the  nice  supper,  and  everything 
delightful  about  you  ?  A  little  discountess,  are  you— you  little  rogue  ?  Little 
discountess,  by  George !  How  much  will  you  give,  little  discountess?  " 
And  the  reverend  gentleman  laughs,  and  winks,  and  drinks,  and  laughs, 
and  tears  twinkle  out  of  his  tipsy  old  eyes,  as  he  wipes  them  with  one 
hand,  and  again  says,  "  How  much  will  you  give,  little  discountess  ?  " 

When  poor  Caroline  went  to  her  cupboard,  and  from  it  took  the  notes 
and  the  gold  which  she  had  had  we  know  from  whom,  and  added  to  these 
out  of  a  cunning  box  a  little  heap  of  her  own  private  savings,  and  with 
trembling  hands  poured  the  notes,  and  the  sovereigns,  and  the  shillings  into 
a  dish  on  the  table,  I  never  heard  accurately  how  much  she  laid  down. 
But  she  must  have  spread  out  everything  she  had  in  the  world  ;  for  she 
felt  her  pockets  and  emptied  them ;  and,  tapping  her  head,  she  again 
applied  to  the  cupboard,  and  took  from  thence  a  little  store  of  spoons  and 
forks,  and  then  a  brooch,  and  then  a  watch ;  and  she  piled  these  all  up  in 
a  dish,  and  she  said,  "  Now,  Mr.  Hunt,  I  will  give  you  all  these  for  that 
bill."  And  she  looked  up  at  Philip's  picture,  which  hung  over  the 
jvarson's  blood-shot,  satyr  face.  "Take  these,"  she  said,  "and  give  me 
that !  There's  two  hundred  pound,  I  know ;  and  there's  thirty-four, 
and  two  eighteen,  thirty-six  eighteen,  and  there's  the  plate  and  watch, 
and  I  want  that  bill." 

"  What  ?  have  you  got  all  this,  you  little  dear?"  cried  Hunt,  dropping 
back  into  his  chair  again.  "  Why,  you're  a  little  fortune,  by  Jove — a 
pretty  little  fortune,  a  little  discountess,  a  little  wife,  a  little  fortune.  I 
say,  I'm  a  University  man ;  I  could  write  alcaics  once  as  well  as  any  man. 
I'm  a  gentleman.  I  say,  how  much  have  you  got?  Count  it  over  again, 
my  dear." 

And  again  she  told  him  the  amount  of  the  gold,  and  the  notes,  and  the 
silver,  and  the  number  of  the  poor  little  spoons. 

A  thought  came  across  the  fellow's  boozy  brain :  "  If  you  offer  so  much," 
says  he,  "  and  you're  a  little  discountess,  the  bill's  worth  more;  that  fellow 
must  be  making  his  fortune !  Or  do  you  know  about  it?  I  say,  do  you 
know  about  it  ?  No.  I'll  have  my  bond.  I'll  have  my  bond !  "  And  he 
gave  a  tipsy  imitation  of  Shylock,  and  lurched  back  into  his  chair,  and 
laughed. 

"  Let's  have  a  little  more,  and  talk  about  things,"  said  the  poor  Little 
Sister ;  and  she  daintily  heaped  her  little  treasures  and  arranged  them  in 
her  dish,  and  smiled  upon  the  parson  laughing  in  his  chair. 

"  Caroline,"  says  he,  after  a  pause, "  you  are  still  fond  of  that  old  bald* 
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headed  scoundrel !  That's  it !  Just  like  you  women — -just  like,  but  I 
won't  tell.  No,  no,  I  won't  tell  I  You  are  fond  of  that  old  swindler 
still,  I  say  I  Wherever  did  you  get  that  lot  of  money  ?  Look  here  now — 
with  that,  and  this  little  bill  in  my  pocket,  there's  enough  to  carry  us 
on  for  ever  so  long.  And  when  this  money's  gone,  I  tell  you  I  know 
who'll  give  us  more,  and  who  can't  refuse  us,  I  tell  you.  Look  here, 
Caroline,  dear  Caroline  I  I'm  an  old  fellow,  I  know ;  but  I'm  a  good 
fellow  :  I'm  a  classical  scholar :  and  I'm  a  gentleman.  " 

The  classical  scholar  and  gentleman  bleared  over  his  words  as  he 
uttered  them,  and  with  his  vinous  eyes  and  sordid  face  gave  a  leer,  which 
must  have  frightened  the  poor  little  lady  to  whom  he  proffered  himself  as 
a  suitor,  for  she  started  back  with  a  pallid  face,  and  an  aspect  of  such 
dislike  and  terror,  that  even  her  guest  remarked  it. 

"  I  said  I  was  a  scholar  and  gentleman,"  he  shrieked  again.  "  Do  you 
doubt  it  ?  I'm  as  good  a  man  as  Brummell  Firmin,  I  say.  I  ain't  so 
talL  But  I'll  do  a  copy  of  Latin  alcaics  or  Greek  iambics  against  him 
or  any  man  of  my  weight.  Do  you  mean  to  insult  me  ?  Don't  I  know 
who  you  are  ?  Are  you  better  than  a  Master  of  Arts  and  a  clergyman  ? 
He  went  out  in  medicine,  Firmin  did.  Do  you  mean,  when  a  Master 
of  Arts  and  classical  scholar  offers  you  his  hand  and  fortune,  that  you're 
above  him  and  refuse  him,  by  George  7  " 

The  Little  Sister  was  growing  bewildered  and  frightened  by  the  man's 
energy  and  horrid  looks.  "  Oh,  Mr.  Hunt ! "  she  cried,  "  see  here,  take 
this !  See — there  are  two  hundred  and  thirty — thirty-four  pounds  and 
all  these  things  I    Take  them,  and  give  me  that  paper." 

"  Sovereigns,  and  notes,  and  spoons,  and  a  watch,  and  what  I  have  in 
my  pocket — and  that  ain't  much — and  Firmin's  bill !  Three  hundred  and 
eighty-six  four  three.  It's  a  fortune,  my  dear,  with  economy  !  I  won't 
-  have  you  going  on  being  a  nurse  and  that  kind  of  thing.  I'm  a  scholar 
and  a  gentleman — I  am— and  that  place  ain't  fit  for  Mrs.  Hunt.  We'll 
first  spend  your  money.  No :  we'll  first  spend  my  money — three  hundred 
and  eighty-six  and — and  hang  the  change — and  when  that's  gone,  we'll 
have  another  bill  from  that  bald-headed  old  scoundrel :  and  his  son  who 

struck  a  poor  cler   We  will,  I  say,  Caroline — we 

The  wretch  was  suiting  actions  to  his  words,  and  rose  once  more, 
advancing  towards  his  hostess,  who  shrank  back,  laughing  half-hysteri- 
cally,  and  retreating  as  the  other  n eared  her.  Behind  her  was  that 
cupboard  which  had  contained  her  poor  little  treasure  and  other  stores, 
and  appended  to  the  lock  of  which  her  keys  were  still  hanging.  As  the 
brute  approached  her,  she  flung  back  the  cupboard-door  smartly  upon 
him.  The  keys  struck  him  on  the  head;  and  bleeding,  and  with  a 
curse  and  a  cry,  he  fell  back  on  his  chair. 

In  the  cupboard  was  that  bottle  which  she  had  received  from  America 
not  long  since;  and  about  which  she  had  talked  with  Goodenough  on 
that  very  day.  It  had  been  used  twice  or  thrice  by  his  direction,  by 
hospital  surgeons,  and  under  her  eye.    She  suddenly  seized  this  bottle. 
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As  the  ruffian  before  her  uttered  his  imprecations  of  wrath,  she  poured  out 
a  quantity  of  the  contents  of  the  bottle  on  her  handkerchief.  She  said, 
"Oh I  Mr.  Hunt,  hare  I  hurt  you?  I  didn't  mean  it  But  you 
shouldn't — you  shouldn't  frighten  a  lonely  woman  so!  Here,  let  me 
bathe  you  I  Smell  this  1  It  will — it  will  do  you — good — it  will — it  will, 
indeed."  The  handkerchief  was  over  his  face.  Bewildered  by  drink 
before,  the  fumes  of  the  liquor  which  he  was  absorbing  served  almost 
instantly  to  overcome  him.  He  struggled  for  a  moment  or  two.  "  Stop — 
stop  I  you'll  be  better  in  a  moment,"  she  whispered.  "  Oh,  yes !  better, 
quite  better  1 "  She  squeezed  more  of  the  liquor  from  the  bottle  on  to 
the  handkerchief.    In  a  minute  Hunt  was  quite  inanimate. 

Then  the  little  pale  woman  leant  over  him,  and  took  the  pocket-book 
out  of  his  pocket,  and  from  it  the  bill  which  bore  Philip's  name.  As  Hunt 
lay  in  stupor  before  her,  she  now  squeezed  more  of  the  liquor  oyer 
his  head  ;  and  then  thrust  the  bill  into  the  fire,  and  saw  it  burn 
to  ashes.  Then  she  put  back  the  pocket-book  into  Hunt's  breast.  She 
said  afterwards  that  she  never  should  have  thought  about  that  Chloro- 
form, but  for  her  btief  conversation  with  Dr.  Goodenougb,  that  evening, 
regarding  a  case  in  which  she  had  employed  the  new  remedy  under  his 
orders. 

How  long  did  Hunt  lie  in  that  stupor?  It  seemed  a  whole  long 
night  to  Caroline.  She  said  afterwards  that  the  thought  of  that  act  that 
night  made  her  hair  grow  grey.  Poor  little  head !  Indeed,  she  would 
have  laid  it  down  for  Philip. 

Hunt,  I  suppose,  came  to  himself  when  the  handkerchief  was  with- 
drawn, and  the  fumes  of  the  potent  liquor  ceased  to  work  on  his  brain, 
ne  was  very  much  frightened  and  bewildered.  "  What  was  it  ?  Where 
am  I  ?  "  he  asked,  in  a  husky  voice. 

"  It  was  the  keys  struck  you  in  the  cupboard-door  when  you — you 
ran  against  it,"  said  pale  Caroline.  "  Look  I  you  are  all  bleeding  on  the 
head.    Let  me  dry  it." 

"  No  ;  keep  off  1 "  cried  the  terrified  man. 

"  Will  you  have  a  cab  to  go  home  ?  The  poor  gentleman  hit  himself 
against  the  cupboard-door,  Mary.  You  remember  him  here  before,  don't 
you,  one  night  ?  "  And  Caroline,  with  a  shrug,  pointed  out  to  her  maid, 
whom  she  had  summoned,  the  great  square  bottle  of  spirits  still  on  the 
table,  and  indicated  that  there  lay  the  cause  of  Hunt's  bewilderment. 

'*  Are  you  better  now  ?  Will  you— will  you — take  a  little  more  re- 
freshment ?  "  asked  Caroline. 

"  No  !  "  he  cried  with  an  oath,  and  with  glaring,  bloodshot  eyes  he 
lurched  towards  his  hat 

"  Lor,  mum !  what  ever  is  it  ?  And  this  smell  in  the  room,  and  all 
this  here  heap  of  money  and  things  on  the  table  ?  " 

Caroline  flung  open  her  window.  "  It's  medicine,  which  Dr.  Good- 
enough  has  ordered  for  one  of  his  patients.  I  must  go  and  see  her 
to-night,"  she  said.    And  at  midnight,  looking  as  pale  as  death,  the 
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Little  Sister  went  to  the  doctor's  house,  and  roused  him  from  his  bed,  and 
•  told  him  the  story  here  narrated.    "  I  offered  him  all  you  gave  me,"  she 

said,  "  and  all  I  had  in  the  world  besides,  and  he  wouldn't— and  " 

Here  she  broke  out  into  a  fit  of  hysterics.  The  doctor  had  to  ring  up 
his  servants ;  to  administer  remedies  to  his  little  nurse ;  to  put  her  to  bed 
in  his  own  house. 

" By  the  immortal  Jove,"  he  eaid  afterwards,  "  I  had  a  great  mind  to 
beg  her  never  to  leave  it  I  But  that  my  housekeeper  would  tear  Caroline's 
eyes  out,  Mrs.  Brandon  should  be  welcome  to  stay  for  ever.  Except  her 
A's,  that  woman  haa  every  virtue :  constancy,  gentleness,  generosity,  cheer- 
fulness, and  the  courage  of  a  lioness !  To  think  of  that  fool,  that  dandified 
idiot,  that  triple  ass,  Firmin  "—(there  were  few  men  in  the  world  for  whom 
Goodenough  entertained  a  greater  scorn  than  for  his  late  confrere,  Firmin 
of  Old  Parr  Street) — "  think  of  the  villain  having  possessed  such  a  treasure 
— let  alone  his  having  deceived  and  deserted  her— of  his  having  possessed 
such  a  treasure  and  flung  it  away  1  Sir,  I  always  admired  Mrs.  Brandon; 
but  I  think  ten  thousand  times  more  highly  of  her,  since  her  glorious 
crime,  and  most  righteous  robbery.  If  the  villain  had  died,  dropped 
dead  in  the  street— the  drunken  miscreant,  forger,  housebreaker,  assassin 
— so  that  no  punishment  could  have  fallen  upon  poor  Brandon,  I  think  I 
should  have  respected  her  only  the  more !  * 

At  an  early  hour  Dr.  Goodenough  had  thought  proper  to  send  off 
messengers  to  Philip  and  myself,  and  to  make  us  acquainted  with  the 
strange  adventure  of  the  previous  night.  We  both  hastened  to  him.  I 
myself  rwas  summoned,  no  doubt,  in  consequence  of  my  profound  legal 
knowledge,  which  might  be  of  use  in  poor  little  Caroline's  present  trouble. 
And  Philip  came  because  she  longed  to  see  him.  By  soma  instinct, 
she  knew  when  he  arrived.  She  crept  down  from  the  chamber  where 
the  doctor's  housekeeper  had  laid  her  on  a  bed.  She  knocked  at  the 
doctor's  study,  where  we  were  all  in  consultation.  She  came  in  quite 
pale,  and  tottered  towards  Philip,  and  flung  herself  into  his  arms,  with  a 
burst  of  tears  that  greatly  relieved  her  excitement  and  fever.  Firmin  was 
scarcely  less  moved. 

"  You'll  pardon  me  for  what  I  have  done,  Philip,"  she  sobbed.  "  If 
they — if  they  take  me  up,  you  won't  forsake  me?" 

"  Forsake  you  ?  Pardon  you  ?  Como  and  live  with  us,  and  never 
leave  us !  "  cried  Philip. 

"I  don't  think  Mrs.  Philip  would  like  that,  dear,"  said  the  little 
woman  sobbing  on  his  arm  ;  "  but  ever  since  the  Greyfiriars  school, 
when  you  was  so  ill,  you  have  been  like  a  son  to  me,  and  somehow  I 
couldn't  help  doing  that  last  night  to  that  villain — I  couldn't." 

"  Serve  the  scoundrel  right.  Never  deserved  to  come  to  life  again,  my 
dear,"  said  Dr.  Goodenough.  "Don't  you  be  exciting  yourself,  little 
Brandon !  I  must  have  you  sent  back  to  lie  down  on  your  bed.  Take  her 
up,  Philip,  to  the  little  room  next  mine;  and  order  her  to  lie  down  and  be 
as  quiet  as  a  mouse.  You  are  not  to  move  till  I  give  you  leave,  Brandon- 
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mind  that,  and  come  back  to  us,  Firmin,  or  we  shall  have  the  patients 
coming." 

So  Philip  led  away  this  poor  Little  Sister ;  and  trembling,  and  cling- 
ing to  his  arm,  she  returned  to  the  room  assigned  to  her. 

"  She  wants  to  be  alone  with  him,"  the  doctor  said ;  and  he  spoke  a 
brief  word  or  two  of  that  strange  delusion  under  which  the  little  woman 
laboured,  that  this  was  her  dead  child  come  back  to  her. 

"I  know  that  is  in  her  mind,"  Goodenough  said;  "she  never  got 
over  that  brain  fever  in  which  I  found  her.  If  I  were  to  swear  her  on 
the  book,  and  say,  *  Brandon,  don't  you  believe  he  is  your  son  alive 
again  ?  *  she  would  not  dare  to  say  no.  She  will  leave  him  everything 
she  has  got.  I  only  gave  her  so  much  less  than  that  scoundrel's  bill 
yesterday,  because  I  knew  she  would  like  to  contribute  her  own  share. 
It  would  have  offended  her  mortally  to  have  been  left  out  of  the  subscrip- 
tion. They  like  to  sacrifice  themselves.  Why,  there  are  women  in  India 
who,  if  not  allowed  to  roast  with  their  dead  husbands,  would  die  of 
vexation."  And  by  this  time  Mr.  Philip  came  striding  back  into  the 
room  again,  rubbing  a  pair  of  very  red  eyes. 

"  Long  ere  this,  no  doubt,  that  drunken  ruffian  is  sobered,  and  knows 
that  the  bill  is  gone.  He  is  likely  enough  to  accuse  her  of  the  robbery," 
says  the  doctor. 

"  Suppose,"  says  Philip's  other  friend,  "  I  had  put  a  pistol  to  your 
head,  and  was  going  to  shoot  you,  and  the  doctor  took  the  pistol  out  of 
my  hand,  and  flung  it  into  the  sea  ?  would  you  help  me  to  prosecute 
the  doctor  for  robbing  me  of  the  pistol  ?  " 

"  You  don't  suppose  it  will  be  a  pleasure  to  me  to  pay  that  bill  ?  " 
said  Philip.    "  I  said,  if  a  certain  bill  were  presented  to  me,  purporting 
to  be  accepted  by  Philip  Firmin,  I  would  pay  it.    But  if  that  scoundrel, 
Hunt,  only  says  that  he  had  such  a  bill,  and  has  lost  it;  I  will  cheerfully 
take  my  oath  that  I  have  never  signed  any  bill  at  all — and  they  can't  find 
Brandon  guilty  of  stealing  a  thing  which  never  existed." 
"  Let  us  hope,  then,  that  the  bill  was  not  in  duplicate !  "  , 
And  to  this  wish  all  three  gentlemen  heartily  said  Amen  1 
And  now  the  doctor's  door-bell  began  to  be  agitated  by  arriving 
patients.    His  dining-room  was  already  full  of  them.    The  Little  Sister 
must  lie  still,  and  the  discussion  of  her  affairs  must  be  deferred  to  a  more 
convenient  hour;  and  Philip  and  his  friend  agreed  to  reconnoitre  the 
house  in  Thornhaugh  Street,  and  see  if  anything  had  happened  since  its 
mistress  had  left  it.  , 

Yes :  something  had  happened.  Mrs.  Brandon's  maid,  who  ushered 
us  into  her  mistress's  little  room,  told  us  that  in  the  early  morning  that 
horrible  man  who  had  come  over  night,  and  been  so  tipsy,  and  behaved 
so  ill, — the  very  same  man  who  had  come  there  tipsy  afore  once,  and 
whom  Mr.  Philip  had  flung  into  the  street — had  come  battering  at  the 
knocker,  and  pulling  at  the  bell,  and  swearing  and  cursing  most  dreadful, 
and  calling  for  "  Mrs.  Brandon  !  Mrs.  Brandon !  Mrs.  Brandon  ! "  and 
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frightening  the  whole  street.  After  he  had  rung,  he  knocked  and 
battered  ever  so  long.  Mary  looked  out  at  him  from  her  upper  window, 
and  told  him  to  go  along  home,  or  she  would  call  the  police.  On  this  the 
man  roared  out  that  he  would  call  the  police  himself  if  Mary  did  not  let 
him  in  ;  and  as  he  went  on  calling  "  Police  1 "  and  yelling  from  the  door, 
Mary  came  down-stairs,  and  opened  the  hall-door,  keeping  the  chain 
fastened,  and  asked  him  what  he  wanted  ? 

Hunt,  from  the  steps  without,  began  to  swear  and  rage  more  loudly, 
and  to  demand  to  be  let  in.    He  must  and  would  see  Mrs.  Brandon. 

Mary,  from  behind  her  chain  barricade,  said  that  her  mistress  was  not 
at  home,  but  that  she  had  been  called  out  that  night  to  a  patient  oi 
Dr.  Goodenough's. 

Hunt,  with  more  shrieks  and  curses,  said  it  was  a  lie ;  and  that  she 
was  at  home ;  and  that  he  would  see  her ;  and  that  he  must  go  into  her 
room  ;  and  that  he  had  left  something  there ;  that  he  had  lost  something ; 
and  that  he  would  have  it. 

"  Lost  something  here  ?  "  cried  Mary.  "  Why  here  ?  when  you  reeled 
out  of  this  house,  you  couldn't  scarce  walk,  and  you  almost  fell  into  the 
gutter,  which  I  have  seen  you  there  before.  Get  away,  and  go  home ! 
You  are  not  sober  yet,  you  horrible  man !  " 

On  this,  clinging  on  to  the  area-railings,  and  demeaning  himself  like  a 
madman,  Hunt  continued  to  caU  out, "  Police,  police!  I  have  been  robbed, 
I've  been  robbed  I  Police  1 "  until  astonished  heads  appeared  at  various 
windows  in  the  quiet  street,  and  a  policeman  actually  came  up. 

When  the  policeman  appeared,  Hunt  began  to  sway  and  pull  at  the 
door,  confined  by  it's  chain :  and  he  frantically  reiterated  his  charge,  that 
he  had  been  robbed  and  hocussed  in  that  house,  that  night,  by  Mrs. 
Brandon. 

The  policeman,  by  a  familiar  expression,  conveyed  his  utter  disbelief 
of  the  statement,  and  told  the  dirty,  disreputable  man  to  move  on,  and  go 
to  bed.  Mrs.  Brandon  was  known  and  respected  all  round  the  neighbour- 
hood. She  had  befriended  numerous  poor  round  about ;  and  was  known 
for  a  hundred  charities.  She  attended  many  respectable  families.  In  that 
parish  there  was  no  woman  more  esteemed.  And  by  the  word  "  Gammon,'* 
the  policeman  expressed  his  sense  of  the  utter  absurdity  of  the  charge 
against  the  good  lady. 

Hunt  still  continued  to  yeU  out  that  he  had  been  robbed  and 
hocussed ;  and  Mary  from  behind  her  door  repeated  to  the  officer  (with 
whom  she  perhaps  had  relations  not  unfriendly)  her  statement  that  the 
beast  had  gone  reeling  away  from  the  house  the  night  before,  and  if  he 
had  lost  anything,  who  knows  where  he  might  not  have  lost  it  ? 

"  It  was  taken  out  of  this  pocket,  and  out  of  this  pocket-book,"  howled 
Hunt,  clinging  to  the  rail.  "  I  give  her  in  charge.  I  give  the  house  in 
charge !    It's  a  den  of  thieves  !  " 

During  this  shouting  and  turmoil,  the  sash  of  a  window  in  Ridley's 
studio  was  thrown  up.    The  painter  was  going  to  his  morning  work.  He 
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had  appointed  an  early  model.  The  sun  could  not  riae  too  soon  for 
Ridley  ;  and,  as  soon  as  ever  it  gave  its  light,  found  him  happy  at  his 
labour.  He  had  heard  from  his  bed- room  the  brawl  going  on  about  the 
door. 

"  Mr.  Ridley  ! "  says  the  policeman,  touching  the  glazed  hat  with  much 
respect — (in  iact,  and  out  of  uniform,  Z  25  has  figured  in  more  than  one 
of  J.J.'s  pictures) — "here's  a  fellow  disturbing  the  whole  street,  and 
shouting  out  that  Mrs.  Brandon  have  robbed  and  bocussed  him !  " 

Ridley  ran  downstairs  in  a  high  state  of  indignation.  He  is  nervous, 
like  men  of  his  tribe ;  quick  to  feel,  to  pity,  to  love,  to  be  angry.  He 
undid  the  chain,  and  ran  into  the  street. 

u  I  remember  that  fellow  drunk  here  before,"  said  the  painter ;  "  and 
lying  in  that  very  gutter." 

"  Drunk  and  disorderly !  Come  along ! "  cries  Z  25  ;  and  his  hand 
was  quickly  fastened  on  the  parson's  greasy  collar,  and  under  its  strong 
grasp  Hunt  is  forced  to  move  on.  He  goes,  still  yelling  out  that  he  has 
been  robbed. 

"  Tell  that  to  his  worship,"  says  the  incredulous  Z.  And  this  was  the 
news  which  Mrs.  Brandon's  friends  received  from  her  maid,  when  they 
called  at  her  house. 
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In  that  monumental  poem  which  the  Laureate  has  built,  all  of  sweet 
songs,  to  the  memory  of  his  friend,  there  are  some  verses  about  the 
morning;  how,  in  the  "doubtful  dusk" — 

"  A  breeze  began  to  tremble  o'er 
The  large  leaves  of  tbc  sycamore : 

"  And  gathering  fleshlier  overhead 

Rock'd  the  full-foliagcd  elms,  and  swung 
The  heavy-folded  rose,  and  flung 
The  lilies  to  and  fro,  and  said, 

'*  '  The  dawn,  the  dawn,'  and  died  away ; 
And  East  and  West,  withont  a  breath, 
Mixt  their  dim  lights,  like  life  and  death, 
To  broaden  into  boundless  day." 

It  is  not  difficult  to  trace  why,  as  I  lounge  here  under  this  great 
fantastic  roof,  these  verses  repeat  themselves  over  and  over  again  in  my 
mind.  The  doubtful  dusk — it  is  the  twilight  in  which  we  have  so  long 
sought  perfection;  and  once  more  we  hope — painfully — that  the  dawn 
approaches  when  East  and  West  may  mix  their  dim  lights  of  faith,  and 
kindness,  and  endeavour,  and  broaden  into  the  boundless  day  of  peace. 

The  hope  becomes  less,  perhaps,  the  more  we  listen  to-day  for  the 
divine  breath  which  we  did  think  stirred  in  the  elm  that  grew  in  our 
first  Exhibition  Palace;  our  only  present  hope,  that  I  can  see,  is  in  the 
roses  and  lilies  which  move  here  by  the  breath  of  life — of  a  good  life, 
spent,  more  than  ours  is,  apart  from  the  turmoils  of  ambition,  and  shaded 
from  the  heats  of  strife.  The  heraldic  winds  of  the  poem  trembled  first  in 
the  leaves  of  the  lowly  sycamore  before  it  started  into  the  elms ;  and  it 
may  very  well  be  that  the  breath  which  is  to  bring  in  a  better  day  will 
first  be  seen  fluctuating  amongst  our  roses  and  lilies — the  beautiful  great 
garden  of  women  here.  If  I  were  Mr.  Tennypon,  I  think  I  should  write 
a  new  poem  about  that ;  or  even  if  I  could  not  pitch  my  pipe  bo  high, 
it  would  be  something  to  sit  in  the  garden  and  tell  of  the  sweet  secrets 
that  lie  in  every  rose's  breast.  What  an  opportunity  it  is  !  Who 
is  this  reclining  against  an  excellent  trophy  of  candles?  She  is  an 
idyll  all  complete:  see  the  grave  preface  on  her  forehead  —  hark  to 
the  last  long  rustling  lines  as  her  robe  sweeps  round  her  feet.  Here 
is  a  group  of  friends  and  sisters  seated  on  the  floor  :  I  am  myself 
nothing  but  a  pastoral  poem  while  I  look  on  them.  As  for  mere  sonnets 
and  such-like  brief  things,  they  arc  to  be  picked  up  everywhere; 
now  as  you  behold  that  locket  tossing  on  a  fair  unknown  bosom,  like 
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a  boat  on  a  summer  lake  (0  lake  I  full  of  little  fishes  mute  and  shy ! 
O  heart !  full  of  little  secrets  shy  and  mute  1 )  and  now  again  as  you  meet 
the  gaze  of  two  beautiful  rhythmical  eyes.  I  know  nothing  more  distress- 
ing than  to  find  one's  self  only  a  man-creature  in  such  a  company.  To  be 
a  painter  would  be  something;  to  be  a  poet,  more.  As  it  is,  one  has  not 
even  the  satisfaction  of  Hafiz— or,  at  any  rate,  so  much  of  it  as  he  had. 
"  Pray,  of  what  use  are  you  ?  "  said  the  philosophers  who  bored  him :  "  what 
good  are  you,  with  your  tinkling  love  verses  ? "  "  Of  what  good  is  the 
rose?"  says  he.  "That! — that,  at  least,  is  good  to  smell  I"  "And 
I'm  good  to  smell  it ! "  says  Hafiz.  Now,  we  are  not  as  Hafiz  was.  Still, 
the  reply  is  comfortable  to  all  dumb  poets  in  a  garden ;  and  we  see  how 
many  of  us  there  are  here. 

But  this  is  not  what  we  came  to  sec.  Or  is  it?  Certainly  we 
must  think  so  if  we  consider  what  a  beautiful  company  it  is — what  pains 
it  has  taken  to  make  itself  beautiful,  with  jewels,  with  flowers,  with  all 
manner  of  millinery ;  and  every  dress  a  work  of  art,  and  all  together 
a  cloud  of  glory — a  morning  of  most  dulcet  colours.  But  there  are  other 
considerations.  We  see  not  only  what  highest  English  taste  is,  in  this 
Year  of  Great  Exhibitions  12,  but  what  education,  breeding,  refinement 
in  face  and  form  and  manner  has  brought  us  to  after  so  many  years  past 
of  that  blessed  era.  And  so  we  have  a  still  more  important  exhibition  : 
a  thing  to  bring  painters  from  their  studios,  bookish  men  from  their 
books,  philosophers  from  their  abysses  of  inner  consciousness,  gardeners 
from  their  artful-natural  parterres,  and  foreigners  from  all  quarters  of  the 
globe.  Statues  are  good,  when  they  are  good ;  here  are  a  thousand  better 
forms  that  are  alive,  with  a  light  in  their  eyes  that  no  Prometheus  now 
finds,  with  lips  that  say  No  and  Yes,  and  each  with  a  little  Pandora-box  of  a 
heart  which  makes  her  awful  as  well  as  beautiful.  Would  that  that  box  were 
only  a  shooting-box,  for  the  accommodation  of  the  Sly  Archer  whose  arrows 
no  sensible  man  dreads  undnly.  It  is  all  as  one.  Is  the  shaft  tipped  with 
rapture  ?  does  it  tickle  ?  He  prepares  for  the  after-smart,  for  a  lifelong 
wound  and  the  barb  in  it.  On  the  other  hand,  does  he  find  the  point 
anointed  with  despair? — that  makes  a  bitter  rankling,  indeed;  but,  in 
ordinary  cases,  the  wound  heals  within  a  period  of  from  one  month  to 
twelve,  and  the  tickling  comes  with  the  cicatrice.  lie  has  loved,  which  is  so 
much  better  than  only  to  be  loved.  He  has  danced  that  necessary  measure 
for  every  gentleman's  education,  he  can  recall  the  tune  whenever  he  listeth 
that  his  heart  may  dance  to  it,  and  he  no  longer  payeth  the  piper. 

You  do  not  read  this  for  nothing.  You  sec  what  envy  may  bring  a 
poor  unhandsome  man  to  in  such  a  concourse  of  angels  as  this  around  u*. 
In  the  name  of  Malice,  Sour  grapes !  No  more  of  Pandora-boxes  and 
shooting-boxes.  Let  us  return  to  our  first  thought  The  casket  is  a 
casket  of  precious  ointment,  compounded  of  thought,  and  care,  and  love, 
for  you,  for  me,  for  our  children,  for  nice  poor  old  people  wherever  they 
are  found ;  and  happy  is  he  upon  whose  head  it  is  broken. 

It  is  this  which  makes  our  Mayday  show  of  fair  women  (far  nobler 
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and  more  beautiful  than  everything  in  the  Exhibition  beside)  so  proud 
a  sight  for  us.     In  no  country  in  the  world  could  you  find — no,  not 
so  much  beauty.    We  will  say  nothing  about  English  roses,  though  I 
can't  help  thinking  of  the  testimony  of  a  well-bred,  sensible  man  from 
abroad,  who  turned  fiercely  round  on  me  as  we  were  walking  the 
streets  one  day  to  exclaim,  "  One  thing  I  admire,  I  envy,  I  despair  you 
English:  the  fresh — the  colour  of  your  women."    Poor  fellow;  he  meant 
health,  ho  meant  general  purity.    To  be  sure,  a  journal  of  high  authority 
lately  told  us  (since  Japan  has  been  discovered),  that  we  are  "the 
dirtiest  people  in  Europe  ; "  but  that  is  nothing  to  the  purpose.   It  is  as  it 
may  be.    What  every  one  must  see  who  looks  around  him  here  is  the 
grace  and  glory  of  Health  ;  by  which  I  mean  not  only  that  which  comes 
out  of  the  tub,  but  that  which  is  bred  in  a  sweet  heart  and  shines  on  a 
thoughtful  forehead.    We  are  all  cosmopolitan  in  this  age,  and  especially 
under  this  roof.    We  have  now  no  country  in  particular,  and  no  mothers 
worth  mentioning — that  is,  to  be  upheld  against  other  people's  mothers ; 
but  where  else  will  you  see  such  heads  on  the  women  ?     Bring  those 
others  before  us.    Bring  them  who  sit  for  pictures  of  the  Madonna,  and 
whose  faces  all  go  down  upon  the  canvas;  and  bring  with  them,  if  you 
please,  half  a  hundred  such  sultanas  as  Lady  Mary  Montagu  wrote 
about,  and  then  we  shall  see  the  difference.    I  stand  up  for  my  country- 
women, because  their  beauty  is  not  only  a  thing  of  form  and  light,  but  of 
sense,  of  kindness,  of  candour,  of  courage  too — of  all  wholesomeness. 
Loyalty,  candour,  courage — these,  indeed,  are  the  chief  things :  we  know 
at  once  such  women  are  fit  Mothers  of  Men.    Eyes  that  are  bright 
and  that  languish  are  good :  I  like  to  see,  as  here  I  see,  the  homely 
lanthorn  of  honesty  Bhining  at  the  bottom.    Lips  that  invite  the  bee  are 
delightful— especially  to  bees :  give  me  the  sweet,  frank  mouth  wherein 
Falsehood  cannot  build  her  cell,  nor  Malice  spread  her  wax.    In  fine,  I 
salute  this  great  company  of  gentlewomen  with  a  religious  pride  :  all  the 
world  should  come  and  see  it,  and  then  go  home  and  think  as  they  like  about 
their  own  productions  in  this  way,  and  of  the  decadence  de  VAngleterre. 
I  wish  there  were  more  Turks  present — especially ;  they  might  find  in  the 
show  a  useful  political  lesson.    Their  Fatimas  and  Zobeides  may  reconcile 
them  to  die  and  eat  sweetmeats  with  houris  in  Paradise:  undor  a  social 
constitution  such  as  ours  women  teach  men  and  nations  how  to  live. 

Considering  how  hot,  idle,  unrefreshed  we  are  as  we  wait,  hour  after 
hour,  for  the  grandees  to  open  the  Exhibition  in  official  manner,  accord- 
ingly, these  reflections  come  in  not  so  badly,  to  while  away  the  weary  time. 
Hitherto,  not  a  tenth  of  us  have  heard  anything— though  there  are  three 
military  bands  at  work,  we  are  told,  at  one  end  of  the  building — nor  have 
seen  anything,  without  painful  poisings  on  the  larger  toes— though  at  the 
other  end  the  singers  in  the  orchestra  arc  making  themselves  up  into  a 
lovely  great  bouquet.  Really  a  charming  sight,  if  one  could  only  see  it. 
This  it  is  not  to  be  six  feet  four  inches  high,  and  to  have  too  much  inno- 
cence I   Now,  if  one  had  had  any  reason  to  believe  that  a  judicious  half- 
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crown  (what  is  called  a  silver  key,  it  seems)  would  liave  availed  in 
obtaining  a  seat,  that  would  only  have  made  it  come  to  three  pounds  five 
shillings  and  sixpence  ;  and  then,  with  the  eye  that  the  younger  Weller 
did  not  have,  one  might  have  looked  through  this  otherwise  obstructive 
organ,  the  trophy  of  arms,  the  shop  of  furs,  the  dull  cascade  of  woollen 
cloth,  and  seen  something,  However,  the  suggestion  comes  too  late  for 
me ;  and  I  have  only  to  choose  how  to  be  angry :  whether  with  the  Com- 
missioners or  myself — whether  with  the  very  tall  English  gentleman  who 
looks  over  everybody's  hat,  and  relates  so  conceitedly  what  he 
with  this  equally  tall  old  officer  in  an  Austrian  cocked  hat,  who  ha3  the 
same  unnatural  advantage,  and  never  opens  his  lips.  I  believe  the  pig- 
tails of  the  Japanese  ambassadors  arc  at  this  moment  wagging  in  the 
retina  of  his  eyes,  they  looked  so  soothed  ;  and  yet  he  makes  no  sign. 

But — "  Fan-farrara  !  fan -fan-farrara !  n  we  can  all  hear  that.  It  i* 
the  trumpets ;  they  are  flourishing.  The  music  of  the  three  bands  are 
audible  even  here,  at  List ;  the  music  of  the  bands  and  of  the  bagpipe*. 
A  thrill  pervades  us — a  decorous  flutter:  the  procession  has  commenced, 
the  ceremony  begins. 

It  is  an  imposing  procession,  if  we  consider  of  whom  it  is  composed ; 
and  so  much  the  more  should  we  regret  that  they  move  down  a  narrow 
alley,  on  the  level  of  the  common  floor,  instead  of  being  raised  a  foot  or  so 
from  it,  that  all  might  behold  their  august  heads.  As  it  is,  a  tall  mayor  U 
better  than  a  short  prince.  Princes  !  here  are  three  of  them,  and  great 
statesmen,  and  the  head  of  the  Church,  and  the  Parliament — all  that 
is  regal  in  blood,  in  intellect,  in  art,  and  industry :  the  very  life  of  a 
mighty  empire  seems  to  move  along  that  dark  artery,  or  alley.  Nothing 
but  the  presence  of  the  Sovereign  is  missed  ;  for  where  the  three  princes 
are  we  plainly  see  the  shadow  of  a  fourth,  who  has  gone,  alone,  the 
darker  way  of  death.  We  all  see  it,  or  I  think  so;  for  on  many  a  face 
around  me  I  mark  a  gravity  of  the  pondering  of  ghosts.  We  don't  cheer 
much,  because  of-  that  other  one.  The  national  anthem  is  sung,  and  we 
wish  it  were  but  one  line,  "God  save  the  Queen."  That  we  coulJ 
repeat  fifty  times  without  tiring,  but  the  rest  vexes  us  with  painful 
meanings  and  no-meanings.  Politics?  Knavish  tricks  ? — what  of  them* 
"  Send  her  victorious  " — over  her  grief.  "  Happy  " — ah,  me  1  "  Glorious  " 
— in  her  black  gown.  "  Scatter  her  enemies  " — she  had  but  one,  and  he 
has  thrown  his  spear ;  from  the  back  of  his  Pale  Horse  he  threw  it — it  is 
done  !  One  other  line  we  will  keep,  though— about  "  Heaven's  choicest 
gifts  in  store; "  meaning  the  joy  of  a  wife  who  meets  her  husband  at  the 
resurrection  of  the  just. 

We  will  bear  that  in  mind,  and  piously  repeat  the  line  when  the 
anthem  is  sung  again,  as  it  will  be  by-and-by.  Meanwhile,  the  grandees 
have  already  assembled  upon  and  around  the  dais,  where  they  gratify  us 
by  looking  very  splendid,  and  where,  in  turn,  they  have  a  splendid  view 
of  the  building  and  the  company  within  it.  And  perhaps  it  is  not 
altogether  a  contretemps,  that,  while  we  are  going  through  our  ceremonial 
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congratulations  on  the  completion  of  the  work  Prince  Albeit  did,  the 
orchestra  should  so  burst  out  with  their  "  God  save  the  Queen."  As  for 
the  ceremony  itself,  it  is  a  poor  parochial  thing;  there's  nothing  in  it, 
as  usual  even  on  our  grandest  occasions,  but  a  foolish  presentation  of 
addresses.  Oh,  for  a  little  less  Protestantism,  a  little  more  Paganism  in 
these  lay  ceremonials  1  The  heathen  knew  better,  and  came  to  such 
business  with  a  pomp  of  symbolism  which  clothed  the  dry  skeleton  of  use 
with  beauty,  and  fed  the  heart  full  with  fancies  fine.  Now  the  heart  goes 
hungry  and  disappointed.  An  affair  like  this,  to  which  we  come  with 
that  "  sublime  eutraile  "  as  well  as  with  our  hearls,  is  like  asking  a  lady 
and  gentleman  to  dinner,  and  taking  the  gentleman  aside  and  having  a 
chop  and  a  game  at  chess  with  him,  while  the  lady  is  turned  with  her 
face  to  the  wall  like  a  picture.  The  lady  doesn't  like  it ;  she  is  sad  and 
sulky.  The  heart  is  angry  with  the  head,  and  languishes,  and  will  not 
speak  to  him  ;  and  he  is  none  the  brighter  for  that,  nor  the  fitter  to 
play  chess  even.  However,  we  are  too  confirmed  in  heresy  now  :  sym- 
bolism is  dead,  and  fancies  fine  no  longer  mingle  with  the  business  of 
life.  Now-a-days,  nobody  cries,  "  Who's  for  punch  ?  " — that  perfect 
mingling  of  the  sweet,  the  sour,  the  weak,  the  strong :  we  take  business 
neat,  and  pleasure  in  cold  water. 

Luckily,  the  musicians  were  called  upon  in  the  present  case,  and  they 
responded  like  musicians.  For  my  part,  I  don't  doubt — nor  does  any- 
body else,  perhaps — that,  in  "  soliciting  the  services  "  of  these  gentlemen, 
the  Commissioners  had  an  insufficient  notion  of  what  they  would  get.  As  it 
happened,  the  musicians  construed  the  invitation  of  the  Commissioners  into 
a  challenge.  Industry  should  not  enjoy  alone  the  honours  of  the  day;  she 
should  divide  them  with  Poetical  Art.  Now  do  we  hear  how  they  have 
answered  the  challenge;  and  from  the  eagerness  of  the  multitude  we  may 
judge  who  are  the  favourites  in  this  best  of  all  contentions,  after  the 
strife  of  good  with  ill.  For  the  first  time  to-day  I  hear  a  pin  drop — I 
think  from  the  throat  of  the  Austrian  general,  whom  I  perceive  to  have 
no  fewer  than  five  various  collars  on.  I  wish  I  could  hear  Avith  equal 
distinctness  the  notes  drop  from  the  throats  of  the  wind  instruments — 
from  the  strings  of  the  fiddles  when  they  come  to  those  soft  passages — 
sweet  (no  doubt)  as  the  rustling  of  leaves  and  fountains  in  the  night. 
Impossible  !  the  architect  has  provided  for  that,  or  rather  that  is  not 
what  he  had  to  provide  for.  Alas,  O  Meyerbeer  !  now  and  then  there 
comes  a  dread  silence  into  your  good  march  as  if  the  life  had  died  out 
of  it,  as  if  the  singing-bird  had  been  stricken  from  the  bough,  as  if  some 
awful  hand  had  stilled  every  leaf  and  suspended  the  falling  drops:  they 
will  never  fall ;  it  is  all  over  with  the  laws  of  nature.  Some  such  feeling 
as  this  is  mine  for  the  space  of  a  most  painful  half  minute;  but,  courage  ! 
there  is  a  braying  again—a  noble  noise.  Subtle  and  beautiful  is  the  way 
in  which  you  have  woven  our  "  Kule  Britannia"  into  the  skirts  of 
your  new  work,  O  musician!  and  in  the  Year  of  Great  Exhibitions  12, 
mu-'ic  is  still  divine. 
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A  great  clapping  of  hands — (it  sounds  rather  like  the  flapping  of  t 
thousand  mighty  wings) — and  a  visible  sympathetic  tremor,  announce  thai 
Mr.  Tennyson's  ode  is  now  to  be  sung  ;  and  this  time  the  silence  ia  tmlj 
of  the  grave.  We  may  pronounce  already,  before  the  music  is  half  through 
that  it  has  been  fitly  wedded  to  the  words;  only  wedded  is  not  the  term  to 
use,  considering  all  things.  Anyhow,  words  and  music,  distinctly  uttered, 
flow  out  upon  our  hearts  with  the  grandeur  of  sea- waves  beating  on 
the  shore  when  the  storm  is  over  and  the  ships  have  gone  down.  They 
flow  over  us,  and  fell  back  in  a  Rad  whisper,  and  roll  on  again,  till  ire 
are  filled  with  their  thought  and  solemnity. 

Perhaps  I  ought  to  say  "  some  of  us,"  for,  to  my  astoni sh merit— (one 
can't  help  noticing  these  little  things) — I  perceive  that  even  when  the 
singers  sing  in  a  sweet  minor — 

"  0  silent  father  of  our  kings  to  be," 

and  so  forth,  we  keep  our  hats  on !  Not  expecting  to  be  made  ashamed, 
I  did  take  mine  off  indeed,  and  so  did  another  gentleman  in  the  vicinity; 
but  of  course  when  we  discovered  our  ridiculous  situation,  we  glanced 
haughtily  on  each  other,  looked  into  our  hats,  and  put  them  on  sgaio. 
It  was  really  very  awkward — almost  as  bad  as  kneeling  in  church  at  the 
wrong  time !  However,  I  suppose  we  are  only  connoisseurs  for  the 
moment,  attentive  to  the  music  which  Dr.  Bennett  composed  and  which 
Mr.  Costa  would  have  nothing  to  do  with.  Very  well ;  only  I  wish  it 
had  been  otherwise  with  a  company  so  respectable,  and  then  I  and  the 
gentleman  opposite  should  not  have  been  made  to  look  foolish. 

Here  is  a  gamin  of  eighty-one  with  another  march : — so  gay,  so  bright, 
so  provoking — it  is  like  the  work  of  an  Auber  of  five-and-twenty. 
Heaven  grant  that  we,  too,  may  keep  our  fancies  young  in  age,  and 
our  thoughts  green  under  its  snows.  And  that  is  all.  The  Bishop  has 
said  his  prayer  ;  the  tremendous  Hallelujah  has  sounded  ;  once  more 
the  National  Anthem  is  sung  ;  the  International  Exhibition  of  1862  is 
declared  Open.  Pomp  dissolves,  barriers  are  removed,  the  crowd  dis- 
perses, and  so  do  I. 

What  an  Exhibition  is  this  I — that  is  the  question.  We  go  up  and 
down,  we  gaze  to  right  and  left,  and  then  much  upon  each  other.  This 
last  is  a  bad  sign  ;  in  armies  it  means  running  away.  And — yes,  I  begin 
to  discover  a  new  significance  in  the  Cairote  fruitseller's  cry.  Yon  know 
it  ?  "  In  the  name  of  the  Prophet,  Figs ! "  O  princes,  home  and  foreign! 
O  magnates  colonial !  0  poet !  O  great  harmonious  masters !  0  mkhtr 
statesmen  !  O  bishop  reverend  ! — hither !  and  while  we  make  prayer* 
and  shout  hallelujahs,  do  you  open  the  shop.  In  the  name  of  Heaven,  tale 
the  shutters  down  ! 

Well,  we  could  have  hoped  for  a  pleasanter  chorus,  after  the  Ilalleln/afl 
and  those  others;  but  such  misadventures  will  happen,  and  disappoint- 
ments arc  good  for  us  in  the  end.  Let  us  remember  that  we  are  all  elerca 
years  older  since  the  Great  Exhibition  of  1851,  and  have  found,  perhaps, 


Digitized  by  Googl 


AT  THE  GREAT  EXHIBITION. 


G71 


that  even  that  was  vanity.  We  know  it  was  a  great  deal  prettier  than  this 
one — and  a  great  deal  better  in  a  most  essential  point.  Humour  was  not 
left  out  of  it ;  nature  was  contained  in  it.  Here  the  eye  wearies  and  the 
heart  thirsts  because  from  end  to  end  of  the  building  they  seek  and  find 
not  a  single  natural  thing.  No  tree,  no  flower,  not  even  (as  yet)  the 
sound  of  an  artificial  fountain,  litis  time  we  have  no  consciousness 
of  the  free  turf  and  the  stream  without,  which  meant — what  doesn't  it 
mean  ?  Come,  the  Koh-i-noor  is  not  everything  ;  on  the  contrary,  it  is 
the  reductio  ad  absvrdum  of  precious  stones.  Don't  you  know  it  is 
worth,  in  the  market,  all  that  Mr.  Browning,  and  I,  and  Mr.  Mill,  and 
Mr.  Dickens,  and  every  English  author  alive  ever  thought,  and  dreamed, 
and  wrote  ?  Why,  I  have  heard  tell  that,  throw  the  Star  of  the  South 
into  the  bargain,  and  you  might  buy  a  Parliament  with  it,  and  rale  the 
world  ;  but  people  who  say  this  are  probably  thinking  of  their  ancestors, 
and  not  of  our  own  time.  Nor  is  soap  everything,  however  finely 
marbled  ;  nor  porcelain,  nor  cutlery,  nor  even  fire-arms.  Doubtless  such 
things  are  of  immense  importance.  They  provoke  invention,  stimulate 
industry,  bring  honour  to  skill,  and  conduce  to  that  general  plenty  which 
is  inseparable  from  general  happiness.  They  make  life  easier,  and  give 
us  a  good  opinion  of  ourselves.  Put  an  end  to  the  labours  of  which  we 
see  here  so  many  rare  examples,  and  states  would  fall  and  churches  decay ; 
existence  would  be  impossible.  And  so  if  you  strangle  me  to  death  I 
shall  die.  But  thaCs  all.  For  the  rest,  it  is  not  an  important  difference 
whether  the  breath  is  in  my  body  or  out  of  it,  if  it  is  only  an  affair  of 
breathing.  The  thing  to  be  dreaded  is  death  in  life — a  breathing  dead 
body ;  and  apprehensive  minds  catch  a  shadow  of  this  dread  when  they 
witness  the  apotheosis  of  unrelieved  materialism.  There  is  always  danger 
of  falling  into  heresy  whenever  we  discu83  the  moral  bearings  of  com- 
merce— one  never  knows  to  what  depth  of  economical  depravity  he  may 
slip.  But  still  a  man  of  religious,  poetical,  supernatural  tendencies — 
crushed  by  the  immensity  of  materialism  here  displayed,  abashed  on 
finding  the  most  sordid  (and  useful)  "  manufactures "  in  the  place  of 
honour,  while  art  is  driven  into  obscure  corners — cannot  help  wondering 
whether  we  are  not  making  too  much  of  our  handiwork  and  our 
appetites.  It  is  the  over-much  that  does  it ;  it  is  the  awful  preponderance 
of  matter  gifted  with  mere  base  use — the  burden  of  the  thought  that, 
here,  it  is  all  to-day — which  renders  the  spectacle  a  weary  one  to  so 
many  eyes. 

Men  have  been  ingeniously  made  mad  by  shutting  them  up  in  a  room, 
of  which  wall,  roof,  and  ceiling  was  a  mirror,  bo  that,  turn  where  they 
would,  there  were  themselves.  The  only  difference  between  our  case  and 
theirs  is,  that  they  suffered  in  solitude  and  we  suffer  in  company :  and 
consequently,  while  they  went  mad,  we  only  go  melancholy.  The  difference 
is  great,  to  be  sure,  but  it  is  only  a  difference  in  degree;  and,  for  my 
part,  had  I  to  choose  between  the  two  places,  I  think  I  would  as  soon  be 
shut  up  alone  in  the  glass  room  as  alone  in  the  nave  here.    Far  better 
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than  either  fate  would  it  be  to  sleep  in  the  heart  of  a  6tone,  as  a  frog  does 
sometimes  :  for  then  one  would  be  spared  not  only  the  contemplation  of 
his  own  useless  carcase  ("  Who  shall  deliver  me  from  the  body  of  this 
death  ?  ")  but  the  spectacle  of  the  painful  shifts,  the  laborious  futilities, 
the  pretty,  sparkling  dead  toys,  which  make  up  life  as  we  have  learned  to 
live.  Of  two  sides,  one.  I  am  now  speaking  as  the  prisoner  would  speak 
— and  that  is  fair,  I  hope.  It  is  fair,  in  viewing  worldly  things,  to  stand 
on  the  borders  of  the  other  world,  as  the  prisoner  would  do ;  and  we  who 
look  about  us  here,  not  as  buyers  and  sellers,  as  producers  and  consumers 
only,  are  forced  on  upon  this  awful  line  by  natural  revulsion — by  thoughts 
and  feelings  not  provided  for,  which  rise  rebellious  and  carry  us  in 
confusion  away. 

These  are  the  words  of  a  sentimentalist,  perhaps :  but  sentimentalists 
as  well  as  other  people  are  invited  to  the  Exhibition,  and  everybody  13 
more  or  less  after  this  kind.  Wherever  they  cease  to  be,  there  death  in 
life  is.  This  is  a  national  affair ;  great  consequences  are  expected  from 
it :  and  in  making  an  estimate  of  tho  benefits  of  such  a  show,  its  effect 
on  our  deeper  sentiments  and  our  better  dreams  is  not  to  be  left  out  of 
the  account.  But  it  may  be  said,  "  If  these  feelings  of  yours  are  aroused 
or  invigorated,  so  much  the  better  for  you:  industry  also  is  encouraged, 
and  all's  well."  No  doubt  that's  tine ;  but  just  now  we  are  only  trying 
to  account  for  the  little  pleasure  the  Exhibition  gives  (quite  unexpectedly) 
— for  the  fact  that  we  come  out  of  its  doors  duller  than  we  go  in ;  that  is  to 
Bay,  more  sensible  of  the  clay  which  is  about  us.  This  is  not  in  every  case 
because  the  sentiments  we  speak  of  have  been  painfully  aroused — as 
often  they  have  been  addled  or  overlaid.  There  are  the  strong,  the  weak, 
and  the  dead.  There  are  souls  which  have  as  yet  no  practical  existence, 
and  some  which  flutter  feebly,  and  some  that  are  vigorous  enough  to  keep 
their  way  or  fight  back  to  it  when  discomfited.  Now,  in  getting  up  an 
exhibition  the  object  of  which  is  to  promote  the  aspirations  of  the  world, 
it  might  have  been  as  well  not  to  leave  the  dead  untouched  by  any  divine 
spark;  not  to  oppress  the  weak  with  such  a  portentous  Bedlam  of  pedlar 
sovereignty,  nor  to  send  the  strong  seeking  after  what  is  better  through 
revolt  at  what  is  good. 

This  our  Commissioners  have  done,  and  thus  they  have  very  much 
destroyed  the  value  of  their  work,  and  made  uncomfortable  everyone  who 
looks  on  it.  The  Bource  of  the  mistake  is  obvious  :  it  is  mirrored  in  our 
recollections  of  the  first  Exhibition.  They  say  the  difference  of  our 
interest  in  the  two  things  consists  in  this :  the  one  was  novel  and  the 
other  is  not.  At  the  same  time,  nobody  doubts  that  were  the  old  show  to 
arise  to-morrow  and  the  new  one  to  disappear,  Kensington  would  again 
be  thronged  with  eager  sightseers.  For  that  was  harmonious.  Heaven's 
work  was  visible  in  it  and  about  it ;  trees  grew  in  it ;  you  knew  it  stood 
upon  the  turf,  from  out  which  those  fountains  might  spring,  virgin ;  free 
birds  chattered  and  sang  there ;  the  very  walls — walls  of  light — seemed 
as  much  a  part  of  the  natural  creation  as  the  work  of  man's  hand. 
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There  wore  our  labours  at  the  feet  of  His,  laid  down  in  the  name  of 
Peace ;  the  one  approved  and  sanctified  the  other,  and  all  our  sympa- 
thies and  aspirations  were  reconciled.  This  time  He  has  not  been  allowed 
to  exhibit.  We  have  bricked  Him  out.  His  place  is  taken  by  Brown, 
Jones,  Robinson  and  Co.,  and  they  have  filled  it  with  the  tanned  skins  of 
His  beasts.  The  result  is,  that  this  second  Exhibition  is  a  dead  thing. 
Compared  with  the  other,  it  is,  almost,  an  auctioneer's  catalogue  to  an 
anthem,  a  vaunt  to  an  offering.  In  the  one  there  was  a  grateful  recog- 
nition of  God's  gifts,  in  the  other  we  find  little  but  goods  for  sale. 

Here  is  one  reason — the  reason  of  a  sentimentalist,  I  admit — why 
the  Great  Exhibition  is  disappointing,  and  more.    I  believe  it  to  be  the 
greatest  reason ;  and  hereafter  shall  all  the  more  regret  to  see  Nature 
shouldered  out  of  our  undertakings,  whenever  she  can  possibly  come  in. 
We  have  no  longer  the  prophets.    It  is  dangerous  to  neglect  what  alone 
can  speak  to  us  with  a  prophet's  tongue,  especially  at  times  when  we  have  a 
mind  to  fall  down  and  worship  our  own  works.    We  have  gone  quite  far 
enough  already  in  that  neglect ;  and  some  of  us,  having,  from  a  too  lazy 
intercourse  with  nature,  forgotten  her  language,  begin  to  regard  her  simply 
as  a  healthy  study,  as  an  agreeable,  fantastic  curiosity.    And  then  there  is 
that  cry  against  Pantheism,  which  has  made  heathens  of  some  otherwise 
most  Christian  folk.    We  all  know  good  men,  who,  in  their  walk  and  con- 
versation, say  to  their  Heavenly  Father,  "  This  cradle  of  a  terrestrial  globe 
in  which  you  have  placed  me  is  extremely  frivolous.    I  perceive,  indeed, 
that  its  hangings  are  very  pretty.    I  feel  that  you  have  bestowed  on  it  a 
mighty  care  for  my  sake — you  so  mighty,  I  so  feeble  and  small — with  aimless 
hands,  with  dazzled,  purblind  eyes,  with  a  tongue  of  foolishness,  and  a  poor 
little  addled  head,  in  which  its  highest  philosophies  and  profoundest 
sciences  leave  nothing  but  Surprise  at  last.    I  am  aware  that  you  have 
added  inscrutable  beauty  to  the  earth  I  tread  on,  the  air  I  breathe, 
my  very  food  and  drink :  but  I  have  a  soul  above  all  this.  Let 
me  have  wings  at  once:  set  me  up  on  the  celestial  piaius.  There 
trees  are  very  good,  pleasant  are  the  fields.    Every  morning  when 
I  wake  I  behold  the  glory  of  the  rising  sun,  which  could  rise  just  as 
well  without  being  glorious,  and  give  as  much  light  and  warmth.  Every 
evening,  ere  I  sleep,  I  observe  its  setting.    I  wake  by-and-by,  and  there 
is  the  profound  beauty  of  the  night.    I  feel,  almost  I  hear  the  harmony  in 
which  these  beautiful  things  are  attuned  to  me — the  ego  with  the  addled 
head.   I  know  the  softness  of  the  south  wind,  the  majesty  of  that  which 
bursts  from  the  north.    I  go  down  to  the  shore,  and  while  the  trees 
nod  overhead,  and  the  grain  whisper  at  my  back,  I  behold  the  sea,  which 
is  the  thought  and  will  of  nature,  as  all  behind  me  is  the  life  and  labour 
and  passions  of  it.     But  how  do  I — a  baby  not  given  to  sugary 
pantheisms — regard  all  this  ?    I  think  it  wonderfully  clever.    I  take  it 
to  be — like  myself — an  enormous  mechanical  curiosity,  and  I  bow  in 
awe  before  the  hand  that  fashioned  it.    Not  that  that  is  all.    I  stand 
amazed  at  the  bounty  displayed  in  these  works.    But  what  does  it  come 
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to  ?  Plain,  cloud,  and  sea,  arc,  indeed,  delightful  to  the  eye ;  but  I 
despise  the  delights  of  the  eye.  The  west  wind  has  its  adagios,  the  north 
wind  roars  its  sublime  crescendos  over  the  oak  trees  and  among  the  pine*. 
I  am  very  thankful,  but  that  is  not  the  music  for  me.  The  tree  over 
my  head  is  not  only  beauty,  but  shelter — and  firewood ;  the  grain  that 
whispers  here,  growing  up  to  my  hand,  affords  nourishing  food-  Who 
can  help  admiring  the  beneficence  which  has  provided  these  things  (and  I 
take  it,  that  to  excite  our  admiration  is  what  they  were  created  for)  :  but 

I  look  above  the  joys  of  this  world.    They  are  nothing  to  me."  Now, 

this  is  awful  language,  properly  considered  ;  but,  whenever  you  stand  up 
for  nature,  and  any  gentleman  knocks  you  down  with  pantheism,  I  recom- 
mend you  to  repeat  it  to  him  as  a  warning  of  the  length  to  which  hti 
views  may  carry  even  an  earnest,  pious  mind. 

And  now  that  we  have  done  with  moral  gossiping  for  the  present,  we 
will  be  just,  and  admit  that  in  one  thing  our  Exhibition  is  really  great : 
in  its  magnificent  picture-gallery.    Nothing  that  we  have  said  can  possibly 
apply  to  this ;  but,  unluckily,  it  does  not  seem  to  be  in  the  Exhibition,  but 
to  be  a  thing  apart  from  it.    Of  course,  it  is  not  so  in  fact ;  but  I  hare 
been  talking  all  this  while  about  the  general  effect  of  the  show  on  our 
minds,  which,  I  am  afraid,  even  this  worthiest  part  of  it  does  not 
materially  alter.    And  it  must  be  remembered  that  it  is  the  general  effect 
we  shall  have  to  deal  with  by-and-by,  just  as  the  crops  have  to  do  with 
the  weather  in  general,  and  not  with  this  shower  of  rain  or  that  warm 
day.    Therefore,  I#wish  I  had  seen  nothing  at  Brorapton  but  the  picture- 
gallery.    Here,  at  last,  we  find  ourselves  in  regions  where  we  may  indulge 
a  comfortable  pride,  which  cannot  be  so  well  done  in  a  congress  conn  ned 
for  the  greater  ease  and  glorification  of  the  carcase.    This  is  a  parlia- 
ment of  nature  and  human  nature — a  convocation  of  thought  and  skill,  of 
art  and  devotion,  of  teaching  and  striving,  of  triumph  and  homage  and 
pleasure.    Whatever  we  know  of  right  and  wrong,  of  the  beauty  and 
thought  of  created  things,  of  the  glories,  and  dangers,  and  terrors  of  this 
life — we  may  see  revealed  somewhere  here,  so  far  as  the  human  hand 
can  do  it.    We  sec  all  that  has  been  attained  in  this  way  for  a  hundred 
years ;  and,  from  that  standpoint,  more  of  what  must  for  ever  remain 
unattainable.    There  is  no  mind  so  muscular  as  not  to  stretch  to  a  wider 
conception  of  what  man  is,  and  the  Maker  of  man,  in  a  single  day  s 
consideration  of  these  pictures.    The  more  the  one  triumphs,  the  more  the 
other  is  exalted;  and  thus  looking  at  pictures  is  not  only  a  delight,  but 
a  religious  exercise.     The  very  mistakes,  the  mannerisms,  the  short- 
comings, the  exaggerations  of  half-blind  effort  we  behold  here,  are  lessons 
in  life  and  studies  of  mankind.    Such  lessons,  no  doubt,  arc  only  for  a 
few,  but  these  few  are  in  some  way  instructors  of  the  rest ;  while  there 
are  a  hundred  other  bits  of  subtle  teaching  not  too  fine  for  the  densest 
intellect.    Go  and  look  at  Lancrct  (if  he  is  here)  and  then  at  Hogarth, 
and  see  what  you  make  of  that,  over  and  above  what  the  pictures  prvteod 
to  telL    There  is  a  sufficient  moral  education  to  be  got  out  of  the  coin- 
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parison,  which  occurs  to  everybody.  Moreover,  llie  mere  physical  aspect 
of  things  becomes  clearer  to  many  of  U9  in  a  picture  than  in  the  reality. 
A  man  who  has  walked  about  his  fields  for  twenty  years  sees  them  painted 
by  Gainsborough,  and  then  begins  to  understand  them.  We  know  the 
beauty  of  the  honeysuckle  much  better  when  wc  have  discovered  what 
wonderful  use  it  has  been  put  to  in  formal  stone  ornament  ;  and  I  doubt 
whether  many  people  would  get  so  distinct  a  view  of  the  technical  beauty 
of  the  human  frame  from  the  model  as  from  the  true  picture.  From  the 
one  we  get  sensation ;  from  the  other  perception.  The  original,  whether 
in  nature  or  human  nature,  is  so  vaguely  great  :  we  want  a  neat,  precise 
translation,  without  too  much  of  that  restless,  palpitating  life  which 
distracts  our  senses  and  makes  our  thoughts  a  dream. 

Whatever  is  true  of  painting  is  true  also  of  sculpture,  with  a  difference. 
There  are  many  beautiful  works  in  stone  here,  and  wc  like  them  all  the 
better  when  we  find  that  our  own  countrymen  arc  so  excellent.  But 
an  Englishman  ought  to  be  very  sure  of  his  sentiments  before  he  allows 
himself  to  talk  rapturously  of  sculpture,  for  naturally  it  is  not  an  art  which 
strikes  kindly  in  our  minds.  They  want  more  southing  for  that;  not 
more  warmth,  but  more  of  that  effulgence,  that  thin,  fine  illumination 
which  belongs  to  races  born  nearer  to  the  sun.  The  Greek  populace 
probably  found  as  much  delight  in  their  statues  as  our  populace  find  in 
flowers  ;  but  the  cold  beauty,  the  inexplicable  harmony  of  sculpture,  only 
puzzles  our  people.  They  almost  resent  the  simple,  subtle  meanings  which 
they  never  can  catch,  and  disjoint,  and  devour,  alter  our  northern  manner 
of  dealing  with  such  things.  And  so  it  will  always  be.  Some  genius  or 
much  refinement  is  necessary  before  you  begin  to  comprehend  the  sculp- 
tor's work;  and  then  the  mind  accepts  it  as  a  luxury  which  soothes  rather 
than  inspires  its  more  active  and  useful  principles. 

However,  it  is  not  for  me  to  chatter  about  the  uses  of  sculpture  or 
painting ;  they  are  known  by  everybody,  from  my  lord  who  "collects"  down 
to  my  lord's  least  peasant,  who  buys  him  a  picture  of  the  twelve  apostles  to 
solemnize  his  cabin.  Only  too  much  can  never  be  said  of  them,  nor  can  they 
be  multiplied  too  often ;  and  therefore  should  wc  rcjoico  in  having  here 
in  London  such  a  magnificent,  and  various,  and  instructive  gallery.  When 
I  think  of  it,  I  am  almost  inclined  to  unsay  what  I  have  said  of  the  show 
in  general.  Yet,  no ! — the  show  in  general  is  a  different  thing  from  this 
show  in  particular. 

The  reflection  adds  nothing  to  our  satisfaction — but  how  silent  we  arc 
.about  peace  and  millennial  progress  this  time  I  This  would  not  be  of  so 
much  importance  if  the  silence  would  only  be  still.  But  it  isn't  still.  It 
turns  and  stirs  like  an  unquiet  conscience  ;  and  we  know  it.  It  pervades 
the  nave  and  the  courts  here  like  a  ghost,  craving  either  to  be  laid 
formally  and  once  for  all  in  the  Channel,  or  brought  to  life  again.  We 
certainly  ought  to  do  one  thing  or  the  other,  for  this  is  entirely  a  ghost 
of  our  own  creating.  Like  Huldbraud,  in  Fouqud's  story— the  knight 
"quick  to  love  and  quick  to  fight" — we  gave  our  Undine  (that  is,  the 
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first  Exhibition,  you  know)  a  soul;  and  presently  lost  our  temper,  and 
took  to  fighting  again,  and  began  anew  our  old  contention  with  that 
powerful  water-spirit  the  French  Minister  of  Marine :  so  the  poor  son!, 
which  after  that  could  neither  remain  on  earth  with  us  nor  go  to  heaven,  fici 
to  limbo ;  and  now  here  it  is  haunting  ua  and  our  wretched  new  Bertakk. 
Let  us  hope  our  case  will  be  carried  no  farther  than  this  point  in  tie 
story.  The  retribution  which  befel  the  knight  is  too  much ;  and  yet 
Monsieur  Kuhleborn  may  come  one  of  these  days,  after  all,  with  an  excess 
of  iron  war-ships,  and  blow  us  into  the  sea.  For  us,  if  not  for  cur 
Undine — for  us,  if  not  for  all  the  universe — there  will  then  be  peace  enough. 
But  what  will  the  world  do  for  cutlery  ? 

Meantime,  it  is  some  punishment  already  to  know  tliat  Captain  Fowkes 
building,  like  another  Great  Exhibition,  is  paved  with  good  intentions — to 
feel  the  stir  of  that  shame- faced  cowardly  silence — to  meet  this  reproachful 
ghost  at  every  turn.    From  one  court  it  is  never  absent :  that  devoted 
to  marine  architecture  and  military  engineering.    Here  are  some  very 
pretty  objects  for  contemplation,  whether  their  purpose  be  considered,  or 
the  rank  they  take  as  products  of  invention  and  skill.    I  am  not  going 
to  talk  in  Ercles'  vein,  or  Swift  s,  about  the  purpose  of  these  dreadful 
engines.    We  cannot  help  it :  it  is  forced  on  us.    We  shaU  never  fight 
again  unless  we  are  obliged  to  do  so  in  defence  of  our  lives,  our  poesesaens, 
our  liberty,  our  honour,  our  Don  Pacifico.    And  when  our  last  Adsum  is 
said,  should  the  Master  make  any  inquiry  about  this  fighting,  we  know 
what  to  say.    It  wasn't  us — we  didn't  begin  it — it  was  the  other  boy. 
Seriously,  there  is  no  avoiding  warlike  works ;  and  alas  for  the  fiict  1  But 
when  we  have  gone  all  through  the  Exhibition,  observing  the  finish  and 
ingenuity  of  its  labours  of  peace,  we  are  not  a  little  struck  at  finding 
greater  finish,  greater  ingenuity,  and  more  meaning  grace  in  its  works 
of  war.    At  any  rate,  this  is  what  I  find  in  them — dazed,  perhaps,  by  the 
contrast  they  make  to  the  usefulnesses  and  prettinesses  around  them,  and 
fevered  by  the  suggestions  they  inspire.    But  look  at  this  model  of  an 
"  ironside" — what  a  terrible  beauty  it  has ! — what  weight,  vastness,  swift- 
ness, strength  1    What  becomes  of  your  webs,  and  your  pottery,  and  ycur 
goldsmith's  work  after  this  ?    To  my  mind,  there  is  neither  pot  nor  pan 
in  the  place,  no  material  piece  of  work  whatever,  so  perfect  after  its  kind. 
Has  Mr.  Gibson's  Venus  much  more  life  in  it  ?    Does  it  look  more  as 
if  it  could  move  and  do  ?    I  am  not  a  sculptor  myself,  and  I  don't  think 
so.    And  a  statue  is  a  strict  imitation  of  the  very  image  of  life ;  while 
a  ship,  the  nearest  approach  to  a  created  thing  that  man  ever  accom- 
plished, is  invented  upon  obscure  models ;  therefore,  so  much  the  more  is 
the  wonder  that  it  should  look  as  if  it  could  move  of  its  own  motion  acd 
do  of  its  own  will.    In  fact,  the  builders  have  always  had  it  pretty  much 
their  own  way.    What  the  builders  of  cathedrals  were  at  one  time,  the 
builders  of  slups  are  now :  the  chiefest  handiworkers  in  the  world,  all 
things  considered.    Observe  the  difference :  at  one  time  cathedrals,  at  the 
present  time  ships,  and  especially  ships  of  war.  Well,  this,  too,  we  cannot 
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help,  I  suppose ;  and  it  is  something  that  the  skill  which  piled  up  those 
pious  dreams  in  stone  has  not  left  the  world  altogether,  since  the  millennial 
city  has  yet  to  be  built. 

Then  the  guns,  the  Whitworths  and  Armstrongs.  Cellini  never 
wrought  more  painfully  at  his  metal-work  than  the  gun-founder  has  done 
at  his.  Palissy  bestowed  no  more  patient  ingenuity  on  his  pots,  or  worked 
through  greater  difficulties  to  a  perfecter  result.  That,  of  course,  is  the 
test :  the  difficulty  to  be  surmounted,  the  degree  of  perfection  attained ; 
and  the  engine  of  destruction  here  is  as  great  an  effort  of  human  skill, 
probably,  as  any  vase  that  ever  was  fashioned.  (We  will  leave  the 
ancients  out  of  the  account,  if  you  insist.)  Exactness  is  always 
beautiful :  how  exact,  how  true  these  guns  appear  !  You  feel  as  you  look 
on  them  that  they  are  inevitable.  They  have  the  fascination  of  a  perfect 
circle,  with  nowhere  a  grain  too  little,  nowhere  a  grain  too  much.  I 
daresay  this  is  not  the  case  in  fact,  just  as  there  is  no  such  tiling  as  a 
perfect  circle ;  but  such  is  the  impression  the  guns  evidently  make  on  all 
beholders :  you  may  see  it  in  their  faces.  The  same  fitness,  the  same 
combination  of  contending  essential  qualities — as  strength,  lightness, 
capacity,  little  bulk,  and  so  on — appear  to  a  wonder  in  the  ambulances, 
and  gun-carriages,  and  warlike  works  of  that  sort;  and  the  spectator 
turns  away  from  them  convinced,  that  amidst  all  the  various  labours 
of  man,  he  sees  here  the  nearest  approach  to  ultimate  perfection. 

No  wonder  the  ghost  of  1851  is  so  restless.  Peace,  so  loudly  invoked 
to  the  first  Exhibition,  scarcely  expected  to  see  this  as  a  result  of  it  in 
the  second.  Nor  did  we  who  were  not  Peace ;  but  once  again,  there  is  no 
help  for  it.  Unless  we  have  all  along  mistaken  the  value  of  life  and 
honour,  and  our  right  to  maintain  them,  these  are  good  works  too; 
and  if  we  cannot  be  proud  of  them,  they  fill  our  sublunary  souls  with 
contentment. 

No,  not  quite  full,  either.  It  might  be  otherwise  if  we  happened  to 
be  a  nation  of  Frenchmen ;  but  we  are  Britons,  seamen,  sons  of  sea-kings, 
rulers  of  the  waves,  and  whatever  satisfaction  we  may  find  in  improved 
artillery  is  dashed  with  a  regret  and  a  dread.  These  guns  have  made  an 
end  of  our  ships ;  they  have  swept  the  seas  of  half  their  poetry,  and 
cut  all  the  romance,  all  the  heart,  all  the  inspiration,  out  of  naval  war- 
fare. In  future,  our  heroes  will  be  sent  to  sea  in  pontoons ;  and  how 
hard  they  will  find  it  to  be  heroes  and  stokers  at  the  same  time ! — to  find 
glory  in  the  collision  of  a  sort  of  hermetically -sealed  sardine  -  boxes  I 
The  savages  (hitherto  esteemed  peculiarly  rude  because  of  their  style  of 
fighting)  who  settle  their  quarrels  by  butting  their  heads  together,  may  now 
hold  up  those  heads  with  the  bravest  and  most  intelligent  naval  strategists 
in  Europe.  The  Nelson  of  the  next  age  will  never  dare  to  open  an  oyster  ; 
ho  will  blush  till  his  blue  riband  is  crimson  with  confusion,  whenever 
he  sees  a  magpie  run  his  beak  into  a  snail-shell  or  crack  it  on  a  stone. 
This  is  what  the  artillery  revolution  has  done  for  us :  it  has  degraded 
naval  warfare  below  the  dignity  of  faction-fighting.    Before,  all  that  was 
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sublimcst  in  warfare  was  seen  in  a  sea-fight;  there  was  a  romance  in  it  that 
sung  its  own  song  in  the  homeliest  mind,  which  no  poet  ever  found  in 
the  shock  of  armies  ;  and  we  were  the  greatest  sea-fighters  the  world 
could  show.  Now,  every  baggy  little  Zouave  may  pull  his  moustache  at 
what  was  once  a  tar,  and  is  now — what  is  he  ?  We  are  leveHed.  We 
can  boast  no  more  of  the  good  sea  salt  that  strengthened  our  blood  and 
braced  our  arms  so  long :  we  shall  be  advised  by  the  insulting  foe  to 
keep  it  for  the  curing  of  fish.  They  will  deride  Dibdin,  and  beat  us, 
perhaps,  according  to  our  own  Cocker.  The  British  seaman's  Manual 
is  henceforward  a  Mechanics'  Guide ;  he  will  no  longer  be  the  demi-god 
who  winged  himself  with  the  winds,  and  won  victories  by  those  ocean 
terrors  which  he  alone  had  learned  to  despise.  You  see  I  don't  discuss 
the  petty  question  as  to  what  attractions  there  are  now  for  brave  men  to 
enter  on  a  sea  life  for  Queen  and  country,  but  go  to  the  root  of  the 
matter.  I  say  our  greatest  glory  as  a  fighting  nation  is  gone  :  we  are 
reduced  to  a  level  with  the  foreigners.  That  they  are  more  likely  to  beat 
us  now  on  the  sea  than  before  we  need  not  fear  ;  but  there  was  no  moral 
prestige  in  the  victory  of  the  brass  pot  which  (in  JBsop)  smashed  the 
thing  of  clay,  as  they  floated  down  the  stream  together. 

A  poet  should  take  this  subject  for  his  verse,  now  while  the  change 
is  going  on  before  his  eyes.  It  ought  not  to  be  left  to  prattlers  like  the 
present  writer,  or  to  those  who  see  only  improvement  in  every  change. 
Before  the  last  of  our  Fighting  Temeraires  is  towed  to  her  last  berth  by 
a  fussy,  snorting  little  steam-tug,  like  a  demagogue  in  a  black  satin 
waistcoat — before  naval  warfare  becomes  nothing  else  than  a  collision  of 
rams  and  turtles — I  should  like  to  see  compared  with  those  vessels  the  old 
living  ship ;  herself  flying,  chasing,  fighting — herself  maimed,  crippled, 
sinking,  conscious  that  she  has  done  her  best,  or  sailing  slowly  home  with 
a  worthy  enemy  at  her  stern.  See  her  in  pursuit  of  her  foe — her  white 
wings  spread  abroad  to  catch  every  breath,  her  breast  heaving  and 
panting  as  she  ploughs  through  the  waters.  She  tacks  as  he  tack*, 
doubles  as  he  doubles,  overhauls  him,  bares  her  teeth,  and  the  battle 
begins.  There  goes  a  mast :  she  is  winged  and  hampered  by  the  broken 
limb,  but  fights  on.  Her  side  is  rent,  her  breast  is  wounded  ;  she  reels 
under  the  blow,  shakes  herself,  recovers,  and  is  at  it  again.  Now  her 
rudder  is  shot  away — her  precious  legs,  as  Dibdiu  might  have  said  ;  and 
then,  like  good  Sir  Henry  Witherington,  she  "  fights  upon  her  stumjB." 

 This  is  a  ship:  a  thing  which  has  as  much  personality,  and  is  aa 

well  worth  fighting  for,  as  one's  country  itself.  Her  men,  who  know  her 
best,  think  so,  at  any  rate.  To  them  her  character  is  of  enough  import- 
ance to  be  proud  or  ashamed  of,  as  the  case  may  be.  They  talk  of  what 
she  will  do,  and  what  she  won't  do,  as  if  she  possessed  a  sentient  existence, 
and  was,  at  the  worst,  a  Bort  of  capricious,  cantankerous,  brave  little 
beauty.  That's  all  gone — the  love  of  sailors  for  their  ships ;  for  who 
would  care  about  the  character  of  an  iron  turtle — a  character  entirely 
conferred  on  it  by  a  thick  hide  and  Messrs.  Penn  and  Co.'s  marine  engines  ? 
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This  is  indeed  to  suffer  a  sea  change,  by  which,  too,  we  gain  absolutely 
nothing.  It  is  all  loss — a  loss  not  only  of  national  prestige,  but  much  of 
what  little  poetry  was  left  to  adorn  life  and  death.  We  are  no  moro 
secure  from  our  enemies  behind  a  fleet  of  ironsides  than  wc  were  behind 
our  wooden  walls ;  and  conflicts  which  hardihood,  skill,  courage,  humanity, 
heroism,  had  all  a  chance  of  glorifying,  are  now  reduced  to  a  game  of 
ignoble  destruction.  How  much  less  shall  we  love  the  sea  after  this,  I 
wonder  ?  How  much  less  will  the  sea  love  us  (as  heretofore  she  baa 
seemed  to  do),  who  adorned  her  with  our  terrible  beautiful  ships,  when 
we  have  converted  our  gifts  into  miracles  of  ugliness,  and  vex  her 
with  mere  dull  slaughter  ?  One  vessel  cracks  another  like  an  egg,  and 
spills  the  sprawling,  helpless  contents  into  her  bosom.  What  sea  would 
like  that  ?  I  may  ask.  Is  this  a  generous  return  for  the  bounties  of  so 
fair  and  noble  a  mistress,  who  rocked  us  in  our  Scandinavian  cradles,  who 
stood  by  us  like  a  lioness  by  her  cub  till  we  went  alone,  and  has  since 
bestowed  on  us  every  worldly  good  we  possess,  from  our  freedom,  our 
riches,  and  our  glory,  down  to  our  apple-trees  ?  For  she  gives  us  a  climate : 
she  sends  the  warm  South  to  us  on  her  Gulf  Stream,  because  otherwise  her 
best  sons  and  truest  lovers  would  live  in  perpetual  ice  and  snow. 

These  are  fanciful  inquiries,  no  doubt,  and  must  be  disposed  of  in 
those  regions  of  the  mind  where  questions  are  courteously  entertained  but 
never  answered.  Still,  they  have  some  real  significance  if  they  spring 
from  a  consciousness  that  a  mighty  tradition  is  broken — that  that  which) 
politically,  served  to  distinguish  us  most  from  other  nations,  and  above  other 
nations,  has  ceased  :  in  this  sense  it  is  something  more  than  fanciful  to  feel 
that  the  sea  has  lost  confidence  in  us,  and  we  have  lost  confidence  in  the 
sea,  A  great  sustaining  sentiment  is  in  peril;  and  historical  observers 
know  what  such  a  sentiment  is  worth  to  any  people.  And  this  all  comes 
of  "  improved  artillery."  I  devoutly  wish  we  had  never  gone  beyond  a 
32 -pounder,  so  that  there  might  still  have  been  seamen,  so  that  our  war- 
ships might  still  have  kept  the  old  models  of  nautilus  and  sea-gull — true 
creatures  of  the  deep — and  not  have  been  degraded  into  the  likeness  of 
lubberly,  muddy,  shore-crawling  turtles.  The  change  is  inevitable,  but 
far  from  good.  And  wo  should  be  warned  hereby  not  to  make  too  much 
of  some  other  advancements  we  see  about  us  here.  The  shirt  spun  by  our 
women's  own  hands  of  old  had  a  virtue  in  it  which  nothing  from  Man- 
chester looms  can  pretend  to ;  and  thus  it  is  with  everything  else,  more 
or  less. 

The  reflections  which  arise  as  we  contemplate  these  engines  of  war  in 
the  presence  of  1851,  remind  us  that  the  music  and  the  ode  we  have 
just  heard  have  some  significance  too.  There  was  no  "  Praise  God  from 
whom  all  blessings  flow  "  to-day  as  on  that  other  memorable  first  of  May 
(if  I  remember  aright),  but  especially  two  marches,  warlike,  aggressive, 
triumphal  things,  very  much  made  up  of  Rule  Britannia.  The  ode, 
indeed,  was  inspired  with  far  different  meanings;  but  it  was  in  a  minority, 
which  we  all  acquiesced  in  as  at  least  convenient. 
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"  Uplift  a  thousand  voices  full  and  sweet 
In  this  wide  hull  with  earth's  invention  stored, 
And  praise  the  invisible  universal  Lord  !  " 

No  soul  could  fail  to  be  touched  by  this  thanksgiving,  nor  by  the  mis- 
givings lurking  in  the  next  complementary  line, — 

— "  Who  let  once  more  in  peace  the  nations  meet." 

It  was  then,  I  think,  that  that  dread  silence  we  spoke  of  began  to  stir. 
The  ghost  came  in  :  the  ode  began  to  be  uncomfortable.  The  most 
harmonious  enumeration  of  our  treasures — our  "secrets  of  the  sullen 
mine,  steel  and  gold,  and  corn  and  wine,  fabric  rough  or  fairy  fine " — 
gave  us  less  contentment  than  it  should  have  done,  because  we  knew  wc 
should  presently  be  reminded  in  plain  language  of  what  we  knew  too 
well — how  liberally  wc  had  mixt— 

"  As  life  is  mixt  with  pain, 

The  works  of  peace  with  works  of  war." 

Now  that  is  precisely  what  we  were  trying  not  to  think  of.  Will  ever  a 
time  come  when  life  shall  be  unmixt  with  pain,  or  works  of  peace  with 
works  of  war?  When,  O  Poet!  shall  we  seo  the  day  when  each  man 
will— 

"  Find  his  own  in  all  men's  good, 
And  all  men  work  in  noble  brotherhood, 
Breaking  their  mailed  fleets  and  armed  towers 
And  ruling  by  obeying  Nature's  powers." 

Twelve  years  ago  there  was  a  poet  and  a  prophet  in  every  newspaper,  who 
told  us  the  blessed  era  had  begun — we  were  already  so  clever  and  good. 
We  believed  them,  and  became  drunken  in  our  own  conceit;  strife  followed, 
as  it  follows  on  all  drunkenness;  and  we  presently  woke  with  bruised 
heads,  reddened  hands,  rebellious  hearts,,  and  our  fine  robe  of  peace 
hanging  in  rags  about  our  savage  human  limbs.  The  memory  of  all  this 
rises  at  us  here  with  an  almost  wicked  gloom.  Wc  arc  sulky.  Do  not 
mock  us,  Mr.  Tennyson,  nor  bring  your  "  fruits  of  peace  and  all  her 
flowers  "  to  strew  on  hearts  whose  bitterness  consumes  them  as  they  fall. 
Fruits  for  army  hospitals !  Flowers  for  fodder  !  You,  too,  know  what 
you  know,  when  all  is  sung. 

"  And  is  the  goal  so  far  away  ? 
Far — how  far  no  man  can  say : 
Let  us  have  our  dream  to-day."» 

That  is  the  note !  Let  us  dream  of  Hancock  and  the  trophy  of  patent 
candles. 

But  I  won't  allow  myself  to  be  so  bitter  as  to  leave  off  here.  Besides,  it 
is  thought  a  mark  of  imbecility  in  our  time  to  grumble  against  what  we 
suggest  no  remedy  for;  and  no  man  of  ordinary  self-respect  will  expose 
himself  to  such  an  imputation  if  he  can  help  it.  My  suggestion  may 
not  be  a  very  practicable  one,  though  that  difficulty  might  be  provided 
for  in  time  by  establishing  a  School  of  Moral  Engineering. 
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Let  us  have  another  Exhibition — say,  in  1872 — in  which  shall  bo 
tdjown  all  the  latest  improvements  in  the  human  heart — all  the  most 
recent  discoveries  in  the  art  of  loving  one  another — trophies  from  the 
most  distant  adventures  in  the  life  that  is  to  be  for  ever.  If  any  simpler 
processes  of  this  or  that  virtue  be  found  out,  they  should  be  exhibited  in 
their  natural  order,  and  the  mistakes,  the  6tumbling-blocks,  the  tangles 
and  mazes  of  the  old  inferior  process  be  displayed  side  by  side  with  the 
new  one.  While  special  courts  should  be  assigned  to  the  exhibition  of 
cardinal  virtues — in  the  rough,  and  refined  according  to  the  newest 
methods — the  public  should  be  particularly  invited  to  send  in  their 
domestic  virtues :  these  would  afford  a  most  useful  field  of  comparison 
and  improvement.  Prizes  should  be  offered  for  certain  inventions  which 
Lave  become  a  daily  want:  a  moral  drag-chain  for  backsliding,  a  test  for 
impalpable  lies,  a  calumny-detector,  a  powder  for  the  extermination  of 
those  envies  and  jealousies  which,  too  small  to  devour,  but  big  enough 
to  irritate,  form  the  parasites  that  feed  upon  our  moral  nature.  A  mind 
bred  in  ignorance  and  crime — taken  at  random  from  some  alley — and 
another  reared  in  an  enlightened  household,  might  be  displayed  side  by 
tide;  their  condition  at  various  stages  of  development,  together  with  its 
ultimate  sum,  would  afford  a  curious  and  wholesome  study.  The  virtues 
—our  newest  improvements  in  Christianity,  our  latest  discoveries  in  the 
science  of  holy  living  and  dying — should  be  exhibited  in  the  full  light  of  a 
crystal  palace  ;  the  vices  should  be  deposited  in  an  "annex,"  which  should 
1  c  darkened  to  the  blackness  of  night  on  juvenile  days,  and  entered  by 
attendants  in  san-benito  shirts,  bearing  torches. 
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Every  now  and  then  the  non-military  world  finds  the  newspapers  filled 
for  weeks  together  with  the  grievances  of  some  officer,  who  is  supposed  to 
have  said  or  done  something  unworthy  of  the  character  of  an  officer  sod 
gentleman ;  and  the  matter  is  generally  so  managed  that  the  public  is 
presented  with  a  history  delivered  upon  oath  of  every  quarrel  which  ever 
happened  in  the  regiment  for  months  or  perhaps  years  together.     Ncr  is 
this  all.    The  officers  and  gentlemen  who  give  evidence  before  court* 
which  are  considered  as  the  very  models  and  patterns  of  courts  of  hononr, 
generally  manage  to  throw  mud  at  each  other's  characters,  to  an  extent 
seldom  practised  by  civilians.     Imputations  of  malice,  conspiracy,  a.%d 
perjury  are  exchanged  on  all  sides;  and  the  result  generally  is,  that 
whatever  becomes  of  the  original  charge,  half-a-dozen  officers  come  out 
of  court  in  a  most  unenviable  condition ;  and  accusations  enough  are  ex- 
changed in  court  and  in  the  newspapers  to  make  the  regiment  a  hell  f>r 
months  or  years  to  come.     Most  of  our  readers  wilt  remembtr  ibe 
notorious  Windsor  court-martial,  in  which  all  the  dirty  linen  of  the 
4Gth  Regiment  was  washed  before  the  public  for  several  weeks  together, 
for  tho  sake  of  ascertaining  how  far  Lieutenant  Perry  was  entitled  to 
the  character  of  an  officer  and  a  gentleman.    The  4th  Dragoon  Guardj 
have  just  treated  themselves  to  a  similar  scandal ;  and  a  large  proportion 
of  the  officers  in  that  distinguished  corps,  from  the  colonel  down  to  the 
cornets,  have  had  the  pleasure  of  contradicting  each  other  upon  oath,  for 
the  satisfaction  of  the  public,  for  upwards  of  a  month.    Any  one  vho 
knows  what  small  and  isolated  societies  are  like  will  be  able  to  form  a 
vivid  notion  of  the  degree  in  which  such  an  indulgence  will  contribute  10 
the  comfort  and  efficiency  of  the  gallant  regiment  in  question.    A  per- 
gonal quarrel  between  twenty  or  thirty  men  who  are  compelled  to  live 
together,  and  to  depend  upon  each  other  for  almost  everything,  whether 
they  like  it  or  not,  is  a  public  misfortune,  when  the  efficiency  of  i 
regiment  depends  on  their  harmony  and  good-feeling. 

These  remarks  arc  not  intended  to  serve  as  a  foundation  for  any  cf 
those  denunciations  of  the  army  which  were  once  in  fashion.  It  would 
be  equally  false  and  ungracious  to  impute  to  such  a  body  as  the  officers  of 
the  English  army  a  pretence  to  a  puritanical  regard  for  honour  coupled 
with  the  practice  of  perjury  and  conspiracy  against  any  member  of  their 
body  who  might  happen,  justly  or  otherwise,  to  become  unpopular.  The 
truth  is,  that  the  scandals  which  sometimes  arise  at  courts-martial  prove, 
not  that  the  level  of  morality  in  the  army  is  low,  but  that  military  men  do 
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not  understand  the  art  of  determining  the  differences  which  arise  amongst 
them  in  an  expeditions  manner,  and  with  a  minimum  of  scandal.  This  is 
no  fault  of  theirs.  The  management  of  trials  is  an  art,  like  other  things, 
and  there  are  few  arts  in  which  the  dictates  of  instructed  and  uninstructed 
common  sense  are  more  at  variance. 

It  frequently  happens  that  laymen  who  have  never  had  occasion  to 
turn  their  attention  systematically  to  the  subject  of  litigation,  feel 
themselves  shocked  by  some  real  or  apparent  instance  of  hardship  pro- 
duced by  technical  rules.  They  assert  that  such  rules  are  mere  fancies) 
invented  by  persons  interested  in  confusing  and  puzzling  a  plain  subject, 
and  that  if  such  matters  were  left  to  the  discretion  of  men  of  plain, 
straightforward  good  sense,  they  would  be  readily  settled,  and  would  be 
found  to  involve  no  substantial  difficulty  at  all.  This  sounds  extremely 
plausible,  but  it  is  altogether  n  mistake,  and  a  very  important  one.  Captain 
Robertson's  court-martial  is  interesting  and  instructive  to  the  world  at 
large,  principally  because  it  shows  that  though  no  one  can  doubt  the 
experience,  the  desire  to  do  justice,  or  the  technical  knowledge  of  the 
members  of  the  court-martial,  they  formed  a  very  bad  tribunal,  though 
according  to  the  common  theory  just  mentioned  they  ought  to  have 
formed  a  very  good  one.  They  permitted  themselves  to  be  hampered 
by  no  technical  rules  at  all,  and  inquired  into  every  matter  which  could 
be  considered  as  connected,  even  in  the  most  remote  and  casual  manner, 
with  the  principal  question  under  discussion.  In  a  word,  they  acted 
exclusively  on  the  dictates  of  plain  common  sense,  and  therefore  the  result 
which  they  brought  out  is  a  perfect  illustration  of  the  degree  in  which  that 
excellent  quality  is  competent  to  regulate  complicated  technical  matters 
without  technical  guidance. 

A  short  outline  of  the  evidence  given  in  Captain  Robertson's  case  may 
make  this  intelligible.  We  purposely  abstain  from  expressing  any  opinion 
as  to  the  merits  of  the  case,  and  the  degree  of  credit  to  be  attached  to  the 
witnesses,  as  our  object  is  to  observe  upon  the  working  of  the  system  of 
courts-martial,  apart  from  the  details  of  the  particular  case  which  has 
brought  the  matter  under  the  notice  of  the  public. 

On  the  17th  October,  1860,  Captain  Robertson  was  at  the  Army  and 
Navy  Club,  and  hearing  that  Colonel  Dickson,  the  trustee  of  his  marriage 
settlement,  was  dining  there,  sent  a  message,  asking  to  see  him.  Colonel 
Dickson  refused,  and  Captain  Robertson  waited  in  the  Club  till  Colonel 
Dickson  came  out,  when  he  asked  him  when  certain  business  was  to  be 
settled.  Colonel  Dickson  seems  to  have  considered  Captain  Robertson's 
manner  offensive,  and  he  describes  his  proceedings  in  consequence  as 
follows: — "  I  said,  this  is  no  place  to  speak  about  business,  and  I  told  you 
before  I  Would  have  nothing  to  say  to  it  except  through  the  lawyers.  He 
then  insisted  on  continuing  the  conversation,  and  I  said,  when  I'm  done  with 
you  legally,  Til  settle  with  you  personally,  and  for  your  cowardly  and  black- 
guard conduct  to  ,  certain  persons  whom  I  named.    Captain  Durant 

then  passed  by  where  I  was ;  I  called  to  him  and  said. — '  Bear  witness  to 
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what  I  say :  this  is  Captain  Robertson,  4th  Dragoon  Guards,  and  I  tell 
him  again,  that  I'll  horsewhip  him ;  when  I  settle  with  him  legally.  T'd 
horsewhip  him.1  When  I  said  this,  Captain  Robertson  said,  *  Two  can 
play  at  that,1  or  words  to  that  effect.  I  said,  '  Very  well/  and  left  the 
Club." 

On  the  day  after  this  transaction  Captain  Robertson  consulted  his 
friend,  Captain  Henry,  then  an  officer  in  his  own  regiment,  as  to  the  course 
which  he  should  take.     There  was  the  widest  difference  between  the 
accounts  which  Captain  Robertson  and  Captain  Henry  gave  of  the  negotia- 
tion which  followed.    It  was  agreed  on  both  sides  that  Captain  Henry 
applied  for,  and  that  Colonel  Dickson  refused,  an  apology ;  but  as  to  wa*i 
followed  there  is  a  direct  contradiction.    Captain  Robertson  says,  4- 1  thee 
told  him "  (Captain  Henry)  "  that  the  only  thing  left  was  to  send  a 
challenge  to  Colonel  Dickson  ;  to  which  he  replied,  that  there  was  no  use 
in  doing  so,  as  Captain  Durant  had  told  him  that  Colonel  Dickson  would 
not  go  out,  or  have  anything  to  do  with  me,  till  he  had  legally  sealed 
with  me.    I  then  observed,  '  Your  decision  is  that  a  challenge  is  no:  to 
be  sent  to  Dickson ;  you  perfectly  understand  that  I  am  ready  to  do  what- 
ever you  wish  me.'    To  which  Captain  Henry  replied,  *  Yes,  it  is  not  ti* 
least  use  until  such  time  as  this  legal  business  is  settled  between  yon.* " 
Captain  Henry's  account  is  as  follows: — "  Q.  Did  you  suggest  any  course 
of  proceeding  to  the  prisoner  in  the  event  of  Colonel  Dickson  refusing  to 
apologize  ?    A.  I  had  written  to  Captain  Durant,  and  on  not  obtaining  an 
apology  by  that  means,  I  told  him  that  Colonel  Dickson  should  be  called 
out.    Q.  What  did  Captain  Robertson  then  say?    A.  He  spoke  in  a 
disparaging  manner  of  Colonel  Dickson,  and  said  he  would  not  meet  him 
except  he  would  '  stake,'  or  *  lodge,'  the  price  of  his  commission,  or  some 
word  to  that  effect."    Whatever  may  have  been  the  reason,  whether  that 
which  is  assigned  by  Captain  Robertson,  or  that  assigned  by  Captain 
Henry,  it  appears  that  after  Colonel  Dickson's  refusal  to  apologize  no 
further  steps  were  taken  in  the  matter  till  the  following  spring.    In  the 
month  of  March  Captain  Robertson  heard  that  rumours  injurious  to 
his  character,  in  relation  to  this  affair,  were  in  circulation.    He  accord- 
ingly asked  a  friend,  Mr.  Owen,  to  apply  to  Colonel  Dickson  on  the 
Bubject.    Mr.  Owen  said,  that  he  would  have  no  objection  if  Captain 
Henry  "  would  give  a  written  statement,  proving  that  Captain  Robertson 
was  not  in  the  wrong."    Hereupon  Captain  Henry  wrote  a  letter,  dattd 
March  23rd,  in  which  he  said,  "I  beg  to  state  that  I  most  distinctly 
understood  Captain  Durant  to  say  .  .  .  that  Colonel  Dickson  would  hare 
nothing  whatever  to  do  with  Captain  Robertson  in  any  way  whatever  until 
he  should  have  settled  some  legal  transactions  then  pending  between  them, 
In  consequence,  I  considered  it  quite  useless  to  send  a  challenge  until  snca 
time  as  they  could  meet  without  legal  impediment.    Had  that  not  been 
my  firm  conviction,  I  am  bound  to  say  Captain  Robertson  would  at  once 
have  proceeded  to  take  immediate  steps  to  demand  satisfaction."  Having 
obtained  this  letter,  Mr.  Owen  applied  to  Colonel  Dickson  for  an  interview 
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on  Captain  Robertson's  business.  Colonel  Dickson  refused  to  sec  him,  on 
the  treble  ground  that  the  whole  affair  was  stale,  that  Mr.  Owen  was  too 
young  to  be  employed  in  such  a  matter,  and  that  he  had  some  private 
objections  to  Mr.  Owen,  which  he  declined  to  specify,  and  of  the  existence 
of  which  Mr.  Owen  declared  himself  to  be  altogether  ignorant.  After 
Colonel  Dickson's  refusal  to  see  Mr.  Owen,  Captain  Henry  wrote  another 
letter  to  Mr.  Owen,  in  which  he  used  these  expressions : — "  Seeing 
Dickson  sheltering  himself  under  his  legal  shield,  I  did  not  think  it 
prudent  to  advise  Robertson  to  proceed  to  extremities.  Were  the  case 
mine,  now,  I  should  go  to  Market  Harboro'  races  to-morrow,  tell  Dickson 
he  is  a  liar  and  a  coward,  and  hit  him  twice,  as  hard  as  I  could,  and  in  the 
most  public  position."  Neither  in  this  letter,  nor  in  the  letter  of 
March  23rd,  is  there  any  sort  of  allusion  to  Captain  Robertson's  having 
required  the  price  of  his  commission  to  be  staked  before  meeting  Colonel 
Dickson,  a  proposal  which  Captain  Robertson  declared  he  never  mado 
at  all  This  letter  was  shown  by  Mr.  Owen  to  Captain  Robertson,  with 
the  remark  that  he  thought  that  the  course  suggested  "  would  bo  a  very 
foolish  proceeding.,, 

So  matters  remained  till  May  15,  when  Colonel  Dickson  met  Colonel 
Bcntinck,  who  commanded  the  4th  Dragoons,  and  told  him  of  the  scene 
at  the  Club.  Colonel  Bentinck  thereupon  called  on  Captain  Robertson  for 
a  statement  on  the  subject,  in  order  to  ascertain  whether  he  had  taken  the 
steps  for  his  own  justification,  which  the  honour  of  the  regiment  required. 
Captain  Robertson  accordingly  gave  a  written  account  of  the  affair; 
Colonel  Dickson  gave  another;  and  Colonel  Bentinck  placed  them  before 
the  General  commanding  the  district,  Sir  George  Wetherall,  requesting 
that  a  court  of  inquiry  might  take  place.  The  answer  was,  that  the  court 
of  inquiry  could  not  be  granted,  as  the  witnesses  were  civilians,  and  could 
not  be  forced  to  attend  ;  indeed,  Colonel  Dickson  refused  to  do  so.  In 
the  same  letter  occurred  this  expression  :  "  If,  however,  you  "  (Colonel 
Bentinck)  "  should  deem  it  expedient  to  prefer  charges  against  Captain 
Robertson,  I  will  forward  them  to  the  Commander-in-Chief."  Sir  George 
Wetherall,  in  his  evidence,  referred  to  this  passage,  and  then  said,  "  I 
assumed  he  would  do  so.  Q.  Colonel  Bentinck  reported  that  he  would  not 
prefer  charges  against  him?  A.  Quite  so  ;  and  then  the  whole  matter 
ceased."  Whatever  Colonel  Bentinck's  reasons  may  have  been  for  not 
applying  for  a  court-martial,  at  this  time  he  did  not  do  so,  nor  did  the 
matter  cease.  On  the  14th  June,  Captain  Robertson  wrote  letters  to  the 
secretaries  of  his  own  and  Colonel  Dickson's  Clubs,  which  he  requested 
them  to  post  up  in  the  public  rooms,  giving  his  version  of  the  scene  with 
Colonel  Dickson,  and  stating,  that  he  did  not  consider  his  conduct 
that  "  of  a  gentleman  in  any  sense  of  the  word."  He  showed  a  copy 
of  these  letters  to  Colonel  Bentinck,  and  asked  him  if  he  thought 
that  enough  for  the  vindication  of  his  character.  Colonel  Bentinck  said 
he  thought  the  letters  useless  (in  which  he  was  corroborated  by  the 
secretaries,  who,  naturally  enough,  refused  to  libel  Colonel  Dickson  for  the 
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convenience  of  Captain  Robertson),  and  suggested  that  Captain  Robertson 
should  have  a  circular  printed  and  forwarded  to  every  member  of  each  cf 
the  Clubs,  insulting  Colonel  Dickson  in  the  broadest  manner.  This  Captain 
Robertson  refused  to  do.  For  more  than  three  months  after  this,  no  step* 
were  taken  towards  a  court-martial ;  but  according  to  Captain  Kobertson, 
all  sorts  of  indirect  modes  were  employed  for  the  purpose  of  driving  him 
out  of  the  regiment.  He  alleged  that  Colonel  Bentinck  gave  orders  that 
he  should  have  no  leave  of  absence  whilst  in  the  regiment ;  that  he 
caused  him  to  be  deprived  of  the  services  of  the  subaltern  of  his  troop  on 
the  march  from  Birmingham  to  Ireland;  that  he  refused  to  transmit  to  the 
military  authorities  complaints  made  by  Captain  Robertson  on  these 
subjects ;  that  he  ordered  him  out  of  the  mess-room ;  that  he  gave  other 
orders  as  to  matters  of  discipline,  intended  and  calculated  to  degrade  and 
mortify  him  ;  and  that  he  was  privy  to,  and  sanctioned,  the  preparation  of 
a  document  by  the  other  officers  of  the  regiment,  reflecting  on  Captain 
R obcrtson's  character,  and  asking  for  his  removal.  Several  of  the  incidents 
charged  by  Captain  Robertson  as  acts  of  pressure,  were  admitted  to  have 
taken  place,  though  a  different  interpretation  was  put  upon  them.  As  to 
many,  however,  there  was  a  conflict  of  evidence  so  prolonged,  obstinate, 
and  complicated,  that  it  is  no  easy  matter  to  understand  all  its  intricacies. 
Passing  over  this  for  the  present,  the  result  at  last  was,  that  on  the  30th 
September  Colonel  Bentinck  laid  the  matter  before  the  Deputy  Adjutant- 
don  oral  for  Ireland  (Colonel  Brownrigg),  who  gave  Captain  Robertson 
his  choice  between  selling  out  and  being  tried  by  a  court-martial.  Captain 
Robertson  asked  for  time  to  consider,  and  obtained  only  a  quarter  of 
an  hour  for  that  purpose.  Colonel  Bentinck  was  present,  and  went  into 
another  room  with  Captain  Robertson  during  the  interval  allowed  him  to 
make  up  his  mind.  Captain  Robertson  then  asked  the  colonel  what  he 
advised  him  to  do  ?  The  colonel  replied,  "  I  can  only  give  you  the 
advice  which  I  gave  you  three  months  ago,  which  is,  to  send  in  your 
resignation.  If  you  do  so,  the  matter  will  be  kept  quite  a  secret."  Captain 
Robertson,  feeling,  according  to  his  account,  quite  exhausted  by  what  he 
had  undergone  in  the  preceding  three  months,  agreed  to  resign,  asserted, 
on  being  asked  by  Colonel  Brownrigg,  that  this  was  his  unbiassed  decision 
without  pressure,  and  wrote  a  letter  formally  asking  leave  to  sell  out.  In 
a  day  or  two  he  changed  his  mind,  and  wrote  a  letter  to  the  military 
secretary,  asking  leave  to  withdraw  this  application,  and  saying  that 
he  had  made  it  "  entirely  through  intimidation." 

The  consequence  of  this  letter  was,  that  Captain  Robertson  was  put  on 
his  trial  on  three  charges : — 

1.  For  not  having  submitted  the  matter  of  Colonel  Dickson's  insult  to 
be  dealt  with  by  superior  military  authority,  in  compliance  with  the  17th 
Article  of  War. 

2.  For  having  failed  to  take  the  proper  lawful  steps  to  vindicate  his 
character. 

8.  For  having  stated,  in  his  final  letter,  that  he  had  submitted  his 
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application  to  retire  from  the  army  "entirely  through  intimidation," 
knowing  that  statement  to  be  false. 

The  trial  lasted  for  the  enormous  period  of  twenty-nine  days,  and 
resulted  in  an  acquittal  as  to  the  first  and  third,  and  a  conviction  as  to  the 
second  charge,  the  sentence  upon  which  was,  that  the  prisoner  should  be 
cashiered.  This  finding  was  not  confirmed  by  the  Commander-in-Chief, 
and  the  result  is,  that  Captain  Robertson  now  stands  acquitted  of  all  the 
charges  brought  against  him. 

As  we  have  already  observed,  we  are  concerned  rather  with  the  sys- 
tem which  this  strange  trial  illustrates,  than  with  the  particular  merits 
or  demerits  of  the  persons  whom  it  directly  affects.  The  first  point  con- 
nected with  it  which  claims  attention  is  the  strangeness  of  the  procedure, 
and  the  monstrous  length  and  sluggishness  of  the  trial.  This  is  the  age  of 
causes  celebres.  We  have  had  enough  of  them  within  the  last  ten  years  to 
fill  more  than  one  volume  of  the  State  Trials;  but  if  we  except  the  Wind- 
ham case,  it  would  be  difficult,  if  not  impossible,  to  match  this  court- 
martial  for  length.  It  took  about  as  long  to  get  to  the  bottom  of  a 
regimental  squabble,  as  to  try  for  their  respective  lives,  Palmer,  Smethurst, 
Madeleine  Smith,  and  Rush.  Four  trials  for  murder  of  unexampled 
length,  intricacy,  and  importance,  were  satisfactorily  disposed  of  in  the 
time  required  for  a  single  court-martial.  When  we  look  at  the  way  in 
which  the  case  was  conducted,  the  reason  of  this  is  apparent — indeed,  the 
wonder  is  why  the  trial  should  ever  have  come  to  an  end  at  all.  The 
following  is  an  analysis  of  the  manner  in  which  the  different  days  were 
employed; — 


Case  for  the  prosecution  

7  dnys. 

Defence,  and  evidence  for  the  prisoner  

71 

•» 

Inqniiy  whether  or  not  Colonel  Bcntinck  tampered  with  a 

1J 

>» 

Witnesses  to  contradict  the  defence  

5 

" 

Witnesses  to  contradict  the  witnesses  who  contradicted  the 

2 

•» 

Witnesses  to  contradict  the  witnesses  who  contradicted  the 

witnesses  who  contradicted  the  defence  .... 

2 

»» 

Witnesses  to  contradict  the  last-mentioned  witnesses 

1 

n 

Concluding  speech  of  Captain  Robertson,  who  had  spoken 

1 

M 

Concluding  speech  of  the  prosecutor 

1 

n 

1 

u 

29 

ii 

The  contradictions  of  the  witnesses  are  like  the  house  that  Jack  built, 
and  the  court  never  seems,  from  first  to  last,  to  have  had  any  rule  at  all  on 
which  they  were  prepared  to  act  as  to  what  evidence  was  to  be  excluded 
and  what  admitted ;  indeed,  they  excluded  at  one  part  of  the  trial  a  whole 
class  of  evidence  which  they  afterwards  admitted,  and,  it  is  hardly  too 
much  to  say,  that  if  one  of  the  fifteen  judges  had  presided  over  the 
inquiry,  two-thirds  of  the  evidence  given  would  have  been  rejected  as 
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altogether  irrelevant  to  the  question  at  issue;  and  a  .similar  cr  Urge: 
proportion  of  the  scandal  and  heart-burning  which  the  case  must  livrc 
produced  would  have  been  avoided. 

Every  one  who  has  had  the  opportunity  of  doing  so  must  \.Tir  ' 
observed,  that  nothing  is  more  difficult  than  to  persuade  litigants  tL-: 
it  can  ever  be  desirable  to  exclude  any  evidence  which  they  in  their  onn 
minds  even  associate  with  the  case  to  be  tried,  nor  is  there  any  part  o:  the 
ordinary  administration  of  justice  which,  generally  speaking,  ofTcnds  mere 
prejudices  than  the  rigidity  with  which  the  line  is  drawn  between  what 
is  evidence  and  what  is  not.  Captain  Robertson's  court-martial  affords  a 
signal  proof  of  the  general  good  sense  of  the  rules  which  the  conrts  hare 
adopted.  Obeying  what  was,  no  doubt,  a  perfectly  honest  wish  to  get 
to  the  bottom  of  the  subject,  and  to  enable  the  parties  concerned  to 
bring  forward  the  whole  of  their  respective  cases,  the  court  allowed  t;j* 
matter  to  go  staggering  about,  changing  its  character  every  moment,  so 
that  what  was  in  the  first  instance  a  proceeding  against  Captain  Robertsca 
became  at  last  a  prosecution  of  Colonel  Bentinck,  and  the  point  at  issue 
nppearcd  at  length  to  be,  not  whether  Captain  Robertson  had  resented  aa 
insult  in  the  manner  required  by  military  law,  but  whether  or  not  Lis 
colonel  had  tried  to  bully  him  out  of  the  regiment  for  not  having  icn^it 
a  duel. 

A  civil  court  would  have  avoided  the  whole  difficulty,  by  the  simple 
process  of  attending  to  one  thing  at  a  time.  Whether  Captain  Robertson 
libelled  his  regiment  or  not,  in  asserting  that  there  was  a  conspiracy  to 
force  him  to  sell  out,  was  a  question  which  might  be  decided  either  way 
consistently  with  his  conduct  in  the  matter  of  the  insult  being  either  right 
or  wrong.  The  notion  that  justice  would  be  better  done  by  lumping  the 
two  questions  together,  and  bringing  into  issue  at  one  and  the  same  time 
everything  which  had  any  sort  of  reference  to  the  original  quarrel,  or  any 
of  its  consequences,  is  another  illustration  of  the  truth  of  the  proverb 
that  the  shortest  cut  is  the  longest  way  round. 

The  rules  of  evidence  and  pleading  which  prevail  in  the  courts  cf 
common  law  have  their  defects,  and  involve  consequences  which  are  often 
hard  in  appearance,  and  sometimes  in  reality ;  but  they  have  at  any  rate 
the  advantage  of  producing  distinct  questions  to  be  tried,  and  keeping  the 
litigants  inflexibly  to  the  very  points  which  are  to  be  so  decided.  Courts- 
martial,  like  French  criminal  trials,  are  conducted  with  hardly  any 
reference  to  6uch  rules,  and  in  both  cases  the  result  is  the  production  cf 
enormous  scandals,  which  are  perhaps  little  less  injurious  to  society  than 
the  offences  which  the  administration  of  justice  is  intended  to  repress. 
No  doubt  the  reason  why  courts-martial  pay  so  little  attention  to  techni- 
calities, is  a  very  natural  one.  They  are,  and  pique  themselves  on  beiniT, 
courts  of  honour.  It  is  their  duty  to  pay  attention,  not  merely  to  brojJ 
questions  of  fact,  but  to  questions  of  sentiment.  They  have  to  say,  not 
whether  A.  B.  has  incurred  this  or  that  specific  legal  liability,  but  whether 
under  given  circumstances  he  acted  like  an  officer  and  a  gentleman  ;  and 


Digitized  by  Google 


COURTS-MARTIAL. 


689 


in  order  to  arrive  at  a  conclu&ion  on  that  point,  it  is  necessary)  it  would 
be  said,  to  take  many  things  into  consideration,  which  in  ordinary  law- 
suits would  be  regarded  as  irrelevant.  In  order  to  make  out  whether 
a  man  acted  in  a  particular  case  like  a  gentleman,  it  will  generally  be 
necessary  to  go  largely  into  his  motives,  and  into  the  question  whether  he 
had  reasonable  grounds  to  believe  particular  statements  to  be  true  or  false. 
When  mere  legal  liability  is  in  question,  the  prudence  and  propriety  of  a 
man's  conduct  are  seldom  directly  in  issue.  The  question  is  almost  always 
capable  of  being  made  to  depend  on  some  broad  matter  of  fact,  the  truth 
or  falsehood  and  the  legal  effects  of  which  are  altogether  independent  of 
its  moral  bearings. 

There  is  a  considerable  degree  of  truth  in  this  argument,  but  it  is  by 
no  means  the  whole  truth.  One  observation  upon  it  is,  that  though  the 
honourable  character  and  the  moral  aspects  of  particular  conduct  are  not 
frequently  the  very  points  in  issue  at  a  trial  at  law,  they  are  constantly 
involved  in  the  result  of  such  trials.  It  is  not  often  that  a  court  of  law 
entertains  directly  the  question,  Did  A.  B.  act  like  a  gentleman  under  such 
and  such  circumstances  ?  but  there  are  many  actions  which  incidentally 
decide  the  question.  Actions  for  libel  and  slander  continually  take  this 
form,  and  there  can  scarcely  be  a  better  illustration  of  the  comparative 
merits  of  civil  courts  and  courts-martial  than  the  difference  between  the 
ways  in  which  a  case  of  libel  and  a  case  of  breach  of  military  duty  are 
tried,  and  the  difference  between  the  degrees  of  confidence  with  which  the 
public  regard  the  result  finally  attained.  Whatever  its  faults  may  be,  a 
trial  before  a  court  of  law  almost  always  settles  the  question  in  the  public 
mind.  It  is  only  under  the  rarest  and  most  special  circumstances  that  the 
verdict  of  a  jury,  obtained  by  the  means  which  the  law  prescribes,  fails  to 
carry  conviction  to  people  in  general,  and  the  result  is  generally  obtained 
with  a  minimum  of  scandal,  and  always  in  a  moderate  time. 

This  general  result  is  obtained  only  by  an  inflexible  adherence  to  rules 
of  evidence  sanctioned  by  constant  usage  and  experience;  but  if  any  one 
unaccustomed  to  the  subject  were  to  observe  the  manner  in  which  these 
rules  work,  he  could  hardly  fail  to  be  struck  with  the  number  of  apparent 
hard  cases  which  they  produced — cases  in  which  evidence  is  rejected 
which  any  uninstructed  person  would  immediately  admit.  Closer  attention 
would  generally  show  that  the  hardship  was  only  apparent. 

The  principal  rule  by  which  such  exhibitions  as  took  place  at  Dublin 
are  avoided  in  courts  of  common  law  is,  that  a  witness  may  in  cross- 
examination  be  asked  questions  with  the  object  of  shaking  his  credit,  but 
that  the  person  asking  is  bound  by  the  answer,  and  cannot  call  witnesses 
to  contradict  it  unless  it  refers  to  some  part  of  the  matter  in  issue.  For 
example :  a  man  may  be  asked  whether  he  was  not  convicted  of  felony, 
but  if  he  denies  it,  the  person  who  asks  the  question  cannot  prove  that  he 
has.  If  he  wants  to  carry  the  matter  farther,  he  must  do  so  by  an  indict- 
ment for  perjury.  An  illustration  will  set  the  salutary  effect  of  this  rule 
in  a  clearer  light. 

vol.  v. — ho.  80.  83. 
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A  man  was  tried  for  perjury  in  having  falsely  sworn,  on  the  hearing  of 
a  case  of  affiliation,  to  circumstances  which,  if  true,  would  have  disproved 
the  evidence  of  the  girl  as  to  the  paternity  of  her  child.  The  girl  herself 
was  the  principal  witness  against  him.  On  cross-examination,  she  made  a 
number  of  statements,  some  referring  to  the  particular  circumstances  on 
which  perjury  was  assigned,  and  some  referring  to  other  transactions. 
The  prisoner  was  prepared  with  witnesses  to  contradict  all,  or  nearly  all, 
her  assertions,  and  offered  to  call  them  for  that  purpose;  and  the  pro- 
secutrix had  another  set  of  witnesses  ready  to  contradict  them,  but  as 
the  prisoner  was  permitted  to  call  those  only  who  contradicted  her  in 
reference  to  the  specific  occurrences  which  formed  the  subject  of  the  indict- 
ment, the  case  was  satisfactorily  disposed  of  in  two  or  three  hours.  If  the 
whole  matter  had  been  gone  into  it  would  have  lasted  as  many  days,  for 
the  indictment  was  only  one  incident  in  a  complicated  quarrel,  which 
divided  a  country  village  into  two  parties,  each  of  which  accused  the 
other  of  perjury  and  conspiracy  in  half-a-dozen  different  instances.  If 
the  actors  in  this  matter  had  been  officers  in  the  army,  and  if  the  scene  of 
trial  had  been  a  court-martial  instead  of  a  court  of  assize,  every  separate 
accusation  would  have  been  brought  out  into  open  day,  and  bad  blood 
enough  would  have  been  engendered  to  make  enemies  for  life  of  some  ten 
or  twelve  families,  who  had  after  all  little  substantial  ground  for  enmity. 

It  may  at  first  sight  appear  that  this  result,  however  desirable,  was 
obtained  at  the  expense  of  justice,  inasmuch  as  some  of  the  materials 
which  would  have  enabled  the  jury  to  form  an  opinion  of  the  credibility 
of  the  principal  witness  were  withdrawn  from  their  notice.  The  answer 
to  this  goes  deep  into  the  whole  subject  of  the  administration  of  justice, 
and  has  a  direct  special  bearing  upon  the  general  question  of  the  manner 
in  which  courts-martial  discharge  their  duties.  One  of  the  first  and 
commonest  of  the  illusions  upon  the  subject  which  experience  dispels  is 
the  notion  that  laws  and  courts,  however  constituted,  can  ever  administer 
what  may  be  called  ideal  justice.  A  legal  balance,  whether  held  by  a 
lawyer  or  a  soldier,  is,  and  always  must  be,  a  rough  machine,  capable 
of  weighing  ordinary  considerations  in  a  not  unsatisfactory  manner, 
but  altogether  unsuitable  for  scientific  experiments ;  and  if  this  is  for- 
gotten, the  most  unsatisfactory  results  are  certain  to  be  produced.  No 
doubt  the  question,  Whether,  under  particular  circumstances,  a  particular 
person  who  deposes  to  a  particular  state  of  facts,  is  worthy  of  credit,  has 
a  certain  degree  of  relation  to  every  part  of  the  life  and  character  of  that 
person.  A  man  who  has  not  only  known  another  from  childhood,  but  has 
bestowed  upon  his  character  careful  and  intelligent  study  for  a  length  of 
years,  would  no  doubt  be  able  to  form  an  opinion  much  more  likely  to  be 
right  upon  the  question  whether  he  told  the  truth  on  a  particular  occasion, 
than  any  judge,  jury,  or  court-martial ;  and  if  the  tribunal  cculd  be  placed 
in  the  same  position  with  reference  to  every  witness  called  before  them, 
they  would  be  in  the  best  conceivable  position  for  ascertaining  the  truth 
of  tho  case ;  but  this  is  in  practice  not  merely  unattainable,  but  so  corn- 
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pletely  out  of  question,  that  no  reasonable  person  acquainted  with  the 
principles  of  the  subject  would  ever  think  of  trying  to  attain  it. 

Where  there  is  any  conflict  of  evidence,  the  judgment  given  by  a 
tribunal,  be  it  what  it  may,  seldom  amounts  to  anything  more  than  the 
statement  of  a  more  or  less  reasonable  impression  produced  on  the  judge's 
mind.  It  is  never  the  result  of  an  exhaustive  study  of  one  subject,  and 
the  attempt  to  go  to  the  bottom  of  it  ends  in  every  case  in  complete 
bewilderment  and  confusion,  the  ultimate  result  being  that  the  court 
makes  a  leap  in  the  dark,  on  grounds  far  less  satisfactory  than  those  which 
would  have  been  afforded  by  a  more  restricted  and  manageable  field  of 
evidence.  If  any  one  will  read  through  the  evidence  given  before  the  Dublin 
court-martial,  and  then  suppose  that  he  had  passed  twenty-nine  days  in 
listening  to  it  as  it  was  slowly  detailed  and  written  down,  he  must  be 
clear-headed,  indeed,  if  he  does  not  admit  that  if  he  had  been  one  of  the 
judges  he  would  have  entirely  forgotten  the  greater  part  of  the  evidence, 
and  have  had  most  confused  notions  as  to  the  real  bearing  and  application 
of  the  part  which  he  remembered.  The  simple  truth  is,  that  rules  of  evi- 
dence are  and  ought  to  be  considered  as  practical  expedients  suggested 
by  experience  for  the  purpose  of  bringing  questions  to  be  tried  within  a 
reasonable  compass;  that  they  are  rendered  necessary  by  the  limited 
capacity  of  the  powers  of  attention  and  understanding ;  and  that  tribunals 
which  over  late  their  own  powers  of  doing  justice  are  sure  not  only  to  do 
injustice  to  the  persons  immediately  concerned,  but  to  produce  all  sorts  of 
collateral  quarrels  and  scandals. 

It  should  never  be  forgotten  that  trials  are  like  battles  or  surgical 
operations.  They  are  almost  unqualified  misfortunes  to  all  the  parties  con- 
cerned, and  ought  to  be  confined  within  the  narrowest  possible  limits. 
Men  will  find  themselves  much  mistaken  if  they  ask  more  from  their 
fellow-creatures,  either  in  their  capacity  of  judges  or  in  any  other 
capacity,  than  a  rough  approximation  to  what  litigants  would  in  general 
understand  by  the  word  justice;  and  courts  of  law  which  attempt  to  give 
more  than  they  have  got  will  be  sure  to  find  that  they  take  away  infinitely 
more  than  they  ever  could  have  given. 

The  practical  inference  from  all  this  as  regards  courts-martial  seems 
to  be,  that  their  proceedings  ought  to  be  thrown  into  a  more  legal  shape. 
For  petty  offences  against  the  interior  economy  of  a  regiment  they  may 
be  well  suited,  and  for  the  purpose  of  enforcing  discipline  on  a  campaign 
it  is  of  course  indispensable  that  justice  should  be  as  prompt  and  vigorous 
as  possible,  and  probably  it  is  essential  to  discipline  that  for  these  pur- 
poses the  officers  of  a  regiment  or  an  army  should  have  judicial  as  well  as 
executive  authority.  General  courts-martial,  held  in  time  of  peace,  stand 
altogether  on  a  different  footing.  It  is  impossible  to  give  any  reason  why 
they  should  not  be  conducted  in  the  same  manner  as  other  trials  which 
affect  character  and  property.  There  can  be  no  better  reason  why,  under 
such  circumstances,  military  men  should  be  called  upon  to  discharge  legal 
duties  of  which  they  know  nothing,  than  why  they  should  be  called  upon 
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to  discharge  medical  duties.  It  is  quite  true  that  a  man  does  not  send  for 
a  doctor  as  often  as  his  children  cut  their  fingers,  or  want  a  pill  or  a 
powder ;  and  it  is  also  true  that  if  no  surgeon  is  to  be  had  an  ignorant 
person  may  have  to  set  a  dislocated  joint,  or  bandage  up  a  serious 
wound  as  well  as  he  can.  In  the  same  way  it  would  be  absurd  to  doubt 
that  a  petty  offence  is  quite  as  likely  to  be  properly  disposed  of  by 
the  officers  of  a  regiment  as  by  a  more  elaborate  tribunal,  or  to  deny 
that  in  martial  law  promptitude  and  impressiveness  are  far  more  im- 
portant than  justice ;  but  it  does  not  follow  that  a  party  of  officers  at 
Dublin  are  the  proper  persons  to  try  what  was  in  effect  an  exceedingly 
intricate  action  for  libel,  without  any  effective  legal  assistance. 

It  is  easy  to  suggest  some  of  the  means  by  which  this  defect  might  be 
remedied.  Granting  the  importance  of  preserving  a  special  kind  of 
tribunal  for  military  offences,  and  of  deciding  upon  them  according  to  the 
maxims  of  military  experience,  there  would  be  little  or  no  real  difficulty 
in  drawing  the  line  between  the  respective  shares  of  arms  and  the  gown 
in  this  particular  department  of  affairs.  In  all  criminal  trials  there  are, 
and  from  the  nature  of  the  case  there  must  be,  three  distinct  functions, 
which  can  be  discharged  by  different  persons.  There  is,  first,  the  regula- 
tion of  the  procedure ;  secondly,  the  determination  as  to  the  guilt  of  the 
person  accused;  and,  thirdly,  the  determination  as  to  the  amount  of 
punishment  to  be  inflicted.  Of  these,  the  regulation  of  the  procedure  is 
a  purely  technical  matter,  and  it  is  as  unlikely  that  people  who  are  not 
accustomed  to  it  should  excel  in  it,  as  that  they  should  excel  in  surgical 
operations.  Familiarity  with  general  rules,  and  the  power  of  applying 
them  promptly  to  particular  cases,  is  a  gift  which  never,  or  hardly  ever, 
comes  by  nature.  No  one  attains  to  it  without  adding  constant  practice 
and  long  study  to  considerable  natural  aptitude.  In  the  same  way  nothing 
but  practice  added  to  skill  can  give  the  power  of  listening  to  a  great  mass 
of  evidence,  taking  in  its  various  bearings,  both  for  and  against  the  pro- 
position which  it  is  directed  to  prove,  and  reproducing  it  fairly  for  the 
instruction  of  those  who  have  to  decide  upon  it.  If  any  one  doubts  this?, 
let  him  go  to  Westminster  Hall  or  to  the  assizes,  and  after  listening  to  the 
summing  up  of  the  judges,  try  to  think  what  he  would  have  said  if  he 
had  been  in  their  place  ;  or  let  him  read  a  report  of  a  trial,  and  try  to 
construct  a  summing  up  of  his  own  from  it ;  or,  lastly,  let  him  compare 
the  summing  up  of  the  ablest  chairmen  of  quarter-sessions,  with  those 
of  almost  any  trained  lawyer,  and  he  will  soon  perceive  that  a  good 
summary  of  evidence  is  a  work  of  art,  as  much  as  a  watch  or  a  steam- 
engine,  and  that  whilst  it  is  invaluable  in  the  administration  of  justice,  it 
is  to  be  had  only  from  a  small  and  select  number  of  persons. 

As  these  duties  are  of  the  greatest  importance,  and  are  capable  of 
being  separated  easily  and  completely  from  the  other  duties  which  a  court- 
martial  has  to  discharge,  it  would  surely  be  a  useful  and  obvious  division 
of  labour  to  have  a  legal  assessor  who  should  act  as  judge,  deciding  on  his 
own  responsibility  all  questions  as  to  the  admissibility  of  evidence,  and 
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ramming  up  at  the  conclusion  of  the  caae.  The  military  members  might 
find  the  verdict,  and  might  apportion  the  punishment  as  at  present,  subject 
to  th  e  confirmation  of  their  superiors.  Their  substantial  power  would 
thus  remain  just  as  it  is  at  present,  and  they  would  be  relieved  from  a 
duty  for  which  they  are  obviously  altogether  unfit.  One  obvious  advan- 
tage of  this  arrangement  would  be  that  the  proceedings  would  be  in- 
calculably shortened.  At  present  every  question  and  answer  has  to  be 
reduced  to  writing,  and  this,  in  some  measure,  accounts  for  the  monstrous 
length  of  the  proceedings.  If  they  were  conducted  in  the  manner 
suggested,  the  judges  note  would  serve  every  purpose,  and  the  proceedings 
would  be  as  expeditious  as  those  of  an  ordinary  trial. 

It  would  of  course  be  undesirable  to  make  any  arrangement  by  which 
the  dignity  of  the  military  members  of  the  court  would  suffer.  The  judge 
ought  to  occupy,  with  respect  to  them,  not  so  much  the  position  which 
a  judge  occupies  in  relation  to  a  jury,  as  that  which  a  chairman  of  quarter 
sessions  occupies  in  relation  to  his  brother  magistrates,  or  the  judge  of  the 
Court  of  Admiralty  in  relation  to  the  Trinity  House  officials,  who  in 
certain  cases  sit  as  assessors.  In  court  he  would  inevitably  play  the  most 
conspicuous  part,  but  his  summing  up,  if  it  were  thought  desirable,  might 
take  the  form  of  a  report  delivered  in  private  after  the  court  was  cleared 
for  the  purpose  of  deliberating. 

Another  most  important  amendment  would  be  effected  by  allowing 
both  the  prosecutor  and  the  prisoner  to  be  represented  in  the  ordinary 
way  by  counsel  and  attornies.  The  present  system  is  that  the  Judge 
Advocate,  who  is  not,  generally  speaking,  a  lawyer,  looks  in  a  loose, 
irregular  manner  after  the  public  interest,  and  also  gives  legal  advice  to 
the  court,  whilst  the  prisoner  is  advised  by  legal  "  friends,"  who  are  not 
permitted  to  take  any  open  part  whatever  in  the  proceedings,  though  they 
may  advise  the  prisoner  as  to  the  questions  which  he  is  to  ask,  and  the 
objections  which  he  is  to  make,  and  may  write  the  defence  which  he,  or 
some  military  friend  for  him,  reads  to  the  court. 

This  mode  of  proceeding  amounts  to  an  admission  that  legal  assistance 
is  an  advantage  in  the  trial,  though  it  is  contrary  to  the  principles 
of  courts-martial  to  use  it  in  its  full  extent,  and  in  the  most  convenient 
manner.  No  doubt  the  reason  for  this  is,  that  military  men  of  all  ranks 
are  excessively  jealous  of  anything  like  technicality,  or  subtlety,  and  that 
they  have  an  impression  that  the  business  of  lawyers  is  to  weave  plausible 
webs  of  sophistry,  which  they  might  perhaps  not  be  able  to  unravel.  If 
this  is  true,  the  consequence  would  surely  be  that  all  legal  interference 
whatever  with  courts-martial  Bhould  be  prevented.  The  prisoner 
ought  to  have  no  "  friends,"  the  court  no  Judge  Advocate.  Moreover,  if 
courts-martial  are  able  to  administer  justice  without  assistance  better 
than  with  it,  why  should  not  the  civil  courts  imitate  their  example  ?  Why 
embarrass  the  ordinary  administration  of  criminal  justice  with  a  machi- 
nery which  the  experience  of  courts-martial  shows  to  be  useless,  or  even 
perilous  ? 
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The  troth  is — and  the  history  of  courts-martial  supplies  the  strongest 
evidence  of  it — that  the  advantages  in  respect  of  promptitude,  clearness, 
and  substantial  justice  are  all  on  the  side  of  professional  assistance.  A 
case  which  would  occupy  a  court-martial  for  a  week,  would  be  disposed 
of  at  the  Old  Bailey  in  a  day.  One  great  reason  of  this  is,  that  haggling 
and  quibbling,  and  the  introduction  of  technicalities,  is  the  fault,  not  of 
experience,  but  of  ignorance.  Let  any  one  go  into  a  county  court,  and 
compare  the  rate  at  which  a  case  which  interests  the  parties  is  tried  there, 
with  the  rate  at  which  it  would  bo  tried  in  Westminster  Hall.  He  will 
find  that  an  ignorant,  ill-educated  attorney — in  proportion  to  his  ignorance 
and  want  of  education — will  raise  more  technical  points,  and  get  into  a 
greater  number  of  irrelevant  altercations  with  the  witnesses  and  with  his 
antagonist,  in  a  single  trial,  than  any  six  of  the  leading  counsel  at  West- 
minster in  a  whole  term. 

It  is  one  of  the  silliest  and  most  ignorant  of  all  prejudices  to  suppose 
that  the  business  of  advocates  is  nothing  else  but  organized  lying.*  Legal 
technicalities,  the  extent  aDd  importance  of  which,  in  the  present  day,  are 
greatly  exaggerated,  arise  from  causes  which  could  never  apply  to  the 
proceedings  of  courts  martial.  They  will  almost  invariably  be  found  to 
owe  their  existence  to  some  state  of  things  which  existed  when  the  law 
was  laid  down,  but  has  long  Rince  past  away,  so  that  the  rule,  as  laid  down, 
is  no  longer  applicable.  There  are  no  antiquities  in  martial  law.  The 
questions  to  be  tried  are  almost  always  questions  of  bare  fact,  and  the  only 
legal  points  which  can  arise  are  points  of  evidence  which  the  courts  are 
already  bound  to  discuss,  and  which  they  do  discuss  and  decide,  owing  to 
their  want  of  legal  knowledge,  in  a  most  imperfect  and  unsatisfactory 
manner. 

It  is  almost  superfluous  in  the  present  day  to  discuss  the  propriety  of 
allowing  counsel  to  be  employed  in  courts-martial,  inasmuch  as  the  question 
is  almost  precisely  the  same  in  principle  as  that  which  was  discussed  and 
decided  six-and-twenty  years  ago,  when  the  old  practice  of  forbidding  the 
prisoner's  counsel  to  address  the  jury  in  cases  of  felony  in  civil  courts  was 
abolished.  In  the  second  Report  of  the  Criminal  Law  Commissioners,  every 
argument  upon  this  subject  which  ingenuity  could  devise  is  exhausted, 
and  the  Commissioners  nrrived  at  the  conclusion  that  the  practice  then 
established,  ancient  as  it  was,  ought  to  be  abolished.  Notwithstanding 
the  strong  opposition  which  the  proposal,  like  most  other  reforms,  had  to 
encounter,  there  is  probably  no  one  at  the  present  day  who,  after  the 
experience  of  upwards  of  a  quarter  of  a  century,  would  suggest  a  return 
to  the  former  state  of  things.  It  may  be  worth  while  to  mention  that  in 
France  the  prisoner's  advocate  addresses  a  conseil  de  guerre  as  freely  as  he 
would  address  any  other  court. 

•  See  an  Article  on  the  "Morality  of  Advocacy,"  Cornhitt  Magazine,  April,  1861. 
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I  know  one  or  two  hard-headed  men  who  positively  think  for  the  mere 
love  of  thinking.  I  should  imagine  that  the  author  of  the  celebrated 
Banlmry  Lectures  belongs  to  the  class.  He  takes  to  his  logic  as  mere 
mortals  take  to  their  tipple.  Ho  is  never  so  happy  as  when  constructing 
a  syllogism  that  (in  behalf  of  the  Church)  annihilates  the  universe,  and 
destroys  the  Deity.  For  my  part  I  do  not  admire,  and  have  no  ambition, 
to  imitate  these  gentlemen.  The  mind  ought  not  to  be  kept  continually 
on  the  rack.  I  am  convinced  that  Euclid  (if  there  was  such  an  individual, 
which  I  cannot  quite  bring  myself  to  believe,  regarding  him  rather  as  a 
sort  of  logical  myth,)  must  have  ended  his  days  in  an  asylum.  "  John," 
a  friend  of  mine  said  the  other  day,  addressing  an  incorrigibly  careless 
groom,  "  John,  do  you  ever  think?"  "  As  little  as  possible,  sir,"  was 
the  quiet  rejoinder.  There  was  common  sense  and  philosophic  acumen  in 
the  reply.  If  he  once  began  to  think,  there  was  no  saying  where  he  might 
stop.  Too  much  thinking  is  a  perilous  employment  in  this  world — for 
grooms  and  their  betters. 

Yet  it  is  pleasant  sometimes  to  toy  leisurely  with  thought  as  we  lie  in 
the  sunshine.  To  listen  to  the  rustle  of  fancies  in  your  head  as  you  listen 
to  the  rustic  of  the  leaves.  It  is  pure  indolence,  no  doubt ;  but  then  indo- 
lence is  always  becoming,  and  this  irftlolcnce  is  of  a  very  rich,  luxurious, 
and  highly  ornamented  description — like  the  jug  there  which  belonged  to 
Louis  Quatorze.  I  think  the  habit  grows  on  us  as  we  grow  old.  Youth 
is  fiery,  and  restless,  and  speculative ;  but  the  simpler  tastes  of  age  are 
gratified  by  simpler  pleasures.  It  is  likely  enough,  I  dare  say,  that  we 
shall  take  the  habit  with  us  to  the  grave.  If  there  be  any  thought  at  all 
under  the  sod,  it  will  be  pursued  in  this  listless  and  idle  fashion.  You 
will  have  at  best  a  dim  perception  only  of  what  is  going  on  in  the  upper 
world.  You  will  lie  with  your  eyes  closed,  and  your  hands  clasped  upon 
your  breast,  and  dream  of  the  violets  overhead  in  the  sunshine,  and  of  the 
Violet  who  lies  below  at  your  side.  I  do  not  want  to  be  laid  in  conse- 
crated mould.  The  Bishop  of  St  Mungo  would  not  like  his  dust  to  mingle 
with  the  unbeliever's,  and  is  thankful  that  the  middle-wall  of  partition  has 
not  been  removed  from  the  churchyard.  I  am  pleased  that  he  is  pleased : 
de  gustibits,  you  know,  my  lord ;  but  men  who  have  not  been  anointed 
may  be  content  with  simpler  solemnities.  Put  me  in,  if  you  like,  under 
the  great  old  oak  in  the  Chase,  which  has  grown  in  the  same  spot  since 
the  Heptarchy,  whose  multitudinous  leaves  and  acorns  drop  autumn  after 
autumn  with  a  soft  rustle  to  the  grass,  where  the  rabbit  skips  undisturbed 
in  the  moonlight    The  green  turf  is  already  sprinkled  with  daisies,  and 


Digitized  by  Google 


696 


MAY  \  IN  MEMORIAM. 


the  mavis  sings  her  requiem.  The  footsore  gipsy  will  untie  his  wallet 
beside  the  brook  which  whimples  near,  and  eat  his  noonday  crust  beneath 
the  cooling  shade.  I  do  not  fancy  that  he  will  disturb  my  rest — unbe- 
lieving beggar  though  he  be — and  the  spot  and  its  gentle  companionship 
well  become  the  idle  mood  that  we  call  death.  You  are  a  philosopher, 
you  say,  and  do  not  care  where  you  are  laid.  I  think  that  you  are 
wrong.  For  could  you  muse  with  anything  like  comfort  upon  a  barren 
moorland,  where  the  east  wind  rattles  the  teeth  in  your  skull,  and  there  is 
no  shelter  from  the  hungry  sea  ?  You  could  not,  1  am  sure;  but,  as  for  me, 
I  am  nattis  ex  mart,  and  I  know  that  I  cannot  "  lie  quiet "  beyond  the 
murmur  of  its  voice.  With  Timon,  therefore,  I  shall  make  my  grave 
"  upon  the  beached  verge  of  the  salt  flood."  So  shall  I  behold  the  summer 
twilight  fall  softly,  like  a  faint  hymn,  on  the  sea,  and  "  the  long  glories  of 
the  winter  moon." 

Lancelot  told  me  the  other  day,  when  I  said  to  him,  "  A  poulterers 
window  is  as  interesting  as  a  romance,"  that  I  loved  a  paradox.  "You 
will  find  a  Waverley  Novel  in  the  Almanack  directly,"  he  added  sarcas- 
tically. Yet  I  spoke  quite  seriously.  I  never  pass  Mrs.  Muirhen's 
shop,  without  a  sigh  of  satisfaction.  That  window  is  about  the  greatest 
luxury  that  a  sportsman  shut  up  in  the  city  by  unpropitious  fate  can 
enjoy.  A  good  naturalist  can  tell  you  the  month  of  the  year,  or  the  day 
of  the  month,  by  a  mere  glance  at  its  contents.  As  the  October  afternoon 
begins  to  darken,  the  woodcock  appears.  "  I,  too,  have  been  in  Arcadia," 
and  seen  a  sunset  among  the  pines  1  Then  the  bernacle  follows,  plump 
and  ruddy ;  for  he  has  haunted  the  yellow  stubbles  these  autumn  nights, 
and  gleaned  the  ears  of  barley  which  the  rake  and  the  partridges  have 
missed.  The  brilliant  hareld,  waited  for  by  the  river-mouth,  the  kingly 
diver,  chased  breathlessly  across  the  blue  sea,  outlandish  ducks,  who  never 
quit  their  barren  strongholds,  except  at  dead  of  winter ;  each  tells  its  own 
story,  each  is  associated  with  some  trophy  of  the  past.  At  length,  one 
morning  in  January,  the  white  wings  of  the  hooper  are  stretched  in 
triumph  across  the  whole  breadth  of  the  window,  and  then  I  know  that 
there  is  a  black  frost  in  the  fen-country,  and  that  the  noses  of  the  fen-men 
are  blue  with  cold,  but  that  their  hearts  beat  quick  and  warm  as  they 
listen  to  the  shrill  trumpet  call — a  note  that  stirs  like  a  battle-note.  And 
thus  the  winter  months — the  months  of  duck,  and  plover,  and  curlew — 
wear  away,  until  the  half-dozen  delicately  tinted  eggs  in  their  mossy  cradle 
warn  us  that  the  spring  is  abroad.  The  brilliant  biped  in  the  doorway 
over  the  plover's  nest  is  the  goosander— a  grotesque  piece  of  Nature's 
architecture.  The  day  on  which  the  goosander  comes  to  town,  I  leave. 
For  on  that  day  (I  could  wager  the  Kooh-i-noor  against  a  brass  farthing)  a 
lawfully  wedded  couple  are  sailing,  in  their  petulant,  coquettish  style,  round 

St.  Mungo's  Head,  and  the  sea-trout  fishing  has  begun!  Twenty-four 

hours  thereafter  you  will  find  me  in  the  Ithuna,  wading  up  to  the  arm- 
pits, as  (God  be  merciful  to  a  sinner  mortally  afraid  of  rheumatism)  I 
liave  been  this  blessed  day. 
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\7e  had  filled  our  baskets  (as  keen  fishermen  always  do-^on  paper), 
and  had  retired — the  advancing  tide  having  beaten  us  back — to  the  thicket 
of  gorse  that  skirts  the  downs.  Lancelot's  improved  water-tight  boots  had 
proved  leaky  (as  improved  water-tight  boots  have  a  habit  of  proving),  and 
he  had  doffed  his  his  1  forget  what  they  are  called  in  polite  pub- 
lications; but,  at  all  events,  he  had  taken  them  off,  and  had  spread  them 
out  to  dry  in  the  sunshine.  "  It  is  all  very  well,"  he  observed,  as  he  sat 
down  with  extreme  caution,  and  began  to  fill  his  meerschaum,  "  for  your 
poets  to  chorus  the  spring-time ;  but,  bless  me,  if  I  don't  think  May  a 
precious  impostor.    I  do  not  believe  in  her  at  all." 

"  There  were  Mays  in  the  good  old  times,"  I  answered.  "  The  good 
old  times  when  pretty  girls  and  sound  Tories  were  found  in  the  land, 
before  the  east  wind  was  invented." 

"A  long  time  ago.  The  east  wind,  like  Jacques  do  Courant's  grand- 
father, came  over  with  the  Conqueror  at  latest." 

"  I  am  not  sure  of  that.  There  is  some  poetry  on  which  the  season 
when  it  was  written  is  sensibly  impressed.  1  The  spring  is  in  that,'  you 
said  the  other  day,  when  I  read  you  an  idyll  by  our  new  poet;  and  the 
pictures  of  their  Whitsuntide  sports  that  have  been  bequeathed  to  us  by 
many  an  old  English  priest  and  gentleman,  have  no  feeling  of  the  east 
wind  in  them." 

"  That  may  be ;  but  I  don't  fancy  that  any  English  minstrel  will  cele- 
brate May-day  for  the  future." 

"  Why,  what  can  be  more  exquisite  than  the  lines  which  your  prince 
of  poets,  Robert  Browning,  has  addressed  to  April  and  May  ?  "  And  I 
tried  to  repeat  a  stanza  (I  have  a  wretched  memory)  from  that  charming 
little  song. 

«  Oh,  to  be  in  England 
Now  that  April's  there ; 
And  whoever  wakes  in  England 
Sees,  some  morning,  unaware, 
That  the  lowest  boughs  and  the  brushwood  sheaf 
Bound  the  elm-tree  bole  are  in  tiny  leaf, 
While  the  chaffinch  sings  on  the  orchard  bough 
In  England— now ! " 

M  You  nave  forgotten  the  gem  of  the  piece,*'  Lancelot  added,—"  the 
tribute  to  the  mavis. 

•  That's  the  wise  thrush — he  sings  each  song  twice  orer, 
Lest  you  should  think  he  never  could  recapturo 
The  first  fine  careless  rapture ! ' 

But  Browning,"  he  went  on,  "  is  not  an  English  poet.  He  has  lived 
in  Italy  until  he  has  forgotten  the  kind  of  weather  we  are  treated  to  in 
April.  Had  he  suffered  for  weeks  together  as  I  have  done  lately,  he 
would  vary  the  burden  of  his  complaint  « Oh,  to  be  out  of  England,  now 
that  April's  here.' " 

"  Browning  not  an  English  poet !"  I  replied,  rather  hotly  perhaps  ; 
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"why,  ho  is  English  to  the  back-bone.  I  don't  believe  that  1  Italy,'  is 
engraved  on  his  heart.  He  never  forgets  the  fatherland.  b*-n  he 
exclaims,  1  my  England  at  home/  there  is  a  ring  and  music  in  the  tone 
which  you  cannot  mistake.  The  figures  he  deals  with  are  foreign,  but  the 
rich  vein  of  humour,  and  manliness,  and  tender  irony  which  runs  through 
his  work  is  only  to  be  dug  up  in  England.  Who,  except  an  English  poet, 
could  have  written  the  lines  on  Trafalgar  ?"  which  you  (the  reader,  that 
is)  recollect,  of  course. 

"  Nobly,  nobly,  Cape  Saint  Vincent  to  the  north-west  died  away  : 
Son-set  ran,  one  glorious  blood-red,  reeking  into  Cadiz  bay ; 
Bluish  mid  the  burning  water,  full  in  face  Trafalgar  lay : 
In  tho  dimmest  north-cast  distance  dawned  Gibraltar  grand  and  pray. 
*  Here  and  here  did  England  help  me— how  can  I  help  England  ? 1  *sy 
Whoso  turns  as  I,  this  evening,  turn  to  God  to  praise  and  pray, 
While  Jove's  planet  rises  yonder,  silent  over  Africa.'' 

Lancelot  admitted  that  it  was  a  noble  hymn.  u  What  a  glow  there  it 
in  it!  How  the  sunset  burns!  'Sunset  ran,  one  glorious  blood-n  J, 
reeking  into  Cadiz  Bay.*  So  we  won't  quarrel  any  more  about  Browning's 
nationality.  Yet,  to  my  taste,  Denis  Macarthy  (a  clever  lad,  by  the  way) 
has  said  better  and  truer  things  about  the  May  than  have  been  said  by 
almost  any  other  poet.  He  has  learned  the  advantage  of  sticking  to  fact, 
too, — its  value  even  to  a  poet."  And  Lancelot  took  a  little  volume  of 
poems  from  his  pocket,  and  read  me  one — so  musical,  so  broken-heart  e< \, 
so  touched  in  every  word  with  saddest  longing,  that  I  could  not  listen  to 
it  unmoved.  I  am  sorry  I  cannot  recall  the  whole  of  it  (for  I  am  sure  it 
would  charm  you),  but  the  last  verse  still  rings  in  my  car : 

"  Ah !  my  heart  is  pained  with  throbbing 
Throbbing  for  the  May — 
Throbbing  for  the  sea-sido  billows, 
Or  tho  water-wooing  willows : 
Where  in  langhing  and  in  sobbing 

Glide  the  streams  away: 
Ah !  my  heart,  my  heart  is  throbbing, 
Throbbing  for  the  May. 

**  Waiting  sad,  dejected,  weary, 
Waiting  for  the  May  : 
Spring  goes  by  with  wasted  warnings, 
Moon-lit  evenings,  sun-bright  mornings ; 
Summer  comes,  yet  dark  and  dreary, 

Life  still  ebbs  away; 
Man  is  ever  weary,  weary, 
Waiting  for  the  May!  " 

I  do  not  know  why  Lancelot  was  so  hard  upon  the  May  that  morning. 
His  line  had  given  way,  or  his  hook  had  snapped,  as  he  was  landing  a 
three-pounder  ("  five  pounds  to  an  ounce,"  he  averred  ;  but,  to  adapt  the 
old  proverb,  there  are  bigger  fish  in  the  sea  than  ever  came  out  of  it),  and 
such  a  mishap  is  rather  apt  to  try  a  man's  temper.    For  the  day  was  a 
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perfect  day.  It  was  the  first  Spring  morning, — in  feet,  I  mean,  and  not  by 
the  calendar.  There  is  always  one  day  in  the  year  when  the  Spring  seems 
to  me  to  awake.  The  snow  has  been  gone  for  weeks,  the  sun  has  been 
shining  briskly,  the  fruit-trees  are  white  with  blossom,  yet  the  sky  remains 
hard  and  stern,  and  the  earth  is  black  and  inhospitable,  as  if  the  thought 
of  winter  still  chilled  its  heart.  But  one  morning  you  wake  unwarned, 
and  you  have  barely  drawn  aside  the  curtains  ere  you  are  aware  that  tho 
bonds  of  death  are  loosed,  that  a  new  life  has  been  born  into  the  year, 
and  that  like  the  eyes  of  a  girl  who  has  begun  to  love,  the  blue  sky 
and  the  fleecy  clouds  have  strangely  softened  since  nightfall.  Spring  is 
abroad  upon  the  mountains,  and  her  maiden  whisper  thrills  your  pulse  I 
And  this  very  morning  (Lancelot  had  confessed  as  much,  as  we  strolled 
together  to  the  river-aide)  was  the  first  morning  of  the  New  Year. 

Yet  it  is  difficult  to  be  glad  in  8pring.  Spring,  I  sometimes  think,  is 
the  saddest  of  the  seasons.  And  it  is  not  impossible  to  explain  the  origin 
of  this  feeling.  There  is  a  grim  Danish  ballad  in  which  a  brother  falsely 
accuses  his  sister  of  unchaatity.  A  quiet  melody,  like  the  warble  of  a 
brook,  flows  through  the  terrible  story — 

"  Roses  my  counsel  keep, 
While  others  round  us  sleep.'* 

The  ominous  hush  of  the  accompaniment  heightens  the  agony  of  the  tale. 
Men  may  sleep;  but  the  roses  have  found  you  out.  They  will  not 
betray  you;  but  their  presence  is  a  tacit  reproach.  Thus,  too,  does 
the  Spring  reproach  us.  The  Winter  is  past,  yet  the  Winter's  work  is 
not  completed,  and  the  Winter's  friends  are  left  behind  with  the  snow. 
The  sealed  lips  of  January  convey  no  censure ;  but  the  delicate  labour 
of  May  is  a  testimony  against  us.  We  can  no  longer  remain  unconscious 
that  another  year  has  slipped  out  of  our  lives ;  that  our  hands  have  been 
folded,  and  our  lamps  untrimmed ;  that  the  shades  of  twilight  are  closing 
in,  and  the  night,  when  no  man  can  work,  is  nigh  at  hand.  So  we  have 
not  the  heart  to  welcome  back  the  May.  And  then  there  are  keener 
regreta  which  the  Spring  revives.  The  buds  are  growing  green  again  ; 
but  she— God  help  you — is  bound  up,  and  laid  away  beyond  the  Spring- 
time. Not  that  you  sorrow  as  those  without  hope.  She  has  gone  from 
the  kingdom  of  heaven  that  is  among  us,  to  the  kingdom  of  heaven  that 
is  beyond  the  veil.  With  devout  and  fearless  confidence,  as  a  child  to  its 
mother's  voice,  she  has  passed  through  our  darkness  into  His  light. 
That  glad  surprise,  the  radiant  smile  that  broke  upon  the  parted  lips,  is 
her  answer  to  her  Redeemer's  call,  "  Come  unto  me."  A  sharp  pang, 
doubtless ;  yet  it  would  be  well  if  spring  could  summon  back  no  drearier 
memories.  But  it  discourses,  alas  1  of  other,  sadder  farewells.  Last  year 
Innocent  in  her  hawthorn  wreath  was  the  picture  of  Raphael's  sweetest 
and  youngest  Ceccelia.  The  hawthorn  spray  this  morning  is  pure  as  that 
which  then  fell  upon  her  bosom ;  but  the  bosom  which  last  May-day  was 
snowy  white  as  tho  blossom— ah,  well,  there  is  a  stain  there  now  which 
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can  never  be  quite  washed  out  again  in  this  world,  they  say.  Then  there 
are  many  tired  souls,  tired  with  the  long  day's  work,  who  have  no  greet- 
ing to  bestow.  They  are  wearied ;  to  be  roused  at  all  is  to  be  roused  to 
pain ;  and  they  almost  resent  the  pressing  activity  of  Spring — 

"  We  scarcely  care  to  look  at  eren 
A  pretty  child,  or  God's  own  hearen; 
We  aro  so  tired— my  heart  and  L" 

The  great  poetess  who  wrote  these  lines  (a  brief  space  before  she  found 
the  rest  which  she  craved)  has  given  expression  to  a  mood  of  eren 
deeper  despondency,  which  the  caress  of  May  is  peculiarly  calculated  to 

invite. 

"  I  pray  God  pardon  me, 

That  I  no  more,  without  a  pang, 
His  choicest  works  can  see." 

That  is  a  mood  which  I  do  not  care  to  dwell  upon  or  to  analyze ;  it  is  one 
of  the  heaviest  and  dreariest  burdens  that  a  man  can  be  required  to  carry 
along  with  him  in  this  world ;  and  when  we  ask  God  to  heal  our  wounded 
and  afflicted  brethren,  we  should  remember  this  sufferer  in  our  prayers, 
for  his  punishment,  surely,  is  greater  than  he  can  bear. 

I  am  thinking  of  these  things,  as  I  lie  among  the  gorse,  sorting  my 
tackle,  and  watching  the  play  of  the  shadows  upon  the  river.  We  have 
been  both  quite  silent  for  a  long  time,  until  a  fisherman  in  a  blue  shirt, 
and  long  leather  boots,  who  is  "  shelling  "  mussels  to  bait  his  lines, 

"  While  round  him  little  imps 
Cling  screaming,  the  children  as  naked 
And  brown  as  his  shrimps," 

rises,  and  moves  away  towards  the  village,  and  his  hearty  "  Good-day  n 
startles  us  from  our  reverie.  Then  Lancelot,  who  has  instinctively  divined 
the  current  which  my  thoughts  have  taken,  rouses  up,  and,  still  lightly 
nnd  airily  clad  (as  befits  the  representative  of  the  "  naked  Pict"  whose 
shirt  Prince  Vortigern  appropriated),  favours  me  with  one  of  those  dis- 
courses, pensive  yet  satiric,  through  which  the  vague  and  fitful  melancholy 
of  a  Hamlet-like  age  protests — Hamlet-like  in  its  moral  languor  ac<i 
irresolute  sympathy ;  as  weak  as  Hamlet  for  all  practical  uses  and  en  Is. 
Would  you  care  to  hear  the  argument  of  his  discourse  ? 

"  What  is  honour  ? "  it  began.  '*  What  is  honour,  and  what  are  a 
great  many  other  names  of  a  similar  derivation — love,  fame,  friendship, 
immortal  glory,  and  the  rest  of  them  ?  Can  you  say,  on  your  word,  as  a 
gentleman,  that  they  repay  the  labour  of  living  ?  Fame  is  a  pretty  toy, 
and — especially  when  the  golden  trump  is  blown  by  maiden's  lips — may 
suit  the  tender  youth, 

'  Well  pleased  to  bend  to  flatteries  from  thy  month, 
And  feel  them  stir  tho  myrtle  of  his  crown.' 

And  Love,  during  the  honeymoon,  is  a  provokingly  lovely  child,  fit  for 
a  Gaeak  pastoral  or  Dante's  graver  iambics.   But  when  the  blue  haj 
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melted  out  of  the  eyes,  when  the  pearly  flush  has  faded  from  the  cheek, 
"when  the  immortelles  are  withered— what  then  ? 

•  Blown  harshly  kcops  the  tramp  its  golden  cry  ? 
Tastes  sweet  the  water  with  such  specks  of  earth  ?  9 

Surely  not.  Even  the  poet's  imagination  can  only  feign  1  a  divine  regret.' 
Vanity  of  vanities,  my  friend,  all  is  vanity.  Why,  then,  struggle  so 
fiercely  ?  Why  run  ourselves  out  of  breath  ?  Is  not  rest  better  ?  There 
are  some  terrible  busybodies  in  this  world,  who  won't  let  a  soul  rest- 
even  in  eternity.  Well,  it  may  be  that  when  there,  we  shall  find  *  other, 
nobler  work  to  do ;  '  but  in  the  meantime,  sore  with  the  saddle-mark,  I 
look  forward  to  a  brief  interval  of  repose — a  few  thousand  years,  or  thereby 
— to  quiet  the  headache  and  the  heartache.  My  poet  has  administered 
a  proper  rebuke  to  these  people  in  that  quaint  passage  where  he  says 
that  when  we  have  learned  by  means  of  evil  that  good  is  best,  and  reached, 
through  earth  and  its  noise,  to  heaven's  serene,  that  then, 

4  Why,  the  child  grown  man,  you  burn  the  rod, 
The  uses  of  labour  are  surely  done. 
There  remaineth  a  rest  for  the  people  of  God, 
And  I  have  had  troubles  enough  for  one.' 

True,  you  reply,  but  right  and  wrong,  and  virtue  and  vice,  what  make 
you  of  them  ?  To  tell  you  the  truth,  I  have  never  been  able  to  make 
much— of  one  or  other.  Be  an  honest  man  certainly,  if  you  can  ;  only  do 
not  be  too  sure  that  honesty  will  pay.  My  pastor  (who  has  been  egre- 
giously  victimized  all  his  life  by  missionary  societies  and  other  swindlers) 
assures  me  that  honesty  is  the  best  policy  even  in  this  world.  Is  he,  are 
you,  quite  satisfied  that  it  is  the  best?  Why,  there,  for  instance,  is 
Louise,  in  her  natty  little  brougham,  and  Betsy,  the  maid-of-all-work  at 
the  1  Saracen's  Head' — both  of  whom  you  know  by  headmark,  I  assume? 
Which  of  them  has  made  the  better  bargain?  Betsy  grinds  from 
morning  to  night,  has  seldom  a  spare  moment  to  wash  her  face,  and  gets 
four  hours  sleep  in  the  twenty-four.  Louise — but  you  know  what  she  is 
like,  and  how  she  lives  ?  'Tis  an  eminently  lovely  face,  pure  and  clear  as 
the  lily,  each  feature  delicately  and  finely  articulated  as  a  Greek  face  by  a 
Greek  sculptor.  Her  manner  is  serenely  unembarrassed  ;  she  evinces  as 
little  timidity  and  as  little  pretension  as  a  duchess.  She  is  by  nature 
perfectly  unaffected, — simple,  good-humoured,  and  sweet-tempered.  The 
bright  eye  is  frank  and  fearless,  and  not  disturbed  by  any  « visionary 
woe ; '  and  the  placid  content  of  the  mouth  betrays  no  haunting  regret. 
The  paths  of  virtue  are  paths  of  pleasantness,  undoubtedly ;  but  with 
these  facts  before  me— in  view  of  Louise's  moire  antique,  and  Betsy's 
sixty  summers  and  imperfectly  washed  petticoats — I  am  well  pleased  that 
I  have  not  to  deliver  a  discourse  on  its  temporal  advantages.  1  But  the 
devil  will  get  you,  Louise,  in  the  end  ? '  4  Ah,  but  we  have  discharged 
the  devil  in  the  meantime,'  says  Louise.  1  He  doesn't  go  into  society 
now.    We  have  ceased  to  invite  him.    He  has  no  longer  the  entree— le 
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pauvre  diable!'  Even  on  this  further  division  of  the  subject  I  have 
neither  heart  nor  will,  my  poor  Louise,  to  sermonise  you  at  length. 
Heaven  alone  can  treat  the  text  aright." 

At  this  point  I  am  tempted  to  interrupt  him.  "  You  are  a  scoffer," 
I  pay,  "  and  the  law  shuts  your  mouth.  But  there  are  one  or  two  earnest 
men  left  in  the  world — go  and  hear  what  they  have  got  to  say." 

"  I  don't  much  fancy  earnest  men,"  is  the  reply.  "A  Fifth  Monarchy 
man  is  rather  in  people's  way  in  the  nineteenth  century.  Besides,  our  ear- 
nest men  are  peculiarly  obnoxious  :  they  are  so  desperately  self-satisfied, 
so  perfectly  conscious  that  all  the  world  is  looking  at  them  !  What  a 
noble  animal  an  earnest  man,  with  stiff  sinews  and  a  bull-like  chest,  is ! 
It  must  do  the  world  a  deal  of  good  to  know  that  a  fellow  who  is  as 
muscular  as  a  horse,  and  who  stands  six  feet  two  in  his  stockings,  is  a 
sound  believer.  It's  re-assuring.  It  gives  Christianity  a  lift.  Or  they  try 
another  tack. — *  Put  your  soul  into  your  work,  and  you  will  make  it  and 
the  action  fine !  Pulling  on  your  breeches  is  a  noble  thing  if  done  in  a 
right  spirit.'  So  it  is,  perhaps;  only  do  be  quiet  for  ten  minutes. 
Silence  is  golden.  Say  a  loud  grace  before  and  after  every  mouthful 
you  swallow,  if  you  like ;  but  let  me  believe  that  a  steady,  silent  thankful- 
ness is  better." 

I  told  him  that  I  cared  for  heroics  and  hysterics  as  little  as  he  did; 
that  these  were  not  exactly  the  men  to  whom  I  alluded ;  and  that  the 
only  man  I  had  any  real  respect  for  died  the  other  day,  and  lay  buried  in 
the  little  chapel  at  Sanfcena.  Who  was  he?  A  graphic  pen  has  thus 
described  him : — "  A  squat,  pot-bellied  form ;  small,  stumpy  legs ;  short, 
round  arms,  with  the  hands  stuck  constantly  in  the  trowsers'  pockets;  a 
thick  neck,  in  which  you  could  see  the  veins  swelling;  scant,  thin  hair;  a 
blurred,  blotched  face;  and  sharp  grey  eyes,  covered  by  goggle  spectacles." 
You  ask  what  I  find  heroic  in  this  unheroic  figure?  It  is  perhaps  enough 
to  say  that  this  man  is  Camillo  Benso  di  Cavour,  the  most  fertile  and 
powerful  brain  that  modern  Europe  has  produced.  That  is,  perhaps 
enough :  but  as  he  has  been  dead  nearly  a  year  to-day,  as  his  heroic 
qualities  are  gradually  becoming  more  visible,  and  as  we  sadly  lack  men 
worthy  of  imitation  (real  men,  not  "  distinguished  names  "  only),  it  but 
not  be  unprofitable  to  consider,  at  our  leisure,  of  what  stuff  this  latest 
"  hero "  was  compacted.  A  life  like  his  refutes  Lancelot's  unhopeful 
scepticism  and  languid  scorn  more  directly  than  argument  can  do. 

He  is,  in  the  first  place,  one  of  our  silent  heroes,  not  much  addicted  to 
windy  vehemence  of  any  kind.  There  is  a  remarkable  absence  of  clap- 
trap, alike  in  his  speech,-— anxious,  hesitating,  inelegant,  and  intent  only 
on  saying  the  exact  thing  exactly,— and  in  his  conduct  He  did  his 
work,  as  he  did  his  talk,  quietly.  He  had  a  horror  of  charlatanism, 
meaning  thereby  the  vulgar  and  noisy  appeal  to  popular  passion. 
Garibaldi's  disposition  is  too  pure  and  loftily  unselfish  to  expose  him  to 
the  imputation :  else  his  appearance  at  the  Naples  opera  in  a  red  shirt 
(because  he  was  too  poor,  though  he  had  the  National  Treasury  at  hand, 
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to  purchase  decent  garments)  might  be  called  a  piece  of  charlatanism. 
Cavour  could  not  have  done  this ;  he  would  have  felt  that  the  conqueror 
of  a  country  might  not  unpardonably  help  himself  to  a  new  coat.  His 
temperament,  in  like  manner,  indisposed  him  to  violence, — when  violence 
was  not  indispensable.  He  would  not  break  with  his  bitterest  foe,  if  he 
could  avoid  it.  When  the  Vatican,  for  instance,  veto'd  the  bishops 
nominated  at  Turin,  the  Minister  did  not  retaliate  in  a  direct  or  angry 
way.  He  merely  ceased  to  nominate  any  candidates  at  all:  a  policy 
which  quickly  reduced  the  number  of  bishops,  without  inflicting,  as  it 
appeared,  any  loss  on  the  community.  The  policy  of  contemptuous 
acquiescence  was  maintained  by  Cavour  on  many  occasions  with  complete 
success. 

And  Cavour  was  a  moderate,  as  well  as  an  undemonstrative  man; 
moderate  in  feeling,  and  moderate  in  design.  He  was  no  fanatic.  He 
loved  the  golden  mean — auream  mediocritatem.  He  was  never  the  slave  of 
impulse ;  never  allowed  himself  to  be  influenced  by  resentment,  remorse, 
or  visionary  enthusiasm.  It  is  said  that  he  was  an  ardent  whist-player, 
and  on  one  occasion  lost  a  larger  sum  than  he  could  well  afford.  Many 
men  would  have  played  on  more  recklessly :  many  men  would  have  thrown 
away  the  cards  in  disgust:  but  Cavour,  for  the  future,  merely  reduced  his 
stakes.  The  smile  of  the  Court  could  not  make  him  an  apologist  of 
tyranny ;  when  its  ban  was  on  him  he  did  not  ally  himself  with  the 
republicans.  He  was,  in  one  sense,  an  intensely  practical  man.  Pure 
logic  was  a  science  which  he  did  not  comprehend,  and  for  which  he  had 
no  aptitude.  "  He  did  what  he  could."  That  was  his  motto.  Yet 
Cavour,  though  he  did  not  love  speculative  truisms,  was  not  insensible  to 
the  higher  and  more  spiritual  motives  by  which  nations  are  governed. 
His  entire  career  for  many  years  was  an  appeal  to  these  intangible 
influences.  "  We  have  lost,"  he  is  reported  to  have  said  after  Novara, 
"  thousands  of  brave  soldiers :  we  have  wasted  many  millions ;  we  have 
had  disastrous  campaigns :  and  from  all  this  we  have  only  reaped  one 
thing :  we  have  got  the  Italian  tricolor  as  our  standard,  instead  of  the 
flag  of  Savoy.  Well,  in  my  opinion,  we  have  not  paid  too  dear  a  price." 
The  man  who  in  those  dark  days  could  hold  that  Novara  was  not  a  barren 
defeat,  recognized  very  clearly  the  power  of  national  sentiment,  of  aspira- 
tions for  unity  and  freedom,  as  opposed  to  more  material  agencies.  His 
financial  operations  were  not  directly  paying  speculations ;  but  they  did 
what  they  were  intended  to  do.  They  made  Sardinia  the  model  Italian 
State,  A  similar  feeling  induced  him  to  embark  in  the  Crimean  campaign. 
He  probably  did  not  care  a  straw  which  power  held  Sebastopol ;  but  he 
was  persuaded  that  a  few  drops  of  Italian  blood  shed  on  an  Eastern  battle- 
field would  do  much  for  Italy.  When  the  nations  of  Europe  beheld  an 
Italian  army  in  the  field,  they  would  begin  to  comprehend  that  there  was 
an  Italian  nation  behind,  and  that  the  nation  could  produce  live  soldiers 
as  well  as  old  pictures  and  ballet-dancers.  Mrs.  Browning  has 
summed  up,  in  a  powerful  couplet,  the  impression  produced  on  the 
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mind  by  Cavour's  policy  during  the  uneventful  years  that  followed 
Novara, — 

"  lie  held  tip  his  Piedmont  ten  year*, 

Till  she  suddenly  smiled,  and  was— Italy.'* 

The  Minister  who  could  work  on  in  this  indirect  way  for  so  long,  and 
who  could  enlist  such  apparently  hostile  elements  to  aid  his  design — 
waiting  in  patience  "  for  the  atoning  hour  to  come  " — must  hare  possessed 
a  very  powerful  imagination,  or  been  possessed  by  an  absorbing  passion. 
Cavour's  passion  was  the  Italian  Kingdom.  In  his  boyish  dreams  he 
already  saw  himself  the  Minister  of  a  united  Italy,  and  the  dream  of  his 
youth  became  the  devouring  excitement  of  his  life.  A  holy  ambition 
burned  beneath  that  politic  subtlety.  It  is  impossible  to  arrive  at  a  just 
estimate  of  his  character,  unless  we  keep  this  constantly  in  mind.  Cavour 
was  the  embodiment  of  an  idea.  The  idea  was  that  to  which  Dante  long 
before  had  given  an  imaginative  personality.  The  ravenous  she- wolf  was 
to  prey  upon  Italy,  "  until  the  greyhound  come  to  drive  her  to  her 
doom." 

'«  He  shall  not  feed  on  lands  and  pelf, 
But  wisdom,  love,  and  righteousness. 
From  Fcltro  unto  Feltro  he  shall  rule, 
And  raise  our  humbled  Italy, 
For  which  the  maid  Camilla  brave, 
With  Nisus,  Turnus,  Eurvalus  bled." 

TIi us  Cavour's  is  a  somewhat  impersonal  diameter.  It  wants  the  pic- 
turesque lights  and  shades  of  passion  which  we  find  in  other  men. 
He  was  no  partisan.  He  was  not  interested  in  party  conflicts  or  party 
triumphs.  He  used  a  party  as  long  as  he  found  that  it  was  useful  to 
him;  whenever  it  came  in  his  way,  whenever  it  ceased  to  aid  the 
cause  for  which  he  laboured,  he  threw  it  away,  as  he  threw  away 
an  old  glove.  He  had  few  intimate  associates.  He  was  friendly, 
sociable,  ready  to  converse ;  but  none  ever  penetrated  into  the  deeps 
of  his  heart.  His  heart  was  occupied  with  a  single  passion;  and 
there  was  no  place  left  in  it  for  love  or  friendship.  He  did  not  marry; 
he  rather  liked  to  flirt  with  women  in  a  light  incidental  way;  but  he  was 
never  vehemently  attached.  Nor  was  he  "  a  good  hater."  It  is  said  that 
after  Novara,  the  youthful  Victor  Emmanuel  drew  his  sword,  and  shaking 
it  towards  the  Austrian  camp,  said,  with  a  fierce  oath,  "  L'ltalia  aaral "  It 
may  be  doubted  whether  the  large  and  placid  intelligence  of  Cavour  could 
appreciate  this  burning  resentment.  Austria  was  in  his  way,  and  Austria 
required  to  be  removed;  but  he  did  not  feel  that  vehement  personal 
antipathy  which  animated  the  king.  He  has  been  called  unscrupulous, 
and  in  one  sense  he  was  unscrupulous.  He  had  not  only  a  serene  contempt 
for  the  verdict  which  the  precisian  might  pronounce  on  the  machinery 
which  he  employed,  but,  I  suspect,  that  in  his  eyes  the  end  entirely  sanctified 
the  means.  Universal  suffrage  was  a  mockery  and  a  snare ;  Cut  as  the 
Tuscans  were  determined  to  elect  Victor  Emmanuel,  universal  suffrage 
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might  be  properly  resorted  to.  "  Oh !  you  know,"  he  said,  with  his  quiet 
Iiugh,  "  it's  a  capital  invention."  There  was  not  a  drop  of  bitterness  in 
his  nature,  and  yet  he  did  cruel  things,  which  politicians  more  cruel  by 
nature  would  have  shrunk  from.  Men  and  women  were  the  pieces  upon  his 
chess-board,  and  he  offered  them  up  without  remorse.  Thus  he  sacrificed 
the  Princess  Clothilde — a  young  and  innocent  girl.  Not  that  he  desired 
or  intended  to  hurt  her,  but  the  cause  of  Italian  freedom  claimed  a  costly 
victim,  and  he  laid  her  without  scruple  upon  its  altar.  But  if  he  sacrificed 
others,  he  did  not  spare  himself.  Whenever  he  found  that  his  presence 
obstructed  the  good  cause  he  voluntarily  withdrew.  He  was  utterly  un- 
selfish. Italy  was  to  be  delivered.  He  knew  that  he  was  the  appointed 
deliverer ;  but  he  was  quite  willing  that  others  should  undertake  the  work, 
if  they  could  do  it  better.  He  was  not  exactly  an  unbeliever  ;  but  he  did 
not  concern  himself  much  about  the  affairs  of  the  next  world.  He  had 
enough  to  do  in  the  present ;  the  future  must  take  care  of  itself.  " 1  have 
got  my  Italy  to  deliver  in  the  meantime;  that  is  a  specific  piece  of  work 
which  I  have  been  appointed  to  conduct ;  and  finish  it  I  must  before  I  die. 
Let  me  perish,  if  Italy  be  free."  In  this  sacrificial  spirit  he  worked  on  to 
the  end.  "  Save  your  souls  ;  each  man  his  own  dirty  soul  for  himself," 
ia/according  to  Mr.  Kingsley,  the  "  cry  "  of  modern  Christendom.  Cavour'a 
11  cry  "  was  different.  "  Let  us  say  a  prayer  for  your  soul,  my  son,"  the 
priest  who  attended  him  in  his  last  moments  is  reported  to  have  said. 
"  Yes,  father,"  was  the  reply ;  "  but  let  us  pray  too  for  Italy." 

To  Cavour's  character,  in  one  respect,  complete  justice  has  not  yet 
been  done.  Though  eminently  and  decisively  firm,  he  was  never  obsti- 
nate. His  vision  was  wonderfully  steady  and  clear.  He  saw  his  game 
from  the  beginning.  He  had  rehearsed  his  career,  and  its  incidents  bear 
the  marks  of  elaborate  preparation.  Such  a  man  was  necessarily  indif- 
ferent to  public  opinion.  He  could  not  alter  the  argument  of  his  discourse 
to  satisfy  the  mob.  Thus  he  was  often  temporarily  unpopular.  But 
though  no  amount  of  unpopularity  could  divert  him  from  the  course  which 
he  had  chalked  out  (if  that  course,  and  that  course  alone,  could  ensure  the 
final  success  of  his  design),  yet  he  was  always  ready  to  yield,  when  he  saw 
that  "  the  inexorable  logic  of  facts "  was  against  him.  He  could  brave 
the  mob ;  but  facts  were  "  duels  that  wud  na  ding,"  and  he  never  tried 
to  resist  them.  But  he  had  not  only  wonderful  tact — the  instinct  which 
enabled  him  to  separate  transient  manifestations  of  public  feeling  from 
those  authoritative  "  facts "  which  could  only  be  disregarded  on  pain  of 
defeat :  he  had  likewise  the  faculty  which  enabled  him  with  rapidity  and 
boldness  to  alter  his  design,  and  adapt  it  to  the  circumstances  of  the  hour. 
This  is,  perhaps,  the  supreme  test  of  a  statesman's  capacity.  To  plan  in 
the  study,  is  one  thing  ;  to  make  the  plan  work  in  the  actual  world,  is  a 
harder  task,  and  requires  a  vigorous  and  masculine  yet  pliant  genius. 
The  formation  of  a  Northern  Italian  kingdom  was,  in  Cavour's  view  (who 
agreed  with  Victor  Amadeus  that  Italy,  like  an  artichoke,  had  to  be  eaten 
leaf  by  leaf),  the  first  step  towards  national  unity.   When  that  Btep  was 
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taken,  he  desired  to  pause.  He  wished  to  organize  and  consolidate  the 
new  monarchy.  Bnt  Garibaldi's  invasion  of  Naples  precipitated  the 
tlcnotiment — prematurely,  as  Cavour  thought  at  the  time;  prematurely, 
as  the  events  that  are  still  occurring  seem  to  prove.  The  Minister's 
policy  at  this  difficult  crisis  was  eminently  happy.  He  could  neither 
assist  nor  resist  Garibaldi.  The  one  course  would  have  been  as  perilous 
as  the  other.  But,  in  a  masterly  way,  he  did — nothing.  He  lay  on  his 
oars  and  waited.  Garibaldi  entered  Naples,  and  proclaimed  Victor 
Emmanuel.  The  Dictator  was  intoxicated,  as  he  might  well  be,  with  his 
triumph.  He  was  for  the  moment  the  foremost  man  in  Italy.  Cavour's 
subtle  and  politic  mind  viewed  this  position  of  affairs  with  keen  anxiety. 
Garibaldi  was  the  last  man  to  whom  the  Italian  cause  could  be  safely 
confided.  The  rashness  and  the  arrogance  of  his  councils  (if  not 
restrained)  would  destroy  that  hard -won  freedom.  The  moment, 
consequently,  had  arrived  when  it  was  indispensable  that  Sardinia 
should  recover  the  leadership  which  had  been  temporarily  dele- 
gated to  a  daring  trooper.  The  Sardinian  army  entered  the  Papal 
States,  and  overran  Central  Italy.  The  Sardinian  monarch,  flushed  with 
victory,  advanced  at  last  on  equal  terms  to  meet  the  guerilla  captain, 
who  came  to  the  interview  with  a  kingdom  in  his  hand — a  royal  gift.  It 
is  difficult  to  overrate  the  sagacity  of  the  policy  which  dictated  this  move; 
or  the  rare  celerity,  boldness,  and  vigour  with  which  it  was  executed. 
The  more  the  circumstances  are  examined,  the  more  clearly  will  it  appear 
that  thus  only  could  the  perilous  victories  of  Garibaldi  have  been  made 
permanently  available  to  the  Italian  cause. 

This  is  my  hero.  Not,  by  any  means,  a  blameless  life ;  on  the  con- 
trary, in  many  ways  most  blameworthy.  Still,  the  man  knew  his  own 
mind,  and  did  it.  There  was,  I  fear,  blood  on  his  hand  and  guilt  on  his 
conscience  ere  he  died.  But  we  are  all  sinners :  there  is  not  one  man 
who  doeth  good ;  no,  not  one ;  yet  Sir  Thomas  Browne  has  assured  us 
that  "  they  may  sit  in  the  orchestra  and  noblest  seats  of  heaven,  who  have 
held  up  shaking  hands  in  the  fire,  and  humanly  contended  for  glory.*'  I 
have  not  heard  that  Camillo  Benso  di  Cavour  occupies  a  seat  in  the 
orchestra ;  but  I  know  that  he  has  been  already  recompensed ;  for  the  tears 
of  a  free  people  have  fallen  upon  his  tomb. 

And  so  he  played  his  part,  and  such  a  part  is  worth  playing.  Yet, 
after  all,  as  Lancelot  urges,  is  not  rest  best  ?  Wise  statesmen,  even,  have 
come  round  to  his  opinion.  One  for  whose  courageous  integrity  I  enter- 
tained profound  respect,  after  governing  Europe  for  thirty  years,  quitted 
the  capital  for  the  bleak  North  Sea,  and  wrote,  I  am  convinced  with 
unalloyed  satisfaction,  over  the  doorway  of  the  cottage  where  he  spent  the 
evening  of  his  days,  "  Beatua  tile  procul  a  negotiit," 
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Most  persons,  I  fancy,  would  like  to  be  able  to  give  a  definite  answer  to 
this  question,  about  any  article  which  they  arc  in  the  habit  of  taking 
freely  with  their  daily  meals.  It  would  not  be  pleasant  to  be  in  doubt, 
for  instance,  whether  the  fine  white  shavings  which  cook  has  thrown  over 
the  joint  of  roast  beef  were  horseradish  or  aconite.  A  family  man  would 
like  to  be  able  to  fay  yea  or  nay,  distinctly,  to  the  question,  "  Is  your 
drinking  water  contaminated  to  such  an  extent  that  it  will  probably  give 
you  and  your  wife  and  children  colic,  and  paralysis,  and  epilepsy  ?  " 

There  is  one  article  of  daily  consumption,  however,  about  the  real 
nature  of  which  there  has  been  a  wonderful  amount  of  apathy  in  the 
public  mind ;  and  that  is — Alcohol.  It  is  true  that  for  years  past  the 
question  has  been  disputed,  as  to  which  of  the  classes  named  at  the  head 
of  this  article  might  rightly  claim  alcohol  as  its  own  ;  but  the  war  has 
been  waged  between  a  few  partisans  on  either  side,  and  the  great  mass  of 
educated  people  have  cared  nothing  about  it.  The  very  few  persons 
possessing  any  acquaintance  with  physiological  science  who  embraced  the 
decided  views  of  the  teetotalers  were  probably  led  to  take  this  step,  con- 
sciously or  unconsciously,  from  motives  of  philanthropy,  and  not  from 
scientific  conviction. 

A  new  turn,  however,  has  been  given  to  the  controversy.  New  pre- 
tensions have  been  put  forward  by  the  teetotalers,  on  highly  plausible 
grounds,  to  rest  their  case  on  the  basis  of  chemical  and  physiological 
proof  of  a  very  positive  kind.  It  becomes  absolutely  necessary  for 
scientific  men  to  engage  in  the  serious  consideration  of  the  whole  question ; 
and  accordingly  one  medical  man  of  eminence  after  another  is  being  drawn 
into  the  vortex  of  strife,  and  compelled  to  declare  the  grounds  of  his  faith 
one  way  or  the  other.  Perhaps,  under  these  circumstances,  it  may  be 
permitted  to  a  physician,  who  is  deeply  impressed  with  the  importance 
of  the  subject,  very  briefly  to  tell  the  story  of  the  Alcohol  controversy,  and 
to  endeavour  to  show  at  what  amount  of  scientific  demonstration  we  have 
really  arrived. 

The  apathy  with  which  medical  men  generally  regarded  the  teetotal 
controversy  had  solid  grounds  enough.  Morally  and  philanthropically 
considered,  the  teetotalers,  they  thought,  were  to  be  highly  respected  for  their 
earnest  attempts  at  social  reform.  But  as  for  the  physiological  dogmas 
which  they  propounded,  it  seemed  that  they  were  evidently  false;  for  they 
were  in  flagrant  contradiction  with  the  principles  established  by  the  first 
scientific  authorities  of  the  day.  Liebig,  the  great  chemist  and  physio- 
logist, about  thirty  years  ago,  propounded  his  famous  classification  of  food, 
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and  in  this  classification  he  reckoned  alcohol  as  a  heat-producing  food. 
For  the  benefit  of  readers  quite  unaccustomed  to  physiological  terms,  I 
must  explain  a  little.  Certain  articles  of  food,  e.g.  sugar,  starch,  fct,  oil, 
&c.  are  used  in  our  bodies,  not  only  for  the  purpose  of  adding  to  the  sub- 
stance of  some  of  the  tissues,  but  for  sustaining  the  necessary  heat  of  the 
body.  This  they  accomplish  by  uniting  with  the  oxygen  which  our 
system  derives  from  the  atmosphere,  and  forming  carbonic  acid  gas  acd 
water,  the  chemical  action  by  which  this  is  effected  giving  rise  to  a 
development  of  heat.  It  was  to  this  class  of  foods  that  Liebig  supposed 
alcohol  to  belong. 

This  theory  of  the  action  of  alcohol  had  a  great  success.  It  corre- 
sponded admirably  with  what  might  have  been  expected  from  the  known 
chemical  resemblance  of  alcohol  to  the  fatty  and  starchy  foods,  and  with 
the  fact  that  chemists  had  failed  to  detect  alcohol  in  any  considerable 
portion  in  the  excretions  of  the  body.  Presently,  too,  more  than  one  ex- 
perimental physiologist  made  observations  which  seemed  to  confirm  hi 
truth.  Bouchardat  and  Saodras,  in  France,  administered  alcohol  to 
ducks,  and  then  bled  them  to  death.  The  blood  was  distilled  after  the 
addition  of  a  little  sulphuric  acid,  and  was  found  to  possess  a  feeble  odour 
of  acetic  acid  (vinegar).  Now,  this  acetic  acid  is  one  of  those  compounds 
which  alcohol  forms  out  of  the  body  by  its  union  with  oxygen:  it 
indicates  an  intermediate  stage — a  lower  degree  of  oxidation— than  that 
which  is  represented  by  carbonic  acid  and  water.  So  that  it  really  seemed 
as  if  the  experimenter  had  detected  Nature  in  the  midst  of  the  chemical 
processes  by  which  she  utilizes  alcohol  for  the  production  of  animal  heat. 
Again,  M.  Duchek  analyzed  the  blood  of  dogs  which  he  had  made  tipey 
with  alcohol,  and  believed  that  he  found  the  traces  of  aldehyde  and 
oxalic  acid,  two  more  of  the  intermediate  oxides,  so  to  speak,  between 
simple  alcohol  on  the  one  hand,  and  carbonic  acid  and  water,  which  are 
the  highest  result  of  the  oxidation  of  alcohol,  on  the  other. 

Nor  was  the  doctrine  of  Liebig  unsupported  by  practical  evidence, 
which  seemed  to  speak  strongly  in  its  favour.  A  famous  English  physician, 
recently  dead,  applied  the  theory  to  the  treatment  of  acute  diseases— such 
as  inflammations  and  fevers — and  imagined  that  alcohol,  in  the  shape  of 
wine  or  brandy,  might  prove  an  admirable  substitutive  food  during  the 
inability  of  the  stomach  to  digest  ordinary  nourishment.  The  practice 
may  have  been  pushed  too  far,  but  it  succeeded  to  a  remarkable  and  most 
unexpected  extent.  The  old  notion  that  wine  and  brandy  would  increase 
the  force  of  an  acute  inflammation  was  upset :  and  undoubtedly  a  new 
method  of  saving  life  had  been  invented ;  for  no  one  had  previously  giren 
alcohol  in  the  same  way,  and  on  the  same  principles,  in  the  treatment 
of  the  so-called  sthenic  (or  strong)  diseases.  As  was  not  unnatural,  the 
wide-spread  celebrity  of  Dr.  Todd's  practice  contributed  to  establish 
a  conviction  of  the  truth  of  Liebig's  doctrines.  Those  who  close!/ 
watched  the  practice  of  Dr.  Todd  saw  with  astonishment  that  patients 
suffering  under  acute  diseases,  and  for  days  together  unable  to  take 
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anything  but  large  doses  of  alcohol,  recovered  from  their  maladies  with 
scarcely  any  of  the  emaciation  and  loss  of  strength  which  they  had  so 
often  seen  protracted  for  a  long  period  of  convalescence.  The  inference 
seemed  plain.  The  alcohol  had  united  with  the  oxygen,  and  had  pre- 
vented it  from  feeding  upon,  and  burning  up,  the  tissues ;  so  that  but 
little  wasting  had  taken  place.  The  more  inattentive  followers  of  Dr.  Todd, 
those  who  had  never  closely  watched  him  at  the  bedside,  unfortunately 
quite  mistook  his  principles,  and  went  to  the  absurd  length  of  investing 
brandy  with  the  character  of  a  specific  against  almost  every  disease. 

From  all  this  there  has  now  come  a  great  revulsion.  Chemists  have 
arisen,  both  in  this  country  and  in  France,  who  declare  that  alcohol  is  not 
a  food  at  all.  They  say  that  they  have  proved,  by  experimental  investi- 
gation, that  the  whole  of  the  alcohol  which  we  take  into  the  stomach  runs 
through  the  body  as  it  might  through  a  filter,  and  is  very  shortly  cast 
out,  by  the  various  excretions,  totally  unchanged.  There  is  no  union  with 
oxygen,  no  combustion,  no  change  into  carbonic  acid  and  water ;  there- 
fore, alcohol  cannot  be  a  food.  " L 'alcohol  n'esf  pas  un  aliment!1*  says 
M.  Lallemand,  in  a  magisterial  way.  Alcohol,  in  short,  is  nothing  more 
nor  less  than  a  poison,  of  which  the  system  labours  eagerly  to  rid  itself 
as  fast  as  possible  l  Very  nearly  the  same  language  is  held  by  Dr. 
Edward  Smith,  who  has  published  some  able  papers  on  the  subject. 

The  teetotalers  are,  of  course,  radiant  with  triumph.  Even  medical 
men  have  shrunk  back  from  their  rapidly  growing  confidence  in  the 
efficacy  of  alcohol  as  a  means  of  treatment  in  acute  disease  ;  while,  as 
regards  its  employment  as  a  beverage  during  health,  they  profess  them- 
selves almost  teetotalers  in  theory,  if  not  in  practice.  The  spectacle  is  not 
very  edifying  to  the  general  public,  who  are  puzzled  at  these  rapid  changes 
of  medical  belief ;  more  especially  as  one  of  the  most  eminent  surgeons 
of  the  day — Professor  Miller,  of  Edinburgh — has  completely  espoused  the 
new  doctrines.  As  I  do  not  happen  to  share  in  the  belief  that  the  new 
oracles  have  effectually  settled  the  question,  I  wish  to  state  what  seem  to 
me  very  good  and  sufficient  grounds  for  hesitation  in  accepting  the  reformed 
faith,  and  casting  away  the  traditions  of  the  greatest  teacher  of  clinical  medi- 
cine, and  one  of  the  most  philosophical  physicians  of  the  present  century. 

The  action  of  alcohol  on  the  body  presents  two  phases.  There  is, 
first,  its  immediate  action  on  the  nervous  system,  producing,  in  its  various 
degrees,  excitement,  intoxication,  narcotism,  or  death  itself.  And  there  is, 
secondly,  its  more  remote  operation  on  the  tissues,  in  virtue  of  which  it 
may  be  held  to  assist,  or  to  impair,  the  nutrition  of  the  body  and  the 
various  processes  which  subserve  that  nutrition  ;  to  assist  the  growth  and 
preservation  of  the  frame,  or  to  hasten  its  disease  and  decay.  In  the 
present  paper  I  shall  only  attempt  to  deal  with  the  former  of  these  two 
effects  of  alcohol. 

Action  of  Alcohol  upon  the  Nervous  System. — First,  let  me  state  as  fairly 
as  I  can  the  theory  of  those  who  think  that  alcohol  acta  on  the  nervous 
system  only  as  a  poison  or  a  medicine.   With  regard  to  the  effect  of  small 
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doses,  the  opinion  of  this  party  is  clearly  expressed  by  Professor  Miller :  • 
— "  Alcohol  is  a  narcotic  stimulant ;  one  of  a  class  of  substances  which, 
given  in  repeated  small  doses,  will  produce  a  stimulant  effect  which  may 
be  kept  up  for  some  time  ;  an  effect,  however,  which  will  certainly  be 
followed,  on  the  withdrawal  of  the  medicine,  by  a  depression  profound  in 
proportion  to  the  length  of  time  during  which  it  has  been  delusively 
postponed."  The  upholders  of  this  theory  further  believe  that  the  effect 
of  a  larger  dose  is  to  bring  about  more  quickly  than  in  the  former  case 
the  condition  of  depression,  the  stimulant  action  being  more  short-lived  ; 
till,  in  the  instance  of  enormous  doses,  the  stimulant  effect  may  be  alto- 
gether concealed  by  the  more  powerful  narcotic  influence,  which  in  this 
case  instantly  becomes  perceptible.  It  thus  appears  that  in  every  dose 
alcohol  possesses,  though  in  varying  relativo  proportions,  a  stimulant  and 
a  narcotic,  or  depressing,  action.  An  essential  part  of  this  doctrine  also 
is,  that  the  tuking  of  alcohol  in  any  dose  begets  a  craving  for  its  repeti- 
tion, and  that  the  dose  must  be  periodically  increased  to  satisfy  the  morbid 
wants  of  the  system.  It  is  not  by  any  means  difficult  to  find  evidence 
which  seems  to  speak  in  favour  of  the  above  theory.  The  teetotaler 
points  to  the  drunkard,  aud  bids  us  remark  that  the  poor  wretch,  although 
he  was  in  a  state  of  glorious  self-complacency  last  night  at  his  favourite 
"  free-and-easy,"  is  in  a  frightful  state  of  depression  and  despondency  this 
morning ;  that  he  will  begin  drinking  again  presently,  to  steady  his 
hand  and  clear  his  head;  that  before  the  evening  is  over  he  will  be 
tipsy  again ;  and  that  to-morrow  morning  he  will  have  a  worse  headache 
and  a  fiercer  craving  for  more  drink  than  to-day;  and  so  on  progres- 
sively. Then,  again,  no  man  takes  to  drunken  habits  at  once — he  is 
always  a  "moderate  drinker  "at  first.  And  as  a  proof  that  all  your  mode- 
rate drinkers  are  in  the  same  road  to  ruin,  and  are  Burely,  though  slowly, 
increasing  their  dose  of  alcohol — see  how  they  feel  it  if  you  cut  off  their 
"  moderate  "  allowance  !  They  are,  in  fact,  victims  to  the  same  morbid 
craving  as  we  notice  in  its  developed  form  in  the  drunkard. 

This  seems  a  very  consistent  and  plausible  theory.  Let  us  compare 
it,  however,  with  facts. 

Alcohol,  when  taken  into  the  stomach,  in  any  dose,  immediately 
eiiters  the  blood.  It  needs  no  digestion;  the  stomach  veins  suck  it  up 
as  a  sponge  might  do,  and  it  passes,  unchanged,  into  the  circulation.  It 
has  been  proved  by  MM.  Lallemand  and  Perrin  (what  had  long  ago  been 
supposed)  that  alcohol  possesses  a  peculiar  affinity  for  the  nervous  system, 
and  tends  to  collect  itself  in  that  part  of  the  body.  The  nervous  tissue 
has  some  strange  attraction  for  it,  wliich  is  not  to  be  explained  by  our 
chemical  theories ;  and  whilst  this  sort  of  incorporation  (temporary,  it 
may  be)  of  the  alcohol  is  going  on,  of  necessity  the  circulation  in  the 
nervous  centres  and  their  functional  activity  is  increased  somewhat. 
Now,  this  explains  completely  the  account  which  any  intelligent  person 
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would  give  of  his  own  sensations  after  taking  a  moderate  dose  of  alcohol. 
Every  one  knows  that  a  glass  or  two  of  good  wine  ordinarily  gives 
a  slight  stimulus  to  the  intellect,  and  at  the  same  time  "  maketh  glad  the 
heart."  The  latter  phrase  is  wonderfully  significant  and  true;  for  upon 
the  great  ganglia  of  the  sympathetic  nervous  system,  which  have  so  much 
to  do  with  regulating  the  movements  of  the  heart,  alcohol  exercises  a 
remarkable  influence.  If  the  pulse  be  slow  and  feeble,  its  frequency  and 
strength  are  both  increased ;  if  it  be  unnaturally  quick  and  irregular,  it 
is  usually  steadied  and  made  slower.  A  genial  sense  of  slight  warmth 
pervades  the  body,  owing,  perhaps,  to  the  action  of  the  alcohol  extending 
to  the  fine  branches  of  sympathetic  nerves,  which  accompany  all  the 
arteries,  and  govern  the  contractions  of  their  muscular  coats. 

So  far,  the  most  thorough-going  teetotaler  would  not  deny  that  I  am 
correctly  describing  the  sensations  which  are  felt  shortly  after  taking  a 
Buiall  dose  of  alcohol.  But  the  teetotaler  would  say  that  the  stimulant 
effect  is  soon  succeeded  by  a  depression  which  leaves  the  moderate  drinker 
in  a  worse  condition  than  he  was  in  before  he  took  his  small  dose  of 
alcohol.  I  am  obliged  to  deny  altogether  the  correctness  of  this  state- 
ment. It  is  certainly  not  borne  out  by  the  testimony  of  moderate  drinkers 
themselves,  nor  is  it  warranted,  theoretically,  by  what  we  know  of  the 
physiological  action  of  the  stimulant.  What  we  should  expect,  a  priori, 
from  our  knowledge  of  physiological  laws,  is,  that  after  a  certain  length  of 
time  the  slight  excitement  and  elevation  of  the  nervous  force  would 
subside,  leaving  matters  as  they  were  before  the  dose :  and  this  is  pre- 
cisely what  moderate  drinkers  tell  us  of  their  own  experience.  In  cases, 
indeed,  where  the  nervous  system  has  been  worn  with  incessant  fatigue  or 
mental  distress,  or  starved  by  an  insufficient  or  poorly  concocted  blood 
supply,  there  is  little  doubt  that  even  this  amount  of  reaction  does  not 
take  place,  but  that  there  is  a  permanent  improvement  of  the  functional 
power  of  the  brain,  in  consequence  of  the  administration  of  small  doses 
of  alcohol. 

Again,  our  teetotal  friends  are  very  fond  of  throwing  hard  words  at 
the  "  slavish  habit,"  as  they  call  it,  of  moderate  drinking.  By  this  term 
they  imply  that  the  taking  of  alcohol,  in  any  dose,  has  the  effect  of 
ensnaring  the  appetite  in  such  a  way  as  that  the  drinker  inevitably  tends 
to  increase  his  dose  periodically.  Now  it  is  necessary  to  remember  that 
there  are  two  different  ways  in  which  people  may  be  fascinated  by  any 
article  of  food  so  as  to  be  led  to  indulge  more  and  more  freely  in  it  as 
they  go  on.  Anything  which  we  eat  or  drink  may  be  a  snare  in  one  way, 
viz.  if  we  allow  ourselves  to  become  unreasonably  fond  of  it  for  the  sake 
of  its  mere  temporary  effects  upon  the  palate ;  and  it  is  quite  possible 
in  this  way  to  be  "  ensnared  "  into  an  extravagant  and  hurtful  indulgence 
in  roast-beef  or  plum-pudding.  Dr.  Johnson  is  said  to  have  been 
"  ensnared"  by  veal-pie  with  plums  in  it,  a  food  in  presence  of  which  he 
invariably  forgot  prudence  and  even  decency.  But  the  seducing  influence 
of  alcohol  is  represented  to  be  something  far  more  subtle  than  this.  We 
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are  told  that  it  acts  upon  the  nervous  system  in  such  an  exhausting 
that  a  positive  physical  necessity  arises  to  increase  the  dose,  if  we  wish  to 
reproduce  the  pleasant  stimulant  effect  which  first  resulted  from  its  use. 
The  moderate  drinker  must  ultimately  indulge  more  freely  in  tippling 
than  he  does  at  present.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  however,  the  moderate 
drinker  does  not  do  so,  except  in  extraordinary  instances,  and  I  can  a*  do 
reason  why  he  should.  There  is  nothing  in  the  state  of  his  health  by 
which  a  medical  adviser  could  detect  that  his  nervous  powers  are  being 
destroyed ;  and  yet,  such  a  process  of  degeneration  is  usually  accompanied 
by  visible  and  tangible  evidences  which  doctors  are  well  enough  accus- 
tomed to  recognize.  Why  should  we  take  upon  ourselves  to  declare  that 
a  progressive  weakening  of  our  nervous  systems  is  going  on,  merelj 
because  the  exigencies  of  the  teetotal  theory  require  the  statement? 

If  we  leave  the  region  of  moderate  drinking,  and  look  at  the  case  of 
undoubted  intemperance,  we  shall  find  the  common  descriptions  of  pheno- 
mena more  inaccurate  than  ever.  Most  people  who  go  about  to  describe 
drunkenness  in  the  pictorial  way,  give  something  like  the  following  sketch 
of  their  "  beastly  example."  They  tell  us  that  a  person  who  drinks  a  large 
quantity  of  any  alcoholic  liquor  gets  first  excited,  and  then  dreadfullj 
depressed,  and  that  the  depression  is  more  marked  than  in  the  case  of  the 
person  who  takes  a  small  dose.  Now  it  is  just  as  well  that  we  should 
at  once  get  rid  of  the  notion  that  there  is  any  true  "  excitement  "in 
drunkenness.  The  phenomena  of  it  vary  according  to  the  way  in  which  a 
large  dose  of  alcohol  has  been  taken.  If  an  ordinary  person  drinks  off  a 
large  dose  of  raw  spirits  at  once,  he  immediately  becomes  dead  drunk; 
that  is,  in  a  frightful  state  of  nervous  depression.  Nay,  if  he  hare  onlj 
taken  enough,  he  may  fall  down  dead,  as  if  he  had  been  shot ;  and  there 
are  several  instances  recorded  of  this  accident.  But  usually  the  drunkard 
lingers  over  his  potion,  and  takes  it  by  degrees,  so  that  some  time  elapss 
before  he  reaches  the  point  at  which  moderate  men  would  say  that  he  was 
"  kicking  over  the  traces."  Of  course,  during  all  this  time  he  ia  not  de- 
pressed. When,  however,  he  begins  to  be  really  inebriated,  that  is  to  say, 
when  a  certain  amount  of  alcohol  has  found  its  way  into  the  nerraa 
system,  things  are  changed.  Every  one  of  the  signs  of  drunkenness  is  a 
sign  of  depression ;  first  of  all,  the  face  becomes  unnaturally  flushed,  and 
the  movements  of  the  eyes  unsteady  ;  that  is  to  say,  that  the  muscular  coats 
of  the  blood-vessels  of  the  face  are  paralysed,  and  that  the  muscles  of  the 
eyeball  are  paralysed  ;  then  the  speech  becomes  thick — that  means,  that 
the  tongue  is  getting  palsied.  Later,  the  muscles  of  the  trunk  and  limbs 
get  paralysed  too,  and  the  drinker  cannot  walk,  nor  sit  upright,  but  sprawk 
upon  the  ground ;  and,  at  last,  if  the  dose  of  alcohol  have  been  Tery  large 
indeed,  the  muscles  of  breathing  get  paralysed,  and  death  results.  Tb< 
power  of  perceiving  sensations,  too,  is  uniformly  and  progressively  lessened 
from  the  moment  that  intoxication  begins,  and  the  effects  upon  the  miad 
are  wholly  of  a  paralysing  kind.  First  of  all,  the  drunkard  loses  the  power 
of  coherent  reasoning ;  then  obliteration  of  ideas  of  time,  and  space,  and 
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locality  ensues.  A  friend  of  my  own  tells  rather  a  good  story  of  two 
convivial  youths,  who  were  returning  from  a  public  dinner  in  a  state  of 
slight  obfuscation.  One  of  them  took  it  into  his  head  that  the  broad  door- 
step of  one  of  the  houses  in  Bedford  Square  was  his  own  bedroom,  and 
invited  his  companion  to  take  a  "  shake-down  "  with  him,  as  it  was  so.  late. 
His  friend  agreed,  and  the  pair  proceeded  to  divest  themselves  of  some  of 
their  garments,  and  lay  down,  each  with  his  head  resting  on  one  of  the 
scrapers,  as  it  might  on  a  pillow.  An  early  policeman  found  them  sleep- 
ing softly,  their  hats  and  coats,  &c.  suspended  on  the  area  railings,  their 
boots  arranged,  with  supernatural  accuracy  and  neatness,  side  by  side,  upon 
the  edge  of  the  upper  door-step. 

The  memory,  too,  gets  paralysed  in  drunkenness ;  and,  curiously  enough, 
it  is  the  memory  of  recent  events  which  is  first  lost.  The  same  things  may 
be  noticed  with  chloroform,  the  operation  of  which  is  in  many  respects 
similar  to  that  of  alcohol  given  in  large  or  poisonous  doses.  The  memory 
of  a  drunkard  for  long  past  events  is  sometimes  very  odd.  It  is  as  if  the 
brain  were  like  a  palimpsest,  of  which  the  upper  layers  must  be  scraped 
away  before  we  can  read  the  writing  of  an  earlier  date.  Soon,  however, 
memory  and  reflection  of  every  kind  is  done  away  wifh,  and  the  mind  of 
the  drinker  becomes  simply  a  blank.  By  this  time  he  may  be  considered 
to  be  "  dead  drunk." 

No  one  will  doubt  that  the  above  arc  all  of  them  phenomena  of  depres- 
sion. But  some  may  ask,  "  How  is  it  that  persons  in  the  early  stage  of 
inebriation  are  so  often  violent  in  their  words  and  acts  ?  Surely,  this  is 
true  excitement,  and  is  caused  by  the  poisonous  dose  of  alcohol  ?  "  I  must 
answer  that  this  muscular  violence  and  these  loud  words  are  not  the  index 
of  a  true  excitement.  The  reasoning  faculty  which  usually  controls  the 
imagination,  and  the  moral  sense  which  corrects  the  appetites  and  pas- 
sions, are  paralysed  earliest  in  alcohol  poisoning,  and  the  powers  which 
are  thus  liberated  from  bondage  come  turaultuously  into  operation.  But 
there  has  been  no  true  stimulation  of  them ;  indeed  a  true  paralysis  is 
fast  approaching,  which  will  destroy  those  powers  altogether  for  the  time. 

It  would  seem,  then,  that  there  is  a  radical  distinction  between  the 
effect  of  small  and  of  large  doses,  respectively,  of  alcohol.  Below  a  certain 
dose  this  substance  is  a  pure  stimulant,  so  far  as  regards  its  action  on  the 
nervous  system.  Above  this  dose  its  effect  is  a  wholly  depressing  one. 
And  this  brings  me  to  one  of  the  most  interesting  and  important  aspects  of 
the  whole  question. 

There  is  no  idea  more  general,  and  no  idea  more  false,  than  that  we 
can  separate  the  three  great  classes, — foods,  medicines,  and  poisons — from 
each  other  by  rigid  lines.  It  is  hardly  too  much  to  say  that  we  cannot 
predicate  with  certainty  of  any  food  that  it  may  not  also  be  a  medicine 
and  a  poison,  nor  of  any  poison  that  it  may  not  be  also  a  medicine -and  a 
food,  under  some  circumstances. 

The  old  notion  that  medicinal  and  poisonous  substances  were  rigorously 
separated  from  foods  was  a  very  natural  one  to  arise,  and,  moreover,  it  was 
vol.  v.— no.  30.  84. 
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fostered  by  the  theories  as  to  the  nature  of  disease  which  were  formerly 
current  iu  the  profession.  Disease,  at  any  rate  acute  disease,  till  quite 
lately,  figured  itself  to  the  imagination  of  medical  men  as  some  strong 
demon  which  possessed  the  bodies  of  men,  and  which  supernaturally 
excited  the  force  and  activity  of  the  vital  functions:  a  demon  which 
required  to  be  chastised  with  severe  and  hostile  measures.  Now  we  know 
but  too  well  that  all  disease  means  "  something  less  than  life,"  as 
Dr.  Chambers  has  well  expressed  it, — and  that  the  more  acute  the  disease 
the  deeper  is  this  depression  of  the  bodily  powers  below  their  normal 
standard.  The  result  of  this  discovery  has  been  that  physicians  have 
turned  with  almost  one  accord  to  the  remedies  which  promise  to  aid 
nutrition  either  directly  or  indirectly.  It  is  scarcely  too  much  to  say 
that  half  of  the  medicine  which  an  enlightened  physician  now-a-days  pre- 
scribes consists  of  substances  such  as  cod-liver  oil,  and  steel,  and  the  like 
remedies,  which  act  absolutely  in  the  same  way  as  common  foods,  by 
becoming  formed  into  tissues  of  the  body,  or  such  as  arsenic,  mercury, 
iodine,  and  the  like,  which  may  do  so  advantageously  for  a  limited  period 
by  their  union  with  the  corpuscles  of  the  blood.  If  we  add  to  these  the 
large  class  of  sedatives  (including  opium),  the  whole  use  and  object  of 
which  is  to  preserve  the  integrity  of  the  nervous  system,  and  the  various 
exciters  of  secretion,  by  the  use  of  which  wc  endeavour  to  carry  off  those 
effete  portions  of  the  body  which  ought  to  have  been  cast  out,  and  are  now, 
by  their  retention,  interfering  with  the  nutritive  effects  of  the  new 
materials,  the  foods  which  we  attempt  to  pour  in, — we  have  very  nearly 
told  the  tale  of  the  most  important  medicines  upon  which  the  modern 
physician  relies,  with  the  certainty  of  conviction  that  he  comprehends  their 
action,  and  may  safely  reckon  upon  their  faithful  service. 

We  see,  then,  that  the  doctors  feed  people  too,  as  well  as  the  bakers 
and  butchers.  And  queer  food  it  sometimes  is,  at  first  sight,  which  they 
give  their  patients.  So  impossible  is  it  to  draw  the  line  between 
poisons  and  medicines,  that  one  of  the  most  deadly  of  the  former  is,  in 
small  doses,  an  excellent  tonic,  namely,  arsenic.  So  that  to  an  intelligent 
physician  there  is  nothing  in  the  least  strange  or  abnormal  in  the  iact  of 
alcohol  being  a  deadly  poison  in  one  dose,  and  a  medicine  or  a  food  in  smaller 
doses.  Common  salt,  which  is  a  perfectly  indispensable  article  of  human 
food,  without  which  we  should  perish  miserably,  is,  in  very  large  doses,  a 
frightful  irritant  poison,  and  has  several  times  caused  death:  while  in 
medium  quantities  it  is  a  safe  and  useful  emetic  medicine. 

So  far  I  have  attempted  to  prove  two  things, — first,  that  there  seems  to 
be  a  radical  difference,  and  not  merely  one  of  degree,'#between  the  effects  of 
large  and  of  small  doses,  respectively,  of  alcohol  upon  the  nervous  system : 
that  the  former  act  as  pure  depressers,  the  latter  as  pure  stimulants  of  that 
system.  Secondly,  that  there  is  nothing  in  what  we  know  of  the  laws  of 
the  physiological  action  of  the  various  substances  which  can  be  taken  into 
the  body,  which  makes  this  at  all  impossible,  or  even  unlikely.  I  hasten 
to  the  final  aspect  of  the  influence  of  alcohol  upon  the  nervous  system, 
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namely,  the  remarkable  changes  which  take  place  in  its  operation  when  it 
is  given  during  many  diseased  conditions. 

It  is  a  carious  and  deeply  interesting  fact  that  most  of  the  inflam- 
matory and  febrile  diseases  which  are  prevalent  are  accompanied 
with  a  condition  of  nervous  system  which  allows  large  quantities  of 
alcohol  to  be  taken  without  the  production  of  intoxication.  The  very 
fact  that  the  "poison  line,"  so  to  speak,  of  alcohol,  can  be  thus  shifted 
by  an  alteration  in  the  state  of  bodily  health  of  the  drinker,  is  to  my 
mind  one  of  the  strongest  confirmations  of  the  theory  that  there  is  a 
radical  distinction  between  the  effect  of  large  and  of  small  doses.  Nature 
seems  to  have  beneficently  provided,  in  the  phenomena  of  intoxication,  a 
plain  and  obvious  indication  of  the  point  at  which  the  action  of  alcohol 
ceases  to  be  beneficial,  and  becomes  hurtful  to  the  human  body.  So  long 
as  there  is  any  need  for  alcohol  in  the  system  it  will  fail  to  intoxicate;  the 
moment  that  the  faintest  symptom  of  intoxication  appears,  we  may  bo 
sure  that  the  further  use  of  this  agent  would  be  injurious. 

Besides  the  so-called  "  acute  "  diseases,  in  which  there  is  grave  febrile 
disturbance  of  the  system,  there  are  many  other  conditions  in  which  a 
larger  dose  of  alcohol  than  ordinary  may  be  taken  without  producing 
intoxication.  For  instance,  in  severe  haemorrhages,  where  a  great  quan- 
tity of  blood  is  rapidly  lost,  there  is  often  almost  no  limit  to  the  amount  of 
alcohol  which  can  be  borne  without  producing  inebriation.  Patients  thus 
situated  will  sometimes  drink  several  wineglassfuls  of  raw  spirit,' not  only 
without  becoming  drunk,  but  with  the  most  evident  benefit  to  their  condi- 
tion. The  nervous  system,  the  very  centre  and  basis  of  the  vital  functions, 
has  been  drained  of  blood  and  exhausted  of  force,  and  unless  it  be  quickly 
restored  to  its  wonted  activity,  life  must  cease.  Under  these  circumstances 
the  rapid  absorption  of  a  large  quantity  of  a  substance  which,  like  alcohol, 
has  a  special  proclivity  towards  the  nervous  system,  is  precisely  the  best 
means  for  reviving  the  failing  circulation  of  blood  in  the  nervous  centres, 
and  upholding  the  powers  of  life  until  the  body  can  be  supplied  with  its 
ordinary  nutriment  in  sufficient  quantity  to  restore  the  condition  of  healthy 
nutrition. 

Again,  in  many  forms  of  dyspepsia,  doses  of  alcohol,  which  in  perfect 
health  would  certainly  cause  slight  intoxication,  entirely  fail  to  produce 
any  such  eflect% 

There  is  one  instance  of  the  action  of  alcohol  in  disease  which  is  too 
remarkable  and  important  to  be  passed  over  lightly,  and  that  is  the  opera- 
tion of  this  agent  in  the  diseases  of  the  nervous  system  which  have  been 
caused  by  itself.  Let  us  take  the  instance  of  that  slighter  manifestation  of 
its  evil  effects  upon  the  system — the  craving  which  a  drunkard  feels  on 
recovering  from  a  debauch  to  repeat  the  dose  in  an  increased  quantity. 
We  have  seen  already  that  this  craving  is  a  distinctly  morbid  phenomenon, 
which  is  not  produced  by  moderate  doses,  but  only  by  those  larger  quan- 
tities which  are  sufficient  to  produce  some,  at  least,  of  the  symptoms  of 
intoxication.  Now  it  is  a  very  well  known  fact  that  a  small  dose  of  alcohol 
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will  often  relieve  the  feelings  of  headache,  and  nausea,  and  depression, 
which  accompany  the  recovery  from  a  debauch.  "  Take  a  hair  of  the  dog 
that  bit  you,"  is  a  very  common  maxim  un4er  such  circumstances — not  a 
very  wise  one,  certainly,  but  one  which  is  nevertheless  grounded  on  prac- 
tical experience.  It  is  perfectly  true  that  a  glass  of  bitter  ale  will  often 
relieve  at  once  the  intolerable  morning  depression  of  a  drunkard,  while  a 
Btronger  dose  of  alcohol  would  only  reproduce  the  symptoms  of  intoxica- 
tion ;  and  herein  is  one  of  the  strongest  proofs  of  the  essential  distinction 
between  the  effects  of  small  and  of  large  doses  ;  for  if  a  small  dose  of  alcohol 
were  at  all  depressing  in  its  tendencies,  and  not  purely  stimulating  as 
it  is,  it  could  only  add  to  the  miseries  of  a  person  who  should  resort  to  it 
when  already  so  much  depressed. 

One  word  more  as  to  the  action  of  alcohol  on  the  nervous  system  in 
disease.  It  is  a  remarkable  fact,  which  has  been  plainly  brought  out  by 
Dr.  Druitt  in  a  recent  able  paper,  that  the  use  of  the  largest  doses  of 
alcohol  during  the  progress  of  acute  disease  is  never  productive  of  any 
craving  for  drink  after  the  disease  has  been  cured.  But  if  the  stimulus 
has  been  used  timidly,  and  the  disease  allowed  to  protract  itself  under  a 
chronic  form,  then  there  is  the  danger  of  a  craving  for  alcohol  being  gene- 
rated, by  which  the  patient  might  be  led  to  indulge  in  unnecessary  and 
pernicious  habits  of  drinking.  Fortunately  there  is  an  excellent  rule  to 
guide  the  physician  in  his  administration  of  alcohol  in  acute  disease,  and 
that  is,  that  he  should  not  shrink  nor  hold  his  hand,  whatever  may  be  the 
quantity  of  alcohol  required,  so  long  as  the  absence  of  symptoms  of  intoxica- 
tion, and  the  inability  of  the  patient  to  digest  proper  supplies  of  ordinary 
food,  indicate  the  necessity  for  its  continuance.  Where  this  plan  is  firmly 
and  unshrinkingly  carried  out,  there  is  no  danger  that  the  patient  will 
retain  the  desire  for  alcohol  when  once  the  powers  of  ordinary  digestion 
have  been  re-established. 

So  far,  then,  as  regards  the  more  immediate  action  of  alcohol  on  the 
nervous  system,  the  conclusions  which  I  am  led  to  are  these : — 

1.  That  alcohol  in  small  doses  is  a  pure  stimulant 

2.  That  alcohol  in  large  doses  is  a  purely  depressing,  poisonous  agent 
8.  That  the  feeling  of  craving  for  drink  is  one  not  excited  by  moderate, 

but  only  by  poisonous  doses. 

4.  That  in  various  diseased  conditions  the  dose  of  alcohol  which  may 
be  borne  without  producing  intoxication,  or  alcohol  poisoning,  is  much 
increased,  and  that  here,  too,  the  feeling  of  craving  for  a  repetition  of  the 
dose  ifl  not  produced. 
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CHAPTER  L 

A  long,  late,  lounging  breakfast.  Arthur  Kingston  sits  with  the  relics  of 
the  repast  still  before  him ;  as  he  leans  back  in  his  easy  chair  it  is  evident 
that  some  entrancing  subject  occupies  all  his  thoughts. 

Now  of  all  occupations  thinking  is  one  to  which  he  is  least  addicted, 
lie  disapproves  of  it.    It  is  in  direct  opposition  to  his  system  of  living. 

Yet  this  morning  when  Georgy  Davis,  who  has  the  next  chambers  ia 
the  Albany,  looks  him  up,  he  scarcely  notices  him,  but  only  receives  him 
with  a  nod. 

Georgy,  who  is  accustomed  to  make  himself  at  home  everywhere, 
helps  himself  to  some  Maraschino,  before  he  takes  in  the  phenomenon ; 
Avhen  he  does  it  renders  him  voluble  immediately. 

"Why,  Kingston,  what's  the  matter  with  you?  Ilere  I  have  been 
nearly  a  minute  and  a  half  in  the  place  and  you  have  not  said  a  word. 
Why,  I  am  hanged  if  you  don't  look  as  if  you  were  actually  thinking 
about  something." 

To  the  question  Kingston  returned  no  answer ;  on  the  observation  he 
made  no  remark. 

Davis  flung  himself  at  full  length  on  the  sola  and  took  a  book,  deter- 
mined to  wait  the  result. 

In  about  five  minutes  Kingston  found  his  tongue. 

"  First  of  all,  Georgy,"  he  said,  "  let  me  apologize  for  my  silence,  for  I 
knew  you  were  here,  though  I  did  not  speak  to  you.  But  if  I  had  it  would 
have  put  me  to  great  inconvenience ;  for  not  being  used  to  thinking,  if  I 
had  not  finished  while  I  was  about  it,  it  would  have  taken  me  an  hour 
or  more  to  get  back  to  where  I  was  when  you  came  in,  supposing  I  ever 
arrived  there  at  all." 

"  Sir,"  said  Davis,  "  your  explanation  is  most  satisfactory,  but  for  your 
own  sake  I  would  not  advise  you  to  do  it  again,  for  it  does  not  appear  to 
agree  with  you.  Is  it  permitted  to  ask  at  what  conclusion  you  have 
arrived  ?  " 

"  I  am  still  in  doubt,"  replied  Kingston,  "  whether  you  should  con- 
gratulate or  condole  with  me.  My  cousin  has  just  left  me  three  thousand 
pounds." 

"  Well,  I  will  congratulate  you  first,  and,  if  you  can  show  good  cause, 
will  try  to  condole  with  you  afterwards." 

"  Why,  you  see,  it  is  an  awkward  sum.  It  is  too  much  to  spend  in  a 
week,  and  it  is  not  enough  to  be  of  any  particular  use." 
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"  Of  course  you  would  not  think  of  *  muddling  it  away '  in  paying 
your  debts ;  but  it  might  be  some  good  for  staving  off  any  that  press." 

"  No,  Davis,  no  1  I  am  convinced  that  paying  your  creditors  mono)' 
on  account  is  a  mistake.  It  is  every  bit  the  same  thing  as  letting  dogs 
get  a  taste  for  blood.  They'd  always  be  wanting  more.  And  as  for  paying 
one  man,  if  you  did  not  cash  up  to  the  lot, — why,  it  would  be — what  is 
it  they  call  it  in  the  newspapers — showing  undue  preference ;  is  it  not  ? 
I  believe  it  is  felony.  No,  no,  Georgy ;  whatever  I  do  I  will  never  be 
unjust." 

"  Well,  come  and  have  a  game  of  pyramids,  and  let's  talk  the  tiling 
over." 

"  No,  George  Davis ;  not  if  I  know  it.  It's  my  firm  belief  that  in  your 
theory  life  is  one  pyramid,  and  other  people's  money  the  bricks  that  com- 
pose it,  by  winning  which  you  are  to  rise  to  the  apex." 

"  Well,  I  have  not  got  even  *  three  bricks  higher '  by  you." 

"  For  the  simple  reason,  my  George,  that  it  is  many  years  since  I  have 
had  any  money  to  lose." 

u  But  what  are  you  going  to  do  with  the  money  ?  You  might  get  *  The 
Ruffler *  for  fifteen  hundred,  and  he  is  well  in  for  the  Cajsarewitch. 

"  *  The  Ruffler '  will  not  suit  my  little  book.  I  arrived  at  a  decision 
after  you  came  in.  This  is  what  I  am  going  to  do.  I  shall  go  down  to  a 
nicish  watering-place  within  easy  distance  of  a  decent  pack— enjoy  myscif 
quietly,  and  make  the  money  go  as  far  as  I  can  for  a  twelvemonth  ;  and 
then  " 

"  Well,  what  then  ?  " 

"  I  shall  kill  myself." 

"  Oh,  of  course,  to  the  sound  of  slow  music  in  the  distance ;  hurdy- 
gurdies  and  bagpipes  playing  under  your  windows,  &c." 

"  No ;  I  mean  what  I  say.    Another  year  will  be  just  enough  of  it." 

"  Provided  you  don't  flush  an  heiress  in  the  meantime.  What  you 
have  described  would  be  a  useful  country  for  that  kind  of  game  ;  and  if 
you  make  your  three  thousand  pound?  three  thousand  s-year,  you  might 
have  a  chance." 

"  No ;  that  would  be  a  sacrifice  for  which  I  could  not  screw  up  my 
courage  ;  I  would  sooner  go  to  Boulogne  and  vegetate  on  the  interest  of 
the  three  thousand.  I  don't  know  why  it  is,  but  to  me  they  always  seem 
to  take  their  complexion  from  their  bank-notes,  and  the  shade  of  their 
hair  from  the  colour  of  their  guineas." 

"Why,  golden  tresses  are  the  correct  thing." 

«  Yes;  but  I  am  thinking  of  the  «  red,  red  gold.1  Besides,  they've 
too  accurate  an  idea  of  their  own  money  value  impressed  upon  them 
from  infancy.  No ;  I  shall  keep  to  my  original  plan ;  and  twelve  months 
from  the  day  on  which  I  arrive  in  my  new  home,  I  shall  depart  this  life. 
My  mode  of  death  will  form  an  interesting  subject  of  reflection  during  my 
leisure  hours ;  for  now  I  have  begun  to  think  I  may  as  well  go  on." 

"  Do  you  really  expect  mo  to  believe  this  ?  " 
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"  IF  you  say  you  don't ; — well,  I  "won't  call  you  out,  because  that  might 
disarrange  my  plana;  but  I  should  prefer  your  dropping  the  subject." 
44  And  you  won't  play  one  pool  ?  " 

44  Not  this  morning.  I  must  see  about  carrying  my  new  arrangements 
into  effect.  Ta-ta." 

George  Davis  soon  spread  the  news  of  Kingston's  legacy,  and  his 
theory  for  its  disposal  far  and  wide ;  and  consequently  that  gentleman  was 
favoured  with  a  great  many  visits  in  the  course  of  the  morning.  When 
lie  had  quite  a  levee,  he  went  over  the  whole  affair  for  the  public  benefit. 
Amongst  the  men  who  Were  present,  some  had  come  expecting  to  find  him 
a  little  mad  ;  others  had  made  up  their  minds  that  he  had  been  amusing 
himself  at  George's  expense.  But  Ringston  stated  his  intentions  and  his 
reasons  for  them  in  such  a  quiet  and  business-like  way,  that  many  were 
shaken  in  their  opinion.  Some  of  the  younger  men,  indeed,  at  last  felt 
perfectly  confident  that  he  would  carry  out  what  he  had  said  to  the  letter. 
It  should  be  mentioned  that  he  prefaced  his  explanation  by  stating  that 
Davis  happened  to  come  in  just  as  he  had  decided  upon  the  course  he 
was  about  to  pursue,  and  that  he  had  spoken  to  him  about  it  on  the  spur 
of  the  moment ;  but,  considering  it  in  the  light  of  a  confidential  commu- 
nication, ho  never  imagined  it  would  have  gone  any  farther. 

One  man,  indeed,  ventured  to  say  that  he  thought  the  joke  had  gone 
fiur  enough ;  but  he  soon  repented  his  temerity. 

44 1  am  not  in  jest,  sir,"  said  Kingston,  in  a  voice  which  startled  the 
room ;  44  and  as  this  is  a  subject  which  I  shall  not  discuss  again,  if  any 
one  wilfully  forces  upon  me  a  statement  of  their  disbelief  in  my  intentions, 
I  shall  consider  that  they  wish  to  give  me  the  lie." 

As  Ringston  had  once  thrown  a  man  out  of  a  first-floor  window,  and 
there  was  still  a  latent  possibility  that  he  might  be  mad,  this  produced 
rather  a  hiatus  in  the  conversation. 

The  difficulty  was  cleverly  got  over  by  a  young  gentleman  who 
said, — 

44  You  have  not  told  us  yet,  Ringston,  what  is  to  be  the  scene  of  your 
operations  ?  " 

44  Well,  I  have  not  made  up  my  mind,  and  shall  be  glad  of  any  advice 
on  the  subject 

44  What  do  you  say  now  to  Shallowell ;  Maverley's  regiment  is  sta- 
tioned there,  and  it  is  within  easy  reach  of  Glencrofl's  pack,  and  the  South 
Clodshire  as  well  ?  " 

"  By  Jove,  you  don't  say  so  ;  I  have  not  seen  Maverley  since  he  returned 
to  England,  and  it  is  a  nice  country  too.  Shallowell  it  shall  be.  I  will 
write  to  Maverley  to-night.  By-the-by,  if  any  of  you  know  anybody  who 
could  take  the  rooms  off  my  hands,  with  furniture  and  everything  as  it 
stands,  I  should  be  glad." 

As  the  party  gradually  dispersed,  young  Racington,  who  was  just 
starting  upon  town,  lingered  on  till  the  last,  and  as  soon  as  they  were 
alone  commenced  a  negotiation.    In  ten  minutes  Ringston  had  disposed  of 
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all  his  goods  and  chattels,  including  some  tolerable  pictures,  for  two 
hundred  and  fifty  pounds,  and  a  hunter  which  had  proved  rather  too  much 
for  Mr.Racington,  as  on  previous  occasions,  when  there  had  been  a  difference 
of  opinion  between  them  with  regard  to  the  road  which  they  should  go,  the 
horse  had  generally  had  the  best  of  the  argument* 


CHAPTER  IL 

Miss  Etheredoe,  the  belle  of  Shallowcll,  stands  at  the  window  of  the 
pump-room.  She  is  surrounded  by  a  select  band  of  male  and  female 
satellites. 

"  Who  is  that  in  such  deep  mourning  walking  with  Captain  Maverley  ?  " 
she  inquired  of  Dr.  Doser,  the  most  active  of  newsmongers  and  most 
industrious  of  gossips. 

The  gentleman  she  indicates  is  a  slight,  elegant-looking  man,  about 
the  middle  height  He  is  very  pale,  with  a  large  black  moustache.  The 
rest  of  his  face  is  closely  shaven. 

"  You  may  look  upon  that  gentleman  as  a  phenomenon,  Miss  Etheredgo,n 
replied  the  doctor;  "  for  in  him  you  see  a  man  in  mourning  for  himself. 
That  is  Mr.  Kingston,  of  whom  I  have  no  doubt  you  have  heard." 

"  But  Mr.  Kingston  must  be  in  mourning  for  his  cousin,  who  has  left 
him  the  fortune." 

"  His  cousin  may  form  an  excuse  to  put  forward  to  the  world,  but  I 
know  from  the  best  authority  " — and  here  the  doctor  shook  his  head  mys- 
teriously— "  that  he  will  never  return  to  another  garb.  He  wears  it  as  a 
token  of  his  own  approaching  end." 

And  here  the  doctor  repeated  the  story  of  Mr.  Kingston's  intentions, 
which  had  preceded  him  to  Shallowell.  As  he  concluded  it,  Maverlcy 
and  Kingston  repassed  on  horseback ;  the  captain  in  pink,  his  friend  in 
his  usual  black.  Kingston  was  riding  a  gigantic  black  horse,  nearly 
seventeen  hands,  and  evidently  of  immense  power. 

"  The  hounds  meet  at  Laverock  Close  this  morning ;  you  should  have 
gone  to  see  them  throw  off,  Miss  Etheredge,"  said  young  George  Clatham. 

"  How  is  it  that  you  are  not  there  ?  "  retorted  the  young  lady,  looking 
gracefully  unconscious. 

Poor  George  blushed,  but  made  no  reply. 

As  soon  as  Kingston  and  Maverley  reached  the  Close,  the  captain,  who 
was  a  great  authority  on  horse-flesh,  was  carried  off  by  a  friend  to  give 
an  opinion  on  a  mare  that  Mivens,  the  livery-stable  keeper  from  Shallowell, 
had  ridden  over  to  sell. 

Consequently,  Kingston  was  left  alone,  and  not  being  known,  was  a 
good  deal  stared  at.  Most  of  the  men  present  were  members  of  the  hunt, 
and  turned  out  in  the  uniform,  which  was  gorgeous  in  the  extreme,  so 
that  Kingston's  sables  formed  a  striking  contrast  amid  the  mass  of  pink. 

"  That  fellow  must  be  an  undertaker,11  said  Mr.  Snaffleton. 
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"  The  brute  he  is  riding  does  look  as  if  he  had  just  come  out  of  a 
hearse,"  said  Bob  Bitwell. 

"  Go  and  tell  him,  Charlie,  it  is  no  use  his  coming  here ;  he  won't 
get  any  orders  to-day.  Nobody  ever  breaks  his  neck  in  this  hunt,"  said 
Snaffleton. 

"  Go  yourself,"  said  Charlie  Chesterfield. 

"  Charlie's  afraid,"  said  Bitwell. 

"  No,  Charlie's  not,"  said  that  young  gentleman;  "  but  Til  toss  Bitwell 
whether  he  goes  or  I." 

"  Come,  now,  that's  only  fair,"  cried  two  or  three  men. 

Bitwell  did  not  like  it,  but  was  ashamed  to  slink  out  of  it.  There 
was  a  general  laugh  when  he  lost  the  toss. 

As  he  walked  his  horse  towards  Kingston,  two  or  three  ranged  near 
enough  to  hear  what  he  said. 

Kingston  had  been  standing  with  his  back  to  his  critics ;  it  is  probable 
that  if  they  had  seen  his  face  the  joke  would  not  have  been  suggested. 
When  he  happened  to  turn,  as  Bitwell  came  up,  that  gentleman  con- 
ceived an  additional  dislike  to  the  duty  he  had  to  perform.  However,  he 
felt  he  was  in  for  it,  and  plunged  desperately  in  medias  res. 

"I  don't  think  you'll  do  much  business  to-day,  sir? " 

Kingston  chose  to  suppose  that  he  alluded  to  the  prospect  of  sport, 
though  he  had  caught  a  word  here  and  there  of  the  conversation,  and 
suspected  that  a  jest  was  intended.    He  replied  accordingly — 

"  Not  a  bad  scenting  morning." 

"  Oh,  I  did  not  mean  with  the  fox,  I  meant  with  the  funerals." 

"  I  have  not  the  pleasure  of  your  acquaintance,  sir,  and  I  do  not  take 
orders  for  funerals ;  but,  if  you  should  follow  me  to-day,  I  think  it  is 
extremely  likely  I  may  have  to  give  one." 

These  words  Kingston  uttered  very  slowly,  and  gave  additional  point 
to  the  last  sentence  by  surveying  Mr.  Bitwell  and  his  horse  through  his 
ebony-encircled  eyeglass. 

That  gentleman  looked  extremely  uncomfortable  as  he  returned  to  his 
friends. 

They  found  very  soon  after  this,  and  got  away  directly.  An  open 
country  and  the  pace  tremendous.  Twenty  minutes'  straight  riding,  and 
only  one  momentary  check.  Kingston  only  rides  ten  stone,  and  Erebus 
is  well  up  to  fifteen.  He  has  ridden  more  than  one  steeple-chase,  and 
been  first  past  the  post.  The  black  coat  takes  its  place  in  the  first  rank 
as  a  matter  of  course.  Bitwell,  who  does  not  forget  the  challcngo,  strives 
hard  to  keep  ahead,  but  Erebus  is  too  much  for  his  chesnut  across  some 
ploughed  land.  Over  the  crest  of  the  hill  they  go  straight  as  a  line, 
with  a  splendid  view  as  they  top  it.  But  as  they  begin  to  descend,  they 
see  a  great  deal  more  than  they  like. 

One  long  field,  with  a  most  unpromising  bullfinch  at  the  bottom,  and 
beyond  the  hill  falls  away  precipitously,  like  the  side  of  a  house. 

The  fox  points  straight  a-head,  and  in  a  minute  two  or  three  hounds 
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are  seen  rolling  over  and  over  in  their  course  towards  the  bottom.  The 
huntsman  turns  off  to  the  right  for  a  winding  path  which  leads  through 
the  wood  to  the  bottom.  Kingston,  who  had  taken  the  second  place,  goes 
straight  a-head,  glancing  once  over  his  shoulder  to  look  for  Bitwell  a 5  he 
neared  the  fence.  Bitwell  caught  his  glance,  and  kept  in  his  tract 
Crash  through  the  bullfinch  goes  Erebus ;  but  can  he  keep  bis  footing  en 
the  other  side  ?  For  a  second,  it  seems  a  certainty  that  he  must  fall  m 
his  head ;  but,  with  a  desperate  effort,  Kingston  recovers  him.  Another 
stride,  and  he  slides  on  to  his  haunches  on  the  wet  ground ;  and  eo  00, 
slipping  and  sliding,  Kingston  throwing  his  weight  well  back,  by  the 
most  extraordinary  luck  they  reached  the  bottom  in  safety.  Then  across 
the  road  over  an  oxer  "  like  a  bird/'  just  in  time  for  the  kill ;  ibr  the 
hounds  ran  into  him  in  the  next  field. 

Bitwell  got  through  the  bullfinch  gallantly,  but  the  chesnnt  rolled 
over  the  moment  he  lighted  on  the  descent,  crushing  his  rider  beneath 
him. 

Bitwell  was  picked  up  about  a  third  of  the  way  down  the  hill,  with 
two  damaged  ribs  and  a  broken  collar-bone.  The  cheanut  rolled  to  the 
bottom  and  broke  his  back. 

Behind  Bitwell  came  Maverley  and  Snaffle  ton,  but  they  wisely  followed 
the  example  of  the  huntsman,  and  went  round  by  the  lane. 

Snaffleton  mentioned  to  the  captain  what  had  occurred  before  the  ran, 
and  commented  on  Kingston's  desperate  riding. 

"  Why,  you  see,  if  he  breaks  his  neck  now,1'  said  Maverley,  "  it  will 
save  him  the  trouble  of  killing  himself  at  the  end  of  the  year,  and  would 
be  more  moral  besides." 

Then  followed  the  story. 

Both  GlencrofVs  hounds  and  the  South  Clodshire  had  some  good  raw 
during  the  next  fortnight,  at  all  of  which  Ringston  was  present,  and  rode 
in  the  same  style.  Fortunately,  he  did  not  again  tempt  any  one  to  follow 
him;  and,  thanks  to  his  light  weight,  light  hand,  good  seat,  and  the  kite 
and  blood  of  Erebus,  he  came  to  no  harm. 

By  this  time  he  had  become  an  object  of  general  interest  at  ShaHoweO; 
and  though  several  people  thought  him  mad,  he  had  no  relation!  who 
considered  it  would  be  a  profitablo  speculation  to  put  him  in  a  lun&u 
asylum. 


CHAPTER  HI. 

Kingston  soon  became  rather  popular  than  not,  notwithstanding  the 
mystery  which  surrounded  him.  Any  allusion  to  this  he  always  checked. 
With  the  memory  of  Bitwell's  fete  fresh  in  their  minds,  and  under  the 
unpleasant  light  which  gleamed  in  Kingston's  eyes  when  he  was  annoyed, 
there  were  few  who  would  have  liked  to  press  the  point.  But  the  gossips 
made  ample  amends  for  their  enforced  silence  in  his  presence  by  the 
circulation  of  the  wildest  speculations  behind  his  back. 
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It  was  even  suggested  that  he  had  sold  himself  to  the  Evil  One,  and 
that,  like  the  guests  at  juvenile  parties,  he  would  be  fetched  when  his  time 
was  up.  But  his  rooms  were  pleasant  ones  to  drop  in  at;  and  it  is  a 
matter  of  doubt  whether  if  his  Satanic  Majesty  had  been  present  as  a 
guest,  he  would  have  scared  the  inhabitants  of  Shallowell  from  a  champngnc 
supper. 

There  was  a  little  play  afterwards,  which  occasionally  made  the  evening 
rather  expensive,  but  then  the  loss  was  a  chance  and  the  supper  a 
certainty. 

Between  the  hours  of  eleven  at  night  and  three  in  the  morning,  any 
one  who  had  the  entree  to  Kingston's  rooms  would  generally  find  "  some- 
thing going  on,"  unless  there  was  any  bachelor  party  brilliant  enough  to 
lure  the  lion  from  his  den. 

The  balls,  evening  parties,  and  other  festivities  for  which  Shallowell  is 
so  justly  celebrated,  he  utterly  eschewed,  and  thereby  gave  deadly  offence 
to  the  majority  of  the  fair  sex  in  that  fashionable  watering  (and  wining) 
place.  It  was  bad  enough  that  he  did  not  go  himRelf,  but  it  was  far  worse 
that  he  should  keep  away  Gustavus  and  Adolphus,  who,  before  his  arrival, 
bad  been  exemplary  in  their  attendance. 

Why  is  Frederick  Deux-temps  putting  on  his  hat  so  quietly  in  the  hall 
of  Mrs.  Fitx-cram  ? 

It  is  only  half-past  one.  The  rush  of  "  The  Spirit  of  the  Ball "  pours 
into  his  ears,  as  he  noiselessly  turns  the  handle  of  the  street  door,  but  it 
lias  no  power  to  recall  him.  Yet  one  short  month  ago  he  swore  to  Lucy 
Iiightfoot  that  there  was  nothing  in  the  world  equal  to  that  "  first  after- 
supper  galope."  He  made  no  exception  then  even  in  favour  of  lansquenet 
and  champagne  punch. 

When  winter  passed  away  and  the  season  of  picnics  arrived,  Ringston 
could  never  be  entrapped  into  making  one  of  a  miscellaneous  assembly. 

A  drag  over  to  Westsea,  and  a  cruise  in  Colonel  Morley's  yacht,  suited 
him  very  well,  but  the  peculiar  advantage  of  dining  or  dancing  on  the 
grass  he  never  could  be  brought  to  see. 

But  all  through  the  summer  season  he  devoted  himself  especially  to 
the  Shallowell  cricket-club. 

He  got  them  into  such  order,  that  they  won  every  match  they  played 
that  season,  and  "  the  black  bowler  "  became  an  object  of  superstitious 
terror  to  every  eleven  in  the  neighbourhood.  The  most  disagreeable  thing 
in  Kingston's  bowling  was,  that  he  always  walked  up  to  the  crease,  and  no 
one  could  ever  tell  till  the  ball  was  delivered  whether  it  would  be  a  alow 
twister,  or  swift  enough  to  cut  the  middle  stump  in  half. 

Thus  with  yachting  and  cricket,  and  the  occasional  races  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood, the  time  passed  away  until  November  came  again,  and  the 
allotted  twelvemonth  drew  towards  its  close. 


Digitized  by  Google 


724 


THE  SnALLOWELL  MYSTERY. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

Maverlet's  regiment  were  the  first  dragoons  who  had  ever  been  stationed 
at  Shallowell,  and  they  had  been  feted  a  great  deal.  They  therefore  con- 
sidered it  incumbent  upon  them  to  give  a  ball.  Officers*  balls  are  always 
a  success.  It  is  an  understood  thing  that  everything  is  to  be  praised  and 
nothing  is  to  be  criticised. 

Everybody  comes  prepared  to  enjoy  himself,  and  the  majority  generally 
succeed.  The  number  of  determined-to-be-agreeable  hosts  propitiates  the 
fair  sex,  and  all  possible  partners  are  always  made  available.  It  is  true 
that  some  appear  to  take  the  character  of  steward,  only  to  be  able  to 
introduce  themselves  to  any  pretty  girl  they  don't  know,  but  these  are 
the  exception  who  prove  the  rule. 

Kingston  had  declined  the  invitation  at  first,  but  Maverley  made  it  a 
personal  matter  that  he  should  show  himself. 

The  Shallowell  Assembly  Rooms  are  unusually  crowded.  Tint 
watering-place  can  always  show  a  fair  amount  of  beauty ;  but  to-night  the 
ranks  of  the  belles  are  swelled  by  many  drafts  from  the  county  families. 

Laura  Etheredge  holds  her  own  against  all  comers.  She  is  undoubtedly 
the  belle  of  the  room.  In  a  pause  of  a  quadrille,  her  eyes  fall  upon  a  pale 
face  which  rests  against  a  pillar  opposite.  We  have  said  that  Kingston 
was  an  elegant-looking  man.  His  pose  at  this  moment  is  graceful  in  the 
extreme,  though  evidently  unstudied.  Laura  looks  at  him.  She  sees 
that  he  has  evidently  forgotten  where  he  is,  and  takes  advantage  of  bis 
unconscious  state  to  examine  him  critically.  The  breeze  of  the  whirling 
dresses  almost  stirs  his  black  curls ;  but  he  does  not  note  the  fair  dancers 
as  they  pass. 

There  is  something  in  an  expression  of  utter  abstraction  which  always 
excites  curiosity. 

Where  are  the  thoughts  which  are  not  with  us  ?  Laura  had  ridiculed 
a  dozen  times  at  least  the  Kingston  story,  and  yet  now  that  she  gazes  upon 
its  hero,  she  can  scarcely  drive  back  from  her  heart  a  feeling  of  terror. 
She  goes  mechanically  through  the  quadrille,  but  she  sees  nothing  but  that 
face. 

In  vain  her  partner  turns  on  an  even-flowing  stream  of  regulation 
nothings  into  her  ear.  She  does  not  hear  a  word  ;  and,  at  last,  answers 
an  elaborate  criticism  on  a  new  prima  donna  which  he  has  learnt  by  heart 
from  yesterdays  Times,  by  Baying — 

"  Yes,  quite  black." 

The  irreproachable  lieutenant  treasured  this  as  a  fact,  and  avoiding 
any  display  of  ignorance  at  the  time,  he  sought  his  newspaper  on  his 
return  home  to  see  if  he  had  omitted  to  notice  that  Mademoiselle  Sopranetti 
was  a  coloured  artiste. 

The  last  figure  of  the  quadrille  is  drawing  to  a  close,  when  Kingston 
changes  his  position,  and  their  eyes  meet. 
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Have  you  ever  watched  eyes,  which  as  they  wake  from  sleep  kindle 
into  love  beneath  your  own  ? 

Some  such  sparkle  gleamed  in  Ringston's,  before  Laura  could  withdraw 
her  gaze.  She  saw  the  trance  lade  in  an  instant,  and  the  light  of  life  come 
back. 

At  the  same  moment  the  thought  crossed  her  mind,  "If  I  were 
destined  to  claim  him  back  from  death  1 " 

She  sits  by  her  chaperon  for  a  moment ;  the  next  Kingston  was 
before  her  with  a  steward  by  his  side. 

"  Miss  Etheredge,  Mr.  Kingston." 

"  Can  you  possibly  spare  me  a  dance,  Miss  Etheredge  ?  M 

"  I  can  give  you  the  next— a  waltz,  I  think  ?  " 

What  could  it  have  been  that  induced  Laura  to  keep  herself  disen- 
gaged for  that  dance,  when  she  had  enough  petitions  made  to  her  to  fill 
her  card  over  and  over  again,  before  she  had  been  in  the  room  five 
minutes  ?  What  answer  would  she  have  made  to  herself?  She  must 
have  said  that  she  liked  to  keep  one  dance  in  case  some  one  came  in  late, 
with  whom  she  might  wiah  to  dance.  Had  she  any  idea  who  the  "  some 
one  "  was  to  be  ? 

It  was  evident  that  at  some  previous  period  of  his  existence  Mr.  King- 
ston had  liked  dancing  much  better  than  he  had  professed  to  do  sicnc  he 
had  resided  at  Shallowell. 

"  How  they  go  1"  said  Snaffleton, 

"  Fine  action.    Do  for  a  curricle,1*  replied  Captain  Maverley. 
"  I  thought  you  never  danced,  Mr.  Kingston,"  said  Miss  Etheredge,  as 
the  music  ceased. 

"  I  did  not  think  I  should  ever  dance  again,**  ho  replied,  and  the  dark 
cloud  passed  over  his  face  once  more. 

She  shuddered.  "  Can  he  allude,"  she  thought,  *  to  the  story  of  his 
approaching  death  ?  n 

But  he  seemed  to  shake  the  gloom  off  with  an  effort,  and  began  to 
talk.  Supper  was  announced  before  the  next  dance,  and  he  took  her 
down,  and  soon  established  her  in  a  safe  and  particularly  comfortable 
corner.  He  then  seated  himself  deliberately  in  front  of  her,  so  as  almost 
to  cut  her  off  from  the  rest  of  the  room.  A  glance  brought  Maverley's 
servant  to  his  side.  "  Wait  upon  us,"  he  said ;  and  that  judicious 
attendant  obeyed  him  with  the  most  perfect  disregard  of  everybody  else, 
his  master  included. 

Laura  Etheredge  was  not  the  girl  to  stand  being  "  appropriated "  in 
the  manner  we  have  described  under  ordinary  circumstances  or  by  an 
ordinary  individual,  but  there  are  some  people  whom  no  one  ever  thinks 
of  opposing,  and  Arthur  Kingston  was  one  of  them.  His  charge  was  not 
unhappy  in  her  prison ;  the  more  they  talked  the  brighter  Kingston  became, 
till  at  last  he  seemed  to  regain  "  his  old  form." 

For  the  days  were  not  long  past  since  many  bright  eyes  looked  brighter 
when  that  dark  face  bent  over  them. 
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And  certainly  Laura  lingered  an  unconscionably  long  time  over  her 
jelly,  considering  that  a  sometime  favourite  partner  was  waiting  to  claim 
her  hand  for  a  galope ;  and  more  suspicious  still,  when  that  was  concluded 
she  allowed  herself  to  be  persuaded  to  take  some  grapes. 

Now  all  ladies  know  that  grapes  may  be  made  to  last  exactly  as  long 
as  the  consumer  likes.  When  all  the  ladies  had  left  the  supper-room 
except  one  dowager  who  was  evidently  watching  them,  Kingston  felt  that  it 
would  not  do  any  longer,  and  they  returned  to  the  ball-room. 

Miss  Etheredge  introduced  Kingston  to  her  mother.  "  We  shall  have 
a  few  friends  next  Friday,  Mr.  Kingston ;  but  I  suppose  it  would  be  quite 
a  compliment  to  ask  you  to  join  us  ?  " 

"  I  should  be  delighted,  I  assure  you,  though  I  do  not  often  go  out ; 
l»ut " — and  here  a  shade  darker  than  she  had  yet  seen  seemed  to  Laura  to 
cloud  his  face — "  but  I  am  compelled  to  refuse." 

In  vain  she  tried  to  force  it  back,  the  thought  would  come,  "  The  year 
must  be  nearly  past." 

The  supper  had  lasted  so  long  that  Mist  Etheredge's  dancing  engage- 
ments, according  to  her  "  correct  card"  had  been  terribly  disregarded. 

There  was,  therefore,  an  animated  debate  between  three  gentlemen, 
who  all  claimed  her  hand  for  the  next  dance.  Kingston  suggested  that  if 
she  put  an  end  to  the  dispute  by  dancing  with  him,  no  one  could  be 
ofFended,  but  Laura  did  not  agree  with  him.  The  fortunate  candidate 
carried  her  off  in  triumph  at  last,  and  Kingston  sat  down  to  converse  with 
Mra.  Etheredge.  That  lady  told  her  daughter  the  next  morning  that  she 
could  not  imagine  why  people  talked  such  nonsense  about  Mr.  Kingston, 
for  she  found  him  a  very  sensible  and  agreeable  person.  Laura  danced 
twice,  and  then  said  she  should  like  to  go  home.  Kingston  took  her  to 
the  carriage.  After  the  ladies  were  in,  a  minute  elapsed  before  they  could 
start.  What  could  induce  the  belle  of  Shallowell  to  repeat  an  invitation 
which  had  once  been  declined  ?  Yet  it  is  certain  that  Laura  leant  out  of 
the  window,  and  murmured — 

"  Shall  we  not  see  you  on  Friday  ?  " 

A  whisper,  "  Alas,  no !  "  a  deep  sigh ;  a  pressure  of  the  hand ;  and 
they  arc  parted — she  cannot  escape  the  thought — perhaps  for  ever. 


CHAPTER  V. 

The  ball  took  place  on  Tuesday.  The  next  morning  Kingston  tent 
round  Maverley's  servant  to  all  his  tradesmen  to  collect  his  bills,  for  he 
had  dismissed  his  own  man  a  few  days  before.  He  remained  at  home  all 
the  morning,  destroying  letters  and  papers,  having  given  strict  orders  that 
he  should  be  denied  to  everybody.  He  dined  at  the  mess,  where  he  was 
always  a  welcome  guest.  Ho  returned  to  his  rooms  about  ten  o'clock, 
and  several  men  came  in.  The  play  was  higher  than  usual.  It  was 
observed  that,  contrary  to  his  usual  custom,  Kingston  played  reck* 
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lessly.  He  had,  however,  an  extraordinary  run  of  luck,  and  won  heavily 
after  a  long  sitting.    His  guests  dropped  off  by  degrees. 

Young  Lurley,  a  cornet,  who  had  lately  joined,  and  Snaffleton, 
remained  to  the  last,  playing  e'earti.  When  they  left,  at  about  half-past 
three,  Kingston  was  lying  on  the  sofa  half  asleep. 

Kingston  seldom  rose  early  on  winter  mornings  when  he  did  not  hunt. 
The  people  of  the  house  had  strict  orders  never  to  call  him.  But  when 
three  o'clock  on  Thursday  afternoon  came,  and  he  had  not  yet  rung  for 
breakfast,  the  landlady,  who  had  lived  in  fear  and  trembling  for  some 
days,  backed  up  by  the  maid  and  a  friend  from  next  door,  ventured  into 
his  sitting-room,  and  not  finding  any  signs  of  him  there,  they  knocked 
at  his  bedroom  door.  No  answer.  Again  louder,  louder,  louder.  Still 
no  reply.  They  try  the  door  ;  it  is  not  fastened.  As  it  is  opened  Mrs. 
Brown,  the  lady  from  next  door,  detects  a  strong  smell  of  sulphur,  but 
the  room  is  empty ;  the  bed  is  disarranged,  the  clothes  he  wore  yesterday 
are  lying  on  the  chairs,  but  there  is  no  other  token  of  Mr.  Arthur 
Kingston. 

The  news  spreads  like  wildfire.  Very  soon  rewards  are  offered  for 
his  discovery,  for  there  is  one  paiuful  element  which  enters  into  the 
romance. 

Though  the  bills  were  so  carefully  collected  yesterday,  none  of  them 
were  paid. 

The  river  is  dragged  incessantly,  and  the  fashionable  broad  walk 
by  its  side  is  deserted  by  the  fair  sex.  The  local  papers  teem  with 
paragraphs,  some  of  which  achieve  the  honour  of  being  copied  into  The 
Times. 

It  was  talked  about  everywhere.  There  was  a  nearer  approach  to 
excitement  at  tho  "  Poco-curante,"  of  which  Kingston  was  a  member, 
than  had  ever  been  known  since  the  club  was  formed. 

"  It  seems  to  me,"  said  Georgy  Davis,  in  the  smoking-room  of  that 
institution,  "  that  it  is  about  the  neatest  thing  that  our  Arthur  has  ever 
done,  and  that  is  saying  a  great  deal.  My  firm  belief  is,  that  he  has  not 
killed  himself,  that  he  never  had  the  throe  thousand  pounds,  but  that  he 
has  left  Shallowell,  owing  five." 

And  Laura  Etheredge — Is  she  interested  in  the  new  story  and  its 
thousand  and  one  variations  ? 

Does  she  still  cherish  a  remembrance  of  her  strange  partner  at  the 
officers'  ball.  She  looked  as  beautiful  as  ever  at  her  mother's  party  on 
Friday,  though  perhaps  a  shade  paler  than  usual.  At  fir»t,  whilst  the 
general  opinion  is,  that  he  has  drowned  himself — and  there  are  daily 
reports  that  his  remains  have  been  found  in  various  holes  of  the  river — 
she  has  a  difficulty  in  repressing  all  appoarance  of  anxiety  when  these 
reach  her.  But  as  there  appears  a  greater  probability  of  his  being  alive, 
she  recovers  her  equanimity,  though  it  may  be  doubted  whether  she  was 
quite  herself  till  she  had  refused  Snaflleton — an  operation  which  seemed 
to  do  her  a  great  deal  of  good. 
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As  there  was  still  great  uncertainty  whether  he  wns  dead  or  alive,  it 
was  found  that  nothing  could  be  done  with  regard  to  Kingston's  property. 

Nothing  had  been  removed  from  his  rooms.  His  watch  was  in  its 
stand ;  his  purse,  containing  thirty-seven  pounds  fifteen  shillings  and 
sixpence,  was  lying  on  his  dressing-table ;  so  were  his  keys.  On  opening 
his  writing-desk,  a  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  were  found  in  it. 

One  or  two  men  said  he  must  have  won  twice  as  much  or  more  on 
Wednesday  night,  but  as  there  is  always  a  graceful  uncertainty  with 
regard  to  who  does  win  the  money  which  everybody  else  has  lost,  not 
much  attention  was  paid  to  this  remark.  Kingston  had  paid  the  landlady 
her  rent,  and  she  held  a  balance  for  smaller  expenses,  so  she  did  not 
object  to  things  remaining  as  they  were  for  a  little  time.  Erebus  had 
been  lent  to  Maverley  about  a  week  before. 

All  things  working  together,  it  seemed  probable  that  the  excitement 
at  Shallowell  would  extend  even  beyond  that  conventional  limit  of  our 
wonder  at  modern  miracles — the  ninth  day. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

As  soon  as  Messrs.  Lurley  and  Snafflcton  had  departed  from  Kingston's 
rooms,  that  gentleman  arose  from  the  sofa,  indulged  in  an  extensive  wash, 
shaved  off  his  moustache,  and  carefully  committed  the  remains  of  that 
ornament  to  the  flames,  decorated  himself  with  a  pair  of  black  whiskers 
of  modest  proportions  in  its  stead,  then  drawing  a. small  portmanteau 
from  beneath  his  bed,  he  took  from  it  a  groom's  complete  suit,  drab 
great-coat  and  all. 

These  he  put  on,  and  they  fitted  him  beautifully.  Then,  at  about 
half-past  four  he  departed,  leaving  everything  as  it  was  afterwards  found. 
He  then  walked  on  to  the  next  station,  distant  about  five  miles  from 
Shallowell,  and  timed  his  arrival  so  as  just  to  catch  the  parliamentary  up- 
train.  • 

On  his  arrival  in  London  he  took  a  cab  to  the  East  End  of  the  town, 
and  at  a  ready-made  clothes  shop  he  exchanged  his  habiliments  of  servitude 
for  the  nearest  approach  he  could  obtain  to  the  ordinary  garb  of  a 
gentleman.  He  then  turned  into  the  first  hotel  to  which  he  came,  and 
ordered  a  private  room  and  breakfast.  He  did  not  leave  it  again  till  after 
dark. 

There  is  a  lyric  which  was  very  popular  at  the  commencement  of  this 
century  duly  celebrating  the  importance  of  the  three  blessings — "  Wife, 
children,  and  friends."  In  the  two  first  Kingston  could  not  boast  any 
share.  But  with  respect  to  the  third  he  was  indeed  fortunate.  There 
were  three  men  who  would  have  done  anything  for  him  that  one  man  can 
do  for  another. 

Whether  or  not  he  deserved  the  affection  he  inspired,  we  will  not 
pretend  to  investigate,  but  the  fact  cannot  bo  denied,  though  we  must 
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leave  it  to  psychologists  to  state  the  reason  why  the  best  men  are  not 
always  the  best  loved. 

Of  the  trio  we  have  indicated,  Tracey  was  in  India ;  in  Maverley  lie 
had  not  confided  because  he  felt  his  doing  so  would  have  placed  his  friend 
in  a  very  awkward  position ;  but  Aldridgo  still  remained.  Kingston  and 
Aldridgc  had  been  schoolfellows,  and  they  had  always  kept  up  the  friend- 
ship of  their  boyhood,  though  their  paths  in  life  had  led  very  different 
ways.  Kingston  had  succeeded  to  a  tolerable  fortune  when  he  came  of 
age,  but  he  was  already  involved,  and  soon  ran  through  the  remainder. 

Aldridge  had  been  working  hard  as  a  merchant,  and  was  now  a  man 
well  known  upon  'Change. 

He  gave  Mr.  Arthur  a  hearty  welcome,  when  that  gentleman  arrived 
at  his  little  Hampstead  villa  at  five  minutes  to  six  (Aldridge  always  dined 
at  six). 

Kingston  entertained  too  high  an  opinion  of  his  own  story  to  commence 
it  till  dinner  was  over.  But  when  the  port  was  fairly  under  weigh,  he 
favoured  his  friend  with  a  regular  narrative  of  his  year  at  Shallowell. 
Aldridge  made  occasional  efforts  to  moralize,  but  as  his  valuable  reflec- 
tions were  constantly  interrupted  by  his  bursts  of  laughter,  their  good 
effect  on  his  guest  was  materially  diminished. 

When  at  last  the  subject  was  pretty  nearly  exhausted,  Kingston  said 
to  his  host— 

"  You  remember,  old  fellow,  when  I  first  mentioned  to  you  casually 
that  I  was  going  to  the  bad,  you  suggested  to  me  that  it  would  be  useful 
to  do  something  else  instead — I  mean  in  the  way  of  getting  my  food 
('  bread'  is  the  proper  expression,  I  think,  but  I  always  hated  bread),  the 
same  as  other  people  do.  I  did  not  see  it  in  the  same  light  then ;  but  now— 
don't  laugh  at  me,  there's  a  dear  fellow — I  have  actually  a  fancy  that  I 
should  like  to  become  a  respectable  member  of  society."  - 

Aldridge  did  laugh,  but  when  he  had  recovered,  he  said,  "  Well,  what 
do  you  imagine  you  are  fit  for  ?  " 

"Well,  I  should  say  my  special  mission  was  to  be  a  preceptor  of 
youth,  but  I  have  heard  that  is  not  a  remunerative  employment.  At  the 
time  I  mentioned,  you  know,  you  talked  of  taking  me  into  your  shop,  but 
I  should  not  wish  that — I  might  be  in  the  way — and  just  now  I  want  to 
go  abroad,  but  still  I  should  prefer  something  mercantile." 

"  You  imagine  you  have  a  speciality  that  way." 

"Well,  I  can  speak  five  languages,  and  might  even  write  them 
decently  if  I  tried  very  hard.  As  for  accounts,  I  do  not  know  much 
about  this  kind  of  light  literature "  (and  he  laid  his  hand  upon  a 
ledger,  which  was  peeping  out  from  beneath  a  mass  of  newspapers  on  a  side 
table);  "  but  I  cannot  imagine  there  is  anything  in  it  much  harder  than 
calculating  the  odds  at  hazard,  or  making  a  safe  book  on  a  large  handicap. 
And  oh  I  I  say,  Fred  1  if  it  was  a  business  with  any  bills  in  it, 
would  not  I  make  the  parties  take  half  the  amount  in  cleaned  gloves  and 
empty  cigar  boxes,  and  stick  on  sixty  per  cent,  and  add  the  interest  to  the 

vol.  v. — 50.  30.  85. 
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new  bill.  By  Jove,  the  very  idea  of  being  the  other  side  of  the  counter  ia 
quite  refreshing." 

And  he  began  to  rub  his  hands,  as  if  in  anticipation. 

"Iam  afraid  I  could  not  introduce  you  to  anything  of  that  sort,  but 
if  you  are  really  in  earnest,  and  mean  to  turn  over  a  new  leaf,  I  think  I 
can  assist  you." 

"  If  I  was  not  changed,  do  you  think  I  would  wear  such  a  coat  as  this  ? 
I  will  not  allude  to  the  waistcoat.  As  far  as  my  past  life  ia  concerned, 
upon  my  honour  as  an  embryo  merchant,  I  have  thrown  up  the  sponge." 

"  Well,  you  have  come  to  me  to-night  just  in  the  nick  of  time.  I  have 
embarked  a  good  deal  of  money  in  an  Australian  Land  Company,  and  we 
want  some  one  to  go  out  immediately  to  look  after  our  affairs  out  there.  If 
you  would  like  to  go,  I  have  no  doubt  I  could  get  you  appointed." 

"  As  far  as  I  am  concerned,  you  may  consider  the  bargain  as  concluded,*' 
replied  Kingston,  "  and  thank  you,"  as  he  shook  hands  with  his  friend 
across  the  table. 

"  You  had  better  see  about  your  outfit  to-morrow.  What  shall  I  fill 
this  in  for,11  Baid  Aldridge,  taking  a  cheque-book  out  of  a  drawer  in  his 
bureau.    "  Two  hundred  ?  we  shall  pay  your  passage,  you  know." 

"  Thank  you,  don't  trouble.  The  fact  is,  I  am  sorry  to  say  that  I  have 
more  money  than  I  ought  to  have  at  this  moment ;  for  I  had  an  extraor- 
dinary run  of  luck  the  last  fortnight  before  I  left.  I  have  actually  brought 
away  more  than  a  thousand  pounds.  There  were  some  things  I  should 
like  to  have  paid ;  but  it  would  not  have  gone  very  far,  and  I  never  like  to 
raise  jealousy  or  other  bad  feelings  in  the  bosoms  of  my  business  connec- 
tions. However,  thanks  to  you,  I  have  a  new  life  before  me,  and  1  shall 
hope  to  settle  with  them  all  some  day  or  other." 


CHAPTER  VII 

Our  curtain  draws  up  on  Shallowell  once  more. 

It  is  the  twenty-third  of  November.  Exactly  twelve  months  have 
elapsed  since  Mr.  Kingston's  mysterious  disappearance.  His  unfortunate 
landlady  has  never  been  able  to  let  her  lodgings  since.  A  superstitious 
terror  has  prevented  her  from  moving  any  of  Kingston's  things ;  indeed, 
for  some  time  after  his  departure,  she  reaped  a  small  harvest  by  exhibiting 
the  "  Chambers  of  Horror."  On  this  particular  morning,  Mrs.  Jones,  who 
had  taken  the  house  next  door,  formerly  occupied  by  Mrs.  Brown,  has 
looked  in  for  a  little  chat. 

Accordingly  she  improves  the  occasion  by  relating  the  awful  history  to 
that  lady,  gratis. 

"  Yes,  Mrs.  Jones,  it  were  exactly  twelve  months  ago  this  blessed 
day.  There  had  been  stories  about  for  a  long  time  about  his  killing 
hissclf  when  he  had  been  in  Shallowell  a  year,  or  being  took — you 
know  who  by." 
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Mrs.  Jones  gave  a  little  shriek,  and  said,  "  You  don't,"  to  imply  that 
she  did. 

"  And  so  I  could  not  help  feeling  uncomfortable-like  all  the  morning, 
when  he  never  rung  for  his  breakfast,  and  I  said  as  much  to  Jemima — 
didn't  I,  Jemima  ?  " 

"  That  you  did,  mum,  as  sure  as  I'm  a-standing  here,"  said  that 
domestic,  leaning  on  the  handle  of  her  quiescent  broom. 

Jemima  always  availed  herself  of  the  opportunity  of  neglecting  her 
work  on  these  occasions  to  perform  the  more  important  duty  of  corrobo- 
rating the  statements  of  her  mistress. 

"Yes,  Mrs.  Jones,"  continued  that  lady;  "and  though  he  were  a 
very  nice  gentleman,  to  give  that  person — we  won't  mention — his  due ; 
lie  were  a  bit  impatient-like  sometimes  ;  and  if  he  were  to  ring  his 
bell  three  or  four  times,  and  Jemima  and  I  was  busy  or  anything, 
and  didn't  answer  it  directly,  he'd  come  to  the  top  of  the  stairs,  and 
call  out  " 

"  Devilled  kidneys  for  two,"  interrupted  the  unmistakeable  voice  of 
Mr.  Arthur  Kingston  himself,  proceeding  from  the  exact  spot  which  the 
landlady  had  just  indicated. 

It  is  scarcely  necessary  to  mention  that  the  three  females  all  went  into 
hysterics ;  but  as  this  arrangement  left  no  one  to  pick  anybody  else  up, 
they  were  compelled  to  come  to  sooner  than  might  otherwise  have  been 
expected. 

Mrs.  Jones,  who  felt  that  she  had  not  as  good  grounds  as  her  com* 
panions  for  a  lengthened  fit,  was  the  first  to  recover. 

Kingston,  who  had  waited  deliberately  till  the  screaming  ceased,  then 
repeated  his  order. 

"  Devilled  kidneys  for  two,  as  soon  as  you  can,  if  you  please,  for  I 
expect  Captain  Maverley  to  breakfast  at  half-past  ten ;  and  you  had  better 
get  a  Yorkshire  pie  from  Woolcombe's." 

A  council  of  war  was  held ;  and  it  was  finally  decided  that  the  orders 
should  be  executed.  Probably  the  prospect  of  the  reversion  of  the  pie 
furnished  a  sufficient  stock  of  courage. 

Kingston  had  been  able  to  execute  the  manoeuvre  which  had  caused 
so  much  terror  to  the  household  with  the  most  perfect  ease  and  success. 
He  had  timed  his  journey  from  London  so  as  to  arrive  at  Shallowell  by 
the  mail  train  at  three  in  the  morning.  When  he  left,  he  had  taken  his 
latch-key  with  him.  By  means  of  it  he  obtained  admission  without  dis- 
turbing any  one. 

He  had  written  to  Maverley  from  town,  inviting  him  to  breakfast,  but 
cautioning  him  not  to  mention  it  to  any  one  till  he  had  seen  him. 

With  fear  and  trembling  the  trio  who  had  been  assembled  in  the 
kitchen  carried  in  the  breakfast,  but  they  saw  nothing  of  Mr.  Kingston, 
though  they  could  hear  him  moving  about  in  his  dressing-room.  Their 
minds  were  greatly  relieved,  however,  when  at  half-past  ten,  punctual  to 
the  moment,  Captain  Maverley  arrived. 

35—2 
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"  Mr.  Kingston  is  here,"  said  the  landlady,  in  a  tone  intended  to  carry 
terror  into  the  captain's  breast. 

"Of  course  he  is,"  replied  that  gallant  officer.  "I  have  come  to 
breakfast  with  him." 

Captain  Maverley  had  not  to  wait  long  for  his  host.  Kingston 
soon  explained  to  him  why  he  had  shown  such  an  apparent  want  of 
confidence. 

"  It  would  have  been  such  an  awful  bore  for  you  if  you  had  known  all 
about  it ;  and  really  until  the  last  moment,  I  had  not  made  up  my  mind 
what  I  should  do." 

"  Of  course,  as  I  had  not  mentioned  the  thing  myself,  I  asked  Aldridge 
to  keep  it  quiet  too." 

"  Yes,"  said  Maverley,  "  and  when  I  saw  the  old  ruffian  in  town  about 
a  fortnight  after  you  had  taken  yourself  off,  I  could  not  conceive  why  he 
kept  laughing  at  my  account  of  your  mysterious  disappearance." 

"  He  must  have  enjoyed  it  slightly  ;  but  it  was  the  luckiest  thing 
imaginable  that  I  went  to  him.  As  I  was  telling  you,  he  sent  me  out 
to  try  and  sell  some  shares  in  his  Land  Company  in  Australia.  Well, 
I  worked  hard  at  it,  I  can  assure  you,  and  I  got  rid  of  a  good  many 
during  the  first  two  months.  Then  there  came  that  row  about  the 
convicte,  and  things  looked  very  bad ;  everything  went  down  in  the 
market;  our  shares  especially  were  at  a  frightful  discount.  Well,  you 
know,  a  run  of  bad  luck  never  depressed  me  much.  I  looked  at  things 
calmly,  and  felt  certain  the  depression  was  only  temporary,  and  would 
soon  pass  away.  I  had  not  invested  the  money  I  took  out,  so  I  bought  a 
couple  of  thousand  shares  at  ten  shillings  a  share.  Next  month  they 
discovered  the  gold.    The  great  Foozleygullah  diggings  are  exactly  in  the 

centre  of  our  property.    Each  of  those  shares  is  now  worth  just  pass 

The  Times  one  hundred  and  sixty-three  pounds  seventeen  shillings 

and  sixpence." 

"  After  that,"  said  Maverley,  "  if  you  will  allow  me,  I  will  ring  for 
some  beer." 

When  the  landlady  answered  the  bell,  she  left  the  door  wide  open,  and 
several  female  faces  were  visible  upon  the  landing. 

Ringston  nodded  to  her,  and  said,  "  I  shall  dine  at  home  to-dny." 

On  inquiry,  Kingston  found  that  Maverley  had  a  new  servant,  and 
that  he  was  a  tolerably  sharp  fellow. 

Accordingly,  they  sent  for  him.  Ringston  then  gave  him  all  the  bills 
of  the  Shallowell  tradesmen,  which  had  been  collected  before  he  left,  with  a 
cheque  on  a  London  banker  for  the  amount  of  each. 

"  You  will  be  particularly  careful,"  said  Captain  Maverley,  "  in  paying 
these,  to  say,  *  Here  is  your  bill,  which  Mr.  Ringston  sent  for  yesterday. 
If  they  should  say,  *  You  mean  a  year  ago,*  or  anything  of  that  sort,  you 
will  point  out  the  date." 

Ringston  had  had  all  the  dates  most  carefully  altered,  and  then  photo- 
graphic copies  taken  of  the  originals  on  similar  paper. 
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The  horror  which  this  device  caused,  fully  came  up  to  his  most  sanguine 
expectations. 

44  Do  you  remember  your  debut  with  GlencrofVs  pack  ?  "  said  Maverley. 
"  Yes,"  said  Kingston,  "I  hope  poor  Bitwell  quite  recovered  theeflects 
of  that  escapade." 

"  Oh,  yes !  By-the-by,  they  meet  to-day." 
44 1  suppose  it  is  too  late  to  join  them  now  ?  " 

44  Well,  I  don't  know ;  if  we  ride  hard,  and  they  should  not  find 
directly,  we  might  have  a  chance.    Erebus  is  as  fresh  as  a  daisy." 

GlencrofVs  had  a  capital  run  that  day.  Some  nice  opeu  country,  and 
the  pace  first  rate.  A  magnificent  burst  of  five-and-thirty  minutes,  when 
the  huntsman's  mare  broke  down,  and  his  second  horse  nowhere  near. 

SnafHeton  dropped  into  his  place,  with  Bitwell  well  up.  Away  they 
go,  over  Marsley  Down,  then  Reynard  points  for  Elfreston  Park.  He 
finds  his  way  through  the  palings  (perhaps  he  knows  the  hole  of  old),  and 
the  hounds  are  not  for  behind  him. 

But  the  said  palings  are  not  so  pleasant  to  ride  at.  They  may  be 
rotten  or  they  may  not  And  to  top  them  neatly  after  the  burst  over 
the  Down  is  no  easy  matter. 

44  We  want  the  gentleman  in  black  to  show  us  the  way  over,"  said 
Snafflcton. 

They  had  slackened  their  pace  a  little,  to  see  if  any  opening  to  the 
right  or  left  would  afford  them  a  cheaper  bargain.  The  words  were 
scarcely  out  of  SnafHeton's  mouth,  when  44  Erebus  "  and  his  rider  rushed 
past  them ;  the  black  took  the  paling  in  his  stride  as  a  matter  of  course, 
and  they  disappeared  as  if  they  had  sunk  into  the  earth. 

Poor  Bitwell  looked  so  much  as  if  he  was  going  to  faint,  that  SnafHe- 
ton felt  bound  to  pull  up  and  offer  him  his  flask.  And  these  gentlemen 
saw  no  more  of  the  run  that  day. 

The  same  evening  there  was  a  large  party  at  Mrs.  Fitzcram's.  At 
half-past  eight  that  lady  receives  a  note  from  Captain  Maverley,  in  which 
he  requests  permission  to  bring  with  him  an  old  friend. 

Mrs.  Fitzcram  immediately  returns  an  answer  that  she  Bhall  be 
delighted  to  see  the  captain's  friend,  and  only  regrets  that  he  should  have 
considered  it  necessary  to  ask  the  question. 

It  is  a  brilliant  party — the  connoisseurs  say  the  best  of  the  season. 
The  belle  of  Shallowell  is  there,  looking,  some  think,  more  beautiful  than 
ever,  though  some  of  the  roses  are  gone.  It  is  said  that  she  is  in  delicate 
health.  She  does  not  dance  so  much  as  she  did,  and  seldom  can  be 
persuaded  to  stand  up  for  anything  except  a  quadrille. 

But  a  careful  observer  would  have  said  that  all  the  roses  returned 
when  Captain  Maverley  and  his  friend  entered  the  room,  though  their 
visit  to  her  cheeks  was  but  of  an  instant's  duration,  and  their  departure 
left  her  paler  than  ever. 

Kingston  bore  his  introduction  to  his  hostess  with  tolerable  equa- 
nimity.   He  even  managed  to  get  through  two  sentences  and  a  half,  and 
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then  a  bow,  though  not  up  to  "  our  Arthur's  "  mark,  and  he  is  beside 
Laura. 

"  Can  you  give  me  a  dance,  Miss  Etheredge  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  I  do  not  dance  so  much  as  I  used  to  do,  Mr.  Kingston,  but  I  am 
promise  you  the  next  quadrille  but  one." 

lie  seated  himself  by  her  aide.  The  next  dance  was  a  polka ;  and 
though  spectators  only,  they  did  not  find  it  too  long.  Then  followed 
a  waltz,  and  somehow  the  young  lady  was  persuaded  to  attempt  it.  They 
were  to  stop  immediately  if  she  found  it  too  much  for  her.  But  this  was 
a  point  she  did  not  seem  to  take  into  consideration  until  the  music  had 
stopped,  and  then  she  said  she  thought  it  had  done  her  good. 

The  greater  part  of  that  evening,  whether  dancing  or  not,  Mr.  Arthur 
was  not  very  far  from  Miss  Laura's  side. 

The  next  morning  he  called  to  ask  how  she  was.  Of  course,  it  was 
only  proper  that  he  should  inquire  whether  she  had  suffered  from  dancing 
more  than  usual.  But  even  if  every  credit  is  given  him  for  the  best 
possible  intentions,  he  paid  an  unconscionably  long  visit.  Neither 
Miss  Etheredge  nor  her  mamma,  however,  appeared  to  be  displeased ;  for 
the  latter  lady  said  before  he  departed, 

"  We  are  very  quiet  people,  Mr.  Kingston,  and  we  do  not  give  parties 
now,  on  account  of  my  daughter's  health ;  but  if  you  would  not  mind 
taking  a  family  dinner  with  us  to-morrow,  we  should  be  most  happy  to 
Bee  you." 

Mr.  Kingston  said  he  should  be  delighted ;  and  he  not  only  said  it, 
but  he  looked  it,  which  is  not  always  the  case  with  everybody  who  makes 
use  of  the  same  phrase. 

And  a  very  pleasant  little  dinner  it  was.  And  the  next  day  Kingston 
called,  as  a  matter  of  course,  to  inquire  after  his  hostess  and  her 
daughter. 

Mrs.  Etheredge  was  shopping,  but  Laura  had  not  felt  quite  well 
enough  to  accompany  her,  so  Arthur  found  her  alone  in  the  drawing- 
room.  He  paraded  a  few  ordinary  sentences,  and  then,  for  he  was  not  die 
man  to  dally  long  when  he  had  made  up  his  mind  what  to  say,  he  began 
at  once — 

"Miss  Etheredge,  I  should  like  to  tell  you  my  story;  I  know  you 
must  have  heard  a  great  many  versions  of  it,  and  I  should  like  to 
give  you  my  own.  You  see  I  am  vain  enough  to  think  it  will  interest 
you: — 

"  When  I  came  here  first,  it  was  reported  that  at  the  end  of  the  year, 
when  I  had  spent  a  certain  sum  of  money,  I  was  going  to  kill  myself. 
This  was  partly  true,  and  partly  false.  I  had  not  a  very  great  deal  of 
money  to  spend,  but  I  grieve  to  confess  that  the  idea  of  self-destruction 
had  at  one  time  some  hold  on  my  imagination.  The  life  I  had  led  was  so 
worthless,  that  it  was  not  unnatural  I  should  feel  small  compunction  in 
putting  an  end  to  it.  The  position  which  I  held  here  amused  me,  but  I 
saw  that  it  must  necessarily  collapse.    As  the  year  drew  to  a  dose,  I  had 
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almost  made  up  my  mind  to  the  fatal  step,  though  I  had  provided,  some 
time  before,  means  of  retreat ;  but  the  officers*  ball  changed  all  my 
theory  of  life  and  death.  I  went  unwillingly.  I  felt  no  interest  in  the 
pageant.  As  I  leant  against  a  pillar,  and  the  dancers  whirled  past  me,  I 
thought  how  great  was  the  distance  between  those  children  of  life  and 
►ne  on  whom  already  rested  the  heavy  shadow  of  death.  But  I  lifted  up 
tiy  eyes,  and  met  a  glance  which  I  shall  never  forget.  It  bore  the  sweet 
tidings  of  pity — a  woman's  pity — into  my  inmost  soul.  A  sweet  voice 
completed  the  spell  the  eyes  had  begun.  It  forced  on  my  belief  words  I 
had  often  heard  before,  but  whose  weight  I  had  never  felt  until  that 
moment.  I  knew  that  there  lived  a  being  for  whom  I  could  gladly  work. 
In  an  instant  it  seemed  branded  on  my  brain,  in  letters  of  fire,  that 
those  who  would  escape  the  labour  allotted  to  man  entail  a  curse  upon 
themselves. 

"  Well,  my  pride  induced  me  to  keep  up  the  mystery  with  which  1 
had  allowed  myself  to  be  surrounded.  In  all  other  respects  I  have  led 
a  new  life.  In  a  word,  I  have  worked.  I  can  offer  you  now  nothing, 
indeed,  worthy  of  the  belle  of  Shallowell,  far  less  of  Laura  Etheredge,  but 
■till  a  home  and  a  heart." 

Once  more  that  glance  met  his:  the  pity  was  replaced  by  love,  and 
the  sweet  voice  murmured— 

"I  have  never  lost  the  memory  of  that  evening,  or  forgotten  you 
for  a  moment." 

And  she  never  will  forget  him — never  while  her  sweet  smile  gives 
him  new  courage  to  press  onward  in  the  path  in  which  he  will  win  the 
respect  of  all  who  know  him. 

Never,  whilst .  she  can  lessen  every  sorrow,  and  double  every  joy. 
Never,  till  6he  has  forgotten  that  from  her  he  learnt  to  labour  and 
to  love. 
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@\\t  fonte  of  a  Naturalist. 

There  are  naturalists  and  naturalists.  Certain  dreadfully  scientific  persons 
who  call  themselves  by  that  name  seem  to  consider  zoology  and  comparative 
anatomy  as  convertible  terms.  When  they  see  a  creature  new  to  them 
they  are  seized  with  a  burning  desire  to  cut  it  up,  to  analyze  it,  to  get  it 
under  the  microscope,  to  publish  a  learned  work  about  it,  which  no  one  can 
read  without  an  expensive  Greek  Lexicon,  and  to  "put up"  its  remains  in 
cells  and  bottles.  They  delight  in  an  abnormal  baemopophysis ;  they  pin 
their  faith  on  a  pterygoid  process ;  they  stake  their  reputation  on  the 
number  of  tubercles  in  a  second  molar  tooth,  and  they  quarrel  with  each 
other  about  a  notch  on  the  basisphenoid  bone. 

Then  there  are  the  "  field  naturalists,"  who  delight  in  penetrating  to 
the  homes  and  haunts  of  the  creatures  which  they  love,  and  spend  whole 
days  and  nights  in  watching  their  habits.  Sometimes  a  field  naturalist 
remains  at  home,  and  immortalizes  an  obscure  village  by  the  simple  process 
of  using  his  eyes  and  telling  his  friends  what  he  has  seen.  Another 
wanders  far  abroad  in  quest  of  new  wonders,  and  if  he  faithfully  narrates 
the  marvels  he  has  witnessed,  may  calculate  on  being  put  down  by  news- 
paper critics  as  a  skilful  archer  with  the  long-bow.  Such  a  man  was  Le 
Vaillant,  and  such  his  reception  by  the  critical  world. 

"  Giraffe?  Humbug  1 "  was  the  general  criticism. 

"  Contrary  to  the  laws  of  nature,"  said  the  scientific. 

"  Would  be  liable  to  nine  feet  of  sore  throat,"  wrote  the  witty. 

And  so  the  critics  and  the  public  enjoyed  themselves  amazingly  at 
the  traveller's  expense,  until  the  Pacha  of  Egypt  sent  two  living  giraffes  lo 
Europe,  and  turned  the  laugh  in  the  other  direction. 

Such  a  man  was  Bruce,  and  such  his  reception.  Peter  Pindar 
showered  most  pungent  epigrams  upon  his  devoted  head,  and  assailed 
him  with  most  unsavoury  comparisons.  Perhaps  there  has  been  no 
statement  of  any  traveller  that  raised  such  a  storm  of  ridicule  as  Brace's 
perfectly  true  account  of  eating  beef  cut  from  the  li  ving  ox : 

*  Nor  hare  I  been  where  men  (what  loss,  alas  t) 
Kill  half  a  cow  and  torn  the  rest  to  grass," 

writes  the  poet,  who  wisely  kept  out  of  the  redoubtable  traveller's  wny, 
unwilling  to  share  the  fate  of  a  contemporary  caviller,  who  avowed  that 
to  devour  raw  beef  was  impossible,  and  was  compelled,  at  the  point  of  the 
sword,  to  eat  his  own  words,  together  with  a  raw  and  freshly  cut  steak. 
Solvitur  tdendo. 

Such  a  man  was  Charles  Waterton,  and  such  his  reception  ;  the  ride 
on  the  cayman's  back  being  treated  by  the  press  after  the  same  fashion  as 
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Le  Vaillant  s  giraffe  and  Brace's  ox.  Time,  however,  is  the  true  critic ; 
giraffes  are  now  as  familiar  as  donkies  ;  eating  flesh  "  in  the  blood  "  is 
now  known  to  be  a  custom  existing  in  many  nations  from  time  imme- 
morial ;  and  the  ride  on  the  cayman  has  long  been  deprived  of  all  marvel, 
except  as  a  bold  and  dashing  method  of  securing  a  powerful  animal  with- 
out damaging  the  skin. 

The  discoveries  of  Mr.  Waterton  in  Guiana  are  too  well  known  to 
need  even  a  passing  reference ;  but  though  better  known  to  feme,  are  quite 
equalled  in  importance  by  the  perpetual  labours  of  half  a  century 
employed  in  observing  the  habits  of  living  beings  of  our  own  land,  and 
restoring  to  the  dead  skin  the  energetic  contours  of  the  living  form. 

There  is  perhaps  no  place  in  England  where  the  greatest  natural 
advantages  have  been  so  promptly  seized  and  so  largely  improved  a*  at 
Walton  Hall,  and  it  really  seems  almost  impossible  for  such  a  combination 
of  favourable  conditions  to  be  elsewhere  achieved.  There  are  many 
devoted  naturalists  who  would  exult  in  laying  out  their  little  domains  in 
a  manner  calculated  to  attract  the  creatures  which  they  love,  but  it  can 
hardly  be  expected  that  another  naturalist  would  possess  the  enormous 
natural  advantages  to  be  found  at  Walton  Hall,  and  be  blessed  with  health 
to  manage  his  hobby  for  fifty  years.  As  a  general  rule,  the  sapling 
which  a  young  man  plants  is  inherited  as  a  tree  by  his  grandson,  and  it 
is  very  seldom  found  that  the  same  eye  which  designed  the  original 
plan  is  permitted  to  see  the  results  in  their  full  perfection.  Such,  how- 
ever, is  the  case  in  this  present  instance,  and  it  may  easily  be  imagined 
that  where  an  extensive  domain  is  laid  out  expressly  for  one  purpose, 
which  has  been  perseveringly  carried  out  through  half  a  century,  and 
ever  directed  by  the  same  mind  which  planned  the  design,  a  successful 
result  is  almost  a  matter  of  course. 

The  object  which  Mr.  Waterton  proposed  to  himself  in  1813,  the 
year  after  he  had  returned  from  the  wilds  of  Guiana,  whither  he  had  gone 
in  1812  in  quest  of  wouroli  poison,  was  to  offer  a  hearty  welcome  to 
every  bird  and  beast  that  chose  to  avail  itself  of  his  hospitality,  and  by 
affording  them  abundant  food  and  a  quiet  retreat  to  induce  them  to 
frequent  a  spot  where  they  would  feel  themselves  secure  from  all  enemies, 
save  those  which  have  been  appointed  to  preserve  the  balance  of  nature. 
Food  is  always  procurable,  and  the  quiet  retreat  has  been  obtained  by 
watching  the  habits  of  the  various  creatures,  and  providing  them  with  such 
accommodations  as  they  would  seek  in  the  wild  state.  Mead,  hill  and  dale, 
have  been  laid  out  to  suit  the  idiosyncrasies  of  various  species ;  and  trees 
of  different  kinds  have  been  planted  in  clumps,  rows,  or  in  solitary  state, 
to  attract  the  birds  that  love  such  localities. 

A  large  lake  studded  with  islands  and  surrounded  by  simple  meadow 
land,  drooping  willows,  or  thick  woods,  has  been  given  up  to  the  aquatic 
members  of  the  feathered  tribes,  and  rapid  babbling  brooks  are  at  the 
service  of  those  birds  which  need  the  running  stream.  An  ancient  ivy- 
covered  gateway  upon  the  borders  of  the  lake  has  been  altered  for  the 
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benefit  of  the  feathered  race,  and  in  a  gingle  season  seven  pairs  of  jackdaws, 
twenty-four  pairs  of  starlings,  four  pairs  of  ringdoves,  a  pair  of  owls, 
together  with  smaller  birds,  such  as  blackbills,  redbreasts,  red  tails,  sparrows, 
and  chaffinches,  have  built  their  nests  in  the  same  old  tower,  within  a  few 
feet  of  each  other,  and  without  attempting  to  quarrel. 

In  order  to  exclude  human  and  quadrupedal  enemies,  a  lofty  wall  has 
been  built  in  the  manner  of  a  ring  fence,  surrounding  about  260  acres 
of  ground,  having  the  lake  in  the  centre  and  the  house  upon  an  island  in 
the  lake.  A  large  telescope  is  mounted  in  a  room  which  commands  the 
whole  lake  and  a  considerable  portion  of  the  grounds,  so  that  the  most 
distant  birds  can  be  watched  as  perfectly  as  if  they  were  close  at  hand. 
The  wall  was  finished  in  1826,  and  immediately  upon  its  completion  the 
herons  came  and  built  in  the  park.  These  beautiful  birds  absolutely 
swarm  in  the  domain,  and  may  be  seen  standing  on  one  leg  through  the 
greater  portion  of  the  day,  steady  and  impassible  as  if  carved  in  wood. 
In  order  to  suit  the  habits  of  these  birds  a  channel  has  been  cut  on  the 
side  of  a  slight  hill,  which  directs  the  waters  of  a  little  spring  into  the 
lake,  and  along  this  rivulet  the  herons  love  to  stand. 

To  wander  in  the  precincts  of  this  domain  seems  a  return  to  the 
primitive  ages  of  the  world,  when  man,  beast,  and  bird  had  no  dread  of 
each  other,  and  moved  peacefully  in  the  same  happy  grounds.  The 
shyest  birds  are  so  well  aware  of  their  security  that  they  care  no  more  for 
spectators  than  the  London  sparrows  for  passengers,  and  will  almost  suffer 
themselves  to  be  touched  before  they  take  the  trouble  to  fly  away  for  a 
few  yards. 

No  sooner  does  the  owner  shew  himself  than  there  is  a  general  rush 
in  his  direction,  and  great  is  the  flapping  of  wings  and  welcome  of  eager 
voices.  Birds  crowd  round  him  on  all  sides  to  snatch  the  expected  morsel 
from  his  hand ;  and  I  have  seen  him  walk  up  to  a  bull  that  was  sleepily 
reposing,  coolly  sit  on  his  ribs,  and  feed  the  great  beast  with  bread  out  of 
his  pocket. 

All  the  birds  that  inhabit  this  spot  are  perfectly  free  to  come  and  go 
as  they  like,  but  the  feeling  of  absolute  safety  is  so  great  an  attraction 
that  no  precautions  are  needed  to  keep  them  within  the  walls.  Even  the 
mallards— those  shy  and  wary  birds,  that  test  all  the  sportsman's  craft  to 
approach—come  in  great  flocks  to  the  lake.  They  swim  in  large  com- 
panies on  its  smooth  waters,  they  edge  the  banks  as  far  as  the  eye  can 
reach,  and  behave  altogether  as  if  they  were  ordinary  tame  ducks.  In  the 
evening  they  take  wiug  for  the  Lincolnshire  fens,  feed  during  the  night, 
and  return  to  the  lake  by  day-dawn.  The  first  point  that  struck  me  on 
my  arrival  at  the  house  was  the  wild  cry  and  loud  wing-clatter  of  vigilant 
water  birds,  invisible  in  the  darkness,  but  quick  enough  of  sight  and  ear 
to  detect  the  presence  of  a  stranger. 

The  whole  place  literally  teems  with  life.  Sweep  the  meadows,  the 
trees,  and  the  waters  with  the  telescope,  at  any  season  of  the  year,  and  each 
spot  toward  which  the  glass  is  directed  is  as  busy  as  a  disturbed  ant-hilL 
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On  the  lake  may  be  seen  Egyptian  and  Canadian  geese,  mallards,  teal, 
wigeons,  pochards,  golden -eyes,  tufted  ducks,  geese,  and  shovellers;  and  the 
only  regret  in  the  mind  of  the  owner  is  that  there  is  no  inlet  of  sea-water. 
Still  the  marine  birds  often  pay  a  visit  to  the  lake,  and  the  black-coated 
cormorant  has  made  quite  a  long  stay  in  its  precincts,  fishing  boldly  in 
front  of  the  house,  and  gobbling  eeb  with  the  astonishing  voracity  of 
its  race. 

The  water-hens  and  coots  run  about  under  the  very  windows  of  the 
house,  and  sundry  other  birds  would  follow  their  example  were  it  not  for 
the  jealousy  of  a  fine  pair  of  Egyptian  geese,  who  choose  to  consider  the 
whole  island,  together  with  the  house,  as  their  especial  property,  and 
drive  away  all  other  birds  as  60on  as  they  dare  to  set  a  foot  within  the 
sacred  precincts.  The  magpies  and  jackdaws,  however,  are  too  cunning 
for  the  geese,  and  as  soon  as  a  mess  of  potatoes  is  thrown  down  for  the 
legitimate  owners,  a  jackdaw  is  sure  to  come  sweeping  in  one  direction 
and  a  magpie  in  another,  and  to  snap  up  the  choicest  morsels  in  spite  of 
all  the  hoarse  threats  and  angry  gesticulations  of  the  geese. 

One  of  the  most  curious  results  of  these  investigations  is  the  absolute 
certainty  with  which  any  bird  can  be  attracted  to  a  given  locality  by 
providing  it  with  a  suitable  spot  for  its  nest. 

For  example,  in  the  hope  of  inducing  the  starlings  to  build  in  the 
grounds,  twenty-four  holes  were  bored  in  the  old  gateway  tower.  The 
result  was  that  twenty-four  pairs  of  starlings  took  possession  of  the  holes, 
made  their  nests,  and  hatched  their  young  therein.  Encouraged  by  this 
success,  and  being  desirous  of  giving  the  handsome  and  useful  starling  a 
home,  the  kind  naturalist  built  two  towers  for  the  especial  accommodation 
of  these  birds.  Each  tower  is  set  on  a  pedestal  of  solid  stone,  so  made 
that  it  cannot  be  climbed  by  cats  or  rats,  the  bane  of  all  nestlings,  and  is 
absolutely  filled  with  chambers. 

There  is  a  specially  ingenious  arrangement  about  these  towers,  which 
enables  the  bird  to  gain  access  to  her  nest  through  an  aperture  only  just 
large  enough  to  admit  her  body,  and  at  the  same  time  permits  the  observer 
to  examine  the  nest  and  eggs  at  his  leisure.  The  entrance  to  each 
chamber  is  closed  by  a  cube  of  Btone,  having  one  of  the  corners  squared 
away.  When  the  stone  is  in  its  place  the  starling  gets  to  her  neBt 
through  the  channel  left  by  the  missing  corner ;  but  as  the  entire  stone  is 
moveable,  it  can  be  pulled  out  at  will,  and  thereby  exposes  the  whole 
interior.  The  starlings  are  now  so  tame  that  they  have  no  objection  to 
being  watched,  and  even  after  the  stone  is  removed,  the  bird  sits  calmly 
serene  on  her  eggs,  following  the  intruder  with  a  fearless  gaze. 

Even  the  jackdaw  builds  in  a  hole  within  five  feet  of  the  ground,  and 
close  to  the  path  which  forms  the  back  entrance  to  the  house.  The 
servants  generally  peep  at  the  jackdaw's  nest  as  they  pass  to  and  fro  on 
their  avocations,  but  the  bird  cares  nothing  for  them,  and  treats  them  with 
supreme  unconcern.  Owls,  aguin,  were  desired  near  the  house,  and  a 
chamber  was  prepared  for  them  in  the  gateway  tower  already  mentioned. 
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The  apartment  was  hardly  completed  when  a  pair  of  barn  owls  took 
possession  of  it,  and  the  spot  has  ever  since  been  tenanted  by  these  birds. 
Similarly,  the  brown  owl  was  attracted  by  a  large  hole  cut  in  a  decaying  tree, 
and  by  means  of  these  semi-domestic  guests,  many  disputed  points  in  their 
habits  have  been  cleared  up,  and  their  characters  freed  from  the  reproaches 
to  which  they  had  been  subjected  by  all  previous  writers  on  natural 
history. 

Herons,  again,  as  has  already  been  mentioned,  took  up  their  abode  as 
soon  as  the  park  wall  was  completed,  exhibiting  thereby  a  marvellous 
instinct,  which  made  the  birds  who  build  on  the  tops  of  the  loftiest  trees  to 
feel  that  their  homes  were  securely  guarded  by  a  wall  not  one  fourth  so  high 
as  their  trees,  and  which  they  could  overpass  without  the  least  difficulty. 
The  azure-backed  and  ruddy-breasted  kingfisher  finds  a  congenial  home  on 
the  banks,  though  driven  from  the  surrounding  country  by  the  cruel  gun, 
and  lays  its  pearl-like  eggs  in  their  bony  nest,  or  flashes  like  a  blue  meteor 
along  the  shore  in  happy  immunity  from  the  dread  tube  thai  awaits  it 
without  the  protecting  wall.  Feeling  themselves  perfectly  secure,  the  birds 
act  with  the  full  freedom  of  their  natures,  and  unaffected  by  the  presence 
of  an  observer,  perform  all  the  duties  of  life,  play  their  pretty  pranks,  and 
exhibit  their  individuality  as  unconcernedly  as  if  they  were  in  a  desert 
island  where  the  foot  of  man  had  never  trod. 

The  opportunities  of  gaining  knowledge  on  such  subjects  are  therefore 
unequalled,  and  great  benefits  have  been  conferred  on  the  world  by  the 
information  that  has  been  obtained.  Putting  aside  the  interesting  character 
of  the  pursuit,  and  the  gratification  which  it  affords  to  the  observer,  its 
results  have  been  of  practical  utility.  By  a  long  scries  of  useful  observa- 
tions the  imputations  under  which  many  birds  laboured  have  been 
entirely  disproved,  and  in  many  cases  a  bird  which  was  systematical  lv 
persccuted  and  slain  by  the  farmer  has  been  shown  to  be  a  positive  friend 
to  its  ignorant  murderer.  Such  birds,  for  example,  as  the  rook  and  crow 
have  been  proved  to  confer  immense  benefits  on  the  agriculturist  bj 
devouring  the  subterranean  larva?,  wluoh  stealthily  consume  the  roots  of 
the  various  crops,  and  are  all  the  more  formidable  from  the  invisible  nature 
of  their  assaults.  The  woodpecker,  fiercely  execrated  as  a  destroyer  of  the 
trees,  has  been  proved  a  right  good  friend  to  the  landowner,  feeding  itself 
on  the  minute  insects  that  burrow  into  the  bark  or  into  the  decaying 
wood,  and  never  chipping  out  its  curious  tunnel  except  in  a  spot  where 
corruption  has  begun  and  is  the  sure  precursor  of  death. 

The  kestrel,  again,  that  was  once  thought  to  rival  the  kite  in  its  raids 
upon  the  poultry  yard,  is  now  known  to  do  good  service  by  day  as  does 
the  owl  by  night,  feeding  either  on  the  larger  and  more  destructive  insects, 
or  on  the  little  field-mice  that  swarm  in  all  cultivated  ground,  and,  u 
allowed  to  increase,  make  a  woful  diminution  in  the  harvest.  All  the 
tribe  of  small  birds,  again,  have  been  proved  as  benefactors  to  ten  times 
the  value  of  their  depredations.  In  this  .domain  is  no  restriction.  Any 
bird  is  welcome  to  establish  itself  wherever  it  can  find  a  suitable  spot,  may 
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go  wherever  it  chooses,  and  may  eat  whatever  it  likes.  Field,  orchard, 
and  garden  are  equally  at  its  service,  and  it  may  peck  off  buds  from  the 
trees,  eat  the  cherries  and  currants,  steal  the  peas,  or  revel  in  the  corn 
just  as  its  inclination  may  direct. 

To  distinguish  friends  from  enemies  is  one  of  the  first  maxims  in  war- 
fare, and  is  of  primary  importance  in  our  daily  struggles  with  the  soil.  All 
nature  is  in  arms  on  one  side  or  the  other,  and  every  being,  whether  ani- 
mate or  inanimate,  is  fighting  against  mankind,  unless  with  Jasonic  skill 
he  compels  them  to  turn  their  weapons  against  each  other,  and  by  mutual 
battles  to  consummate  his  peaceful  victories.  In  our  own  country,  where 
individual  energies  are  permitted  to  develop  themselves  without  any 
restrictions  of  the  ruling  powers,  no  particular  results  have  happened  from 
the  prevalent  misapprehension  respecting  the  friends  or  foes  of  husbandry ; 
but  in  a  neighbouring  land,  famous  for  its  logical  precision  of  thought,  its 
pitiless  deduction  of  conclusions  from  premises,  and  the  all  pervading 
influence  of  the  supreme  authorities,  the  little  birds  being  known  to  cat 
seeds,  strip  the  spring  branches  of  their  buds,  and  rob  the  autumnal  trees 
of  their  produce,  were  condemned  as  destructive  to  the  tenants,  and  by  the 
inexorable  logic  of  facts,  doomed  to  death.  Rewards  were  offered  through- 
out the  land  for  the  heads  of  small  birds,  just  as  in  olden  and  foolish  times 
the  British  churchwardens  offered  twopence  per  dozen  for  the  heads  of 
sparrows,  and  the  juvenile  population  that  was  too  young,  and  the  adult 
population  that  was  too  idle  to  work,  soon  gathered  a  goodly  number  of 
heads  and  duly  received  their  reward. 

The  results,  however,  were  different,  owing  to  two  causes :  the  one 
being  the  universality  of  the  measure  in  the  one  country,  and  its  partial 
enforcement  in  the  other ;  and  the  second  being,  that  whereas  the  judicial 
authorities  abroad,  after  paying  for  the  birds'  heads,  took  care  to  destroy 
them,  the  parochial  authorities  at  home,  after  paying  for  the  same,  threw 
them  out  of  the  vestry  window  into  the  road,  whence  they  were  thriftily 
picked  up  by  the  expectant  pensioners,  and  sold  three  or  four  times  over.  The 
consequence  has  been,  that  on  the  continent,  the  insects  have  increased  to 
such  a  fearful  extent  that  societies  have  been  lately  formed  for  the  express 
purpose  of  reintroducing  the  small  birds  that  were  extirpated  at  such  an 
expenditure  of  time  and  money ;  and  guarding  against  their  slaughter  by 
cruel  little  boys  who  take  them  out  of  their  nests  and  murder  the  fledglings 
with  the  refined  barbarity  of  juvenile  civilization,  or  by  betasselled,  green- 
clad,  game-bag  carrying  gunners,  who  "pot"  them  in  the  hedges  and 
consider  themselves  sportsmen.  Yet  the  question  has  been  definitely 
settled  more  than  twenty  years  ago,  and  in  the  "  Home  of  a  Naturalist " 
sundry  birds  that  have  long  laboured  under  causeless  obloquy  have  not 
only  been  acquitted  of  all  evil  doings,  but  unexpectedly  received  into  the 
number  of  our  friends. 

It  will  be  at  once  seen  that  if  any  bird  be  attracted  by  food  and  a  quiet 
retreat,  it  may  be  expelled  by  an  opposite  mode  of  treatment,  so  that  a 
knowledge  of  habit  enables  us  to  attract  or  expel  those  birds  which  we 
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know  by  repeated  observation  to  be  our  friends  or  foes.  The  same  maxim 
applies  to  quadrupeds,  and  is  often  beyond  all  value. 

For  example,  the  farmer  is  almost  invariably  keen  in  Hunting  down 
and  killing  every  weasel,  stoat,  or  polecat  in  the  neighbourhood,  and  bii 
barn  walls  are  generally  defiled  with  numerous  carcases  nailed  upon 
them  as  trophies  of  their  slayer's  vigilance.  Yet  every  weasel  is 
worth  an  annual  sack  of  corn  to  the  farmer,  even  after  deducting  the 
value  of  the  few  chickens  and  ducklings  which  it  may  destroy.  Ma- 
rauding cats  are  far  more  destructive  than  weasels,  and  if  a  farmer  could 
succeed  in  clearing  the  neighbourhood  of  kestrels,  rats,  and  the  weasel 
tribe,  his  harvests  would  make  but  a  poor  show.  There  is  no  more  deter- 
mined enemy  of  the  rat  than  the  weasel  and  all  its  tribe.  A  thousand 
barn  rats  are  calculated  to  devour  two  hundred  pounds'  worth  of  produce 
per  annum ;  and,  taking  into  consideration  the  extraordinary  powers  of  mul- 
tiplication possessed  by  this  insatiate  devourer,  who  eats  with  equal  voracity 
corn,  cheese,  bread,  and  meat  of  all  kinds,  whether  raw  or  cooked,  clambers 
into  the  pigeon-houses,  murders  the  young,  and  destroys  the  unhatched 
eggs — nibbles  its  way  into  the  hen-roosts  by  night,  and  kills  the  poultry 
as  they  quietly  sleep  on  their  perches— finds  the  ducks'  nests  and  depopu- 
lates them — it  is  evident  that  any  creature  which  gives  its  services  in  the 
destruction  of  this  prolific  and  expensive  animal  is  cheaply  repaid  at  the 
cost  of  two  or  three  chickens  per  annum.  Some  of  the  metropolitan  hotel- 
keepers  pay  a  tolerable  annual  wage  to  professional  rat-catchers,  and  find 
themselves  well  remunerated  for  their  outlay,  even  though  the  price  which 
they  pay  is  at  least  a  hundred  times  as  much  as  a  weasel  asks  for  his 
unceasing  work. 

Here,  then,  is  another  case  proving  the  absolute  money  value  of  practical 
zoology.  Thearmedmenrise  from  the  furrows,  fierce,  hungry,  and  destructive, 
disputing  its  possession  with  the  new  comer;  but  we  fling  among  them  the 
stone  placed  in  our  hand  by  science,  they  turn  their  arms  against  each 
other,  and  those  which  survive  the  contest  become  our  willing  slaves. 

Still  taking  the  rat  as  our  text,  see  how  a  practical  knowledge  of  its 
habits  enables  us  to  expel  it  from  any  place  where  it  may  have  injudiciously 
taken  up  its  abode.  I  say  1  injudiciously,'  because  rats  are  useful  enough 
in  their  right  place,  and  by  devouring  all  kinds  of  garbage  save  us  from 
many  pestilential  diseases.  Granting,  however,  that  they  have  established 
themselves  in  some  spot  where  their  company  is  undesirable,  how  are  we 
to  expel  them  ?  Simply  enough.  Make  their  quarters  unpleasant,  and 
let  them  find  nothing  to  eat.  This  was  the  method  observed  at  Walton 
Hall,  where  the  rats  had  triumphantly  revelled  for  many  a  year,  while  the 
legitimate  owner  of  the  house  was  battling  with  snakes  and  fever  in  the 
distant  forests  of  Guiana.  Finding  their  haunts  liable  to  continual  raids, 
and  their  supplies  of  food  cut  off,  they  left  the  inhospitable  house  in 
disgust,  and  when  fairly  out  of  it  were  debarred  from  re-entrance  by  the 
judicious  application  of  stone  and  iron.  Fifteen  years  were  occupied  in 
learning  the  habits  of  the  rat  with  sufficient  accuracy  to  attain  this  success- 
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ful  result,  but  considering  the  benefit  conferred  by  this  knowledge,  the 
time  was  by  no  means  wasted. 

As  a  general  fact,  the  result  of  the  half  ccntury*s  observation  tends  to 
prove  that  Nature  will,  in  all  ordinary  cases,  preserve  her  own  balance;  but 
that  when  man  alters  the  conditions,  he  must  ever  be  watchful  of  his 
experiment,  or  run  a  risk  of  ignominious  failure.  In  the  present  instance, 
the  wall  affords  no  bar  to  the  ingress  or  egress  of  the  feathered  race,  who 
are  thereby  restored  as  nearly  as  possible  to  their  original  state  of  freedom, 
and  are  enabled  to  build  their  nests  and  forage  for  their  young  without 
the  interruptions  which  would  check  them  in  any  other  part  of  England. 
The  result  is,  that  although  a  vast  number  of  species  congregate  within 
the  domain — enough,  according  to  the  popular  prejudices,  to  devastate  the 
gardens,  destroy  the  crops,  and  kill  all  the  game — there  arc  few  places 
where  crops,  fruit,  and  flowers  are  so  luxuriantly  abundant,  or  where  the 
game  is  more  plentiful. 

Not  so,  however,  with  the  wingless  creatures  that  are  enclosed  within 
its  limits.  Being  unable  to  pass  the  wall,  they  are  in  fact  prisoners ;  their 
conditions  have  been  altered,  and  they  are  no  longer  able  to  preserve  the 
rightful  balance  of  nature;  so  that  man,  who  has  interfered  with  the 
regular  course  of  events  and  deprived  the  creatures  of  their  liberty,  is 
forced  to  accommodate  himself  to  the  altered  circumstances,  or  take  the 
consequences  of  his  intrusion. 

For  example,  of  all  laws  to  be  observed  in  this  little  kingdom, 
the  most  stringent  was  that  no  fire-arms  should  be  discharged  within 
the  walls — a  needful  and  thoughtful  regulation,  as  nothing  alarms 
birds  bo  thoroughly  as  the  report  of  a  gun,  or  is  so  likely  to  deprive 
them  of  the  secure  retreat  so  necessary  for  their  well-being.  Now, 
it  so  happened  that  a  number  of  rabbits  were  enclosed  within  the 
wall  on  its  completion,  and,  for  a  time,  they  did  little  damage.  But 
rabbits  are  nearly  as  prolific  as  rats ;  and,  in  spite  of  those  that  were 
killed  by  weasels,  stoats,  and  polecats,  their  numbers  increased  in  arith- 
metical progression,  and  they  became  scarcely  less  hurtful  to  the  crops 
than  the  rats  themselves,  the  turnips  being  almost  destroyed  by  their  busy 
teeth.  At  last  the  mandate  was  issued  for  their  extirpation,  and  for  the 
first  time  for  many  years  guns  were  fired  and  dogs  roamed  at  large  within 
the  sacred  precincts.  Curiously  enough,  the  result  of  the  firing  was 
rather  contrary  to  expectation.  Confident  through  long  immunity,  tho 
birds  troubled  themselves  very  little  about  the  guns.  At  first  they  were 
much  disturbed  at  the  unwonted  sounds,  but  soon  appeared  to  discover 
that  they  stood  in  no  danger,  and  sat  looking  at  the  keepers  and  dogs 
with  amusing  composure.  Even  the  herons  only  moved  away  to  the  tree 
tops,  and  the  mallards  contented  themselves  with  leaving  the  banks  as  the 
dogs  approached,  and  swimming  towards  the  middle  of  the  lake,  where  they 
paddled  about  in  conscious  security. 


Digitized  by  Google 


744 


IIE  "power  of 
sound "  in  music 
is  much  increased, 
and  its  effect  upon 
the  ear  is  more 
.  agreeable,  when 
i  unaccompanied  by 
I  a  chorus  of  con- 
versation, a  song 
without  words  be- 
ing in  more  senses 
than  one  to  be  ad- 
mired and  desired. 
So  that  this  ques- 
tion may  be  fairly  pressed  upon  the  attention  of  reasonable  beings  going 
into  society,  whether  when  music  is  to  be  the  entertainment,  and  they 
don't  like  music,  and  don't  like  being  silent,  and  don't  like  going  away— 
whether  it  would  not  be  better  not  to  go  at  all  ?  This  advice  may  appear 
cruel,  but  it  is  given  with  the  best  intentions,  and  under  a  firm  belief 
that  if  followed  it  will  lead  to  the  greatest  happiness  of  the  greatest 
number. 

There  are  many  persons  who,  if  the  question,  "Are  you  fond  of 
music  ?  "  is  put  to  them,  answer  without  hesitation,  "  Very,"  and  who 
by  that  simply  mean  that  they  are  not  averse,  while  engaged  in  conver- 
sation on  politics,  or  the  money-market,  to  a  running  accompaniment 
of  soft  instrumental  music,  which  tickles  the  ear  pleasantly,  without 
interfering  unduly  with  the  "  words,"  and  forms,  as  it  were,  a  picturesque 
background  to  the  talk.  Persons  of  shy  or  timid  natures  have  been 
known  to  converse  freely  and  courageously  under  cover  of  music,  and  to 
suddenly  collapse  into  silence  upon  the  song  ceasing ;  and  it  is  a  fact  that 
the  hum  of  men  becomes  a  roar,  or  subsides  into  a  murmur,  according  as 
the  music  rises  into  forte,  or  sinks  into  piano. 

A  great  deal  of  silent  agony  is  suffered  by  those  persons  who  are  un- 
fortunate enough,  not  having  much  music  in  their  souls,  to  find  them- 
selves forced  by  circumstances,  and  the  crowd,  over  neither  of  which  have 
they  any  control,  into  positions  of  prominence,  from  which  there  is  no 
going  hence  nor  tarrying  here,  with  any  comfort.  Retreat  is  completely 
out  of  the  question,  cut  off  as  they  are  behind  by  the  dense  mass  of 
company  which  is  closing  in  and  becoming  more  painfully  packed  each 
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moment.  The  eyes  of  the  performers  aro  upon  the  man  who  betrays  the 
slightest  want  of  attention,  or  the  right  amount  of  enthusiasm  in  the  right 
place.  He  is  a  marked  man  in  the  eyes  of  the  lady  of  the  house  if  he 
stirs  or  makes  the  least  noise,  however  restive  under  prolonged  confine- 
ment, and  the  torture  of  the  piano-/orte  et  dure.  Under  such  circumstances, 
don't  let  him,  above  all,  give  way  to  drowsiness,  for  if  he  should  sleep,  and 
a  solo  through  the  nose,  and  not  in  the  programme,  should  unexpectedly 
fall  upon  the  general  ear,  interrupting  perhaps  a  passage  expressive  of 
tenderness  and  sentiment,  it  is  too  painful  to  think  of  the  consequences. 
Also,  supposing  you  have  been  fortunate  enough  to  have  secured  a  seat, 
and  unfortunate  enough  to  have  fallen  asleep,  consider  what  must  be  the 
effect  upon  the  spectators  of  your  suddenly  waking  up  in  the  middle  of 
a  sonata  of  Beethoven's,  for  instance,  and  beginning  to  applaud  vigorously, 
under  the  impression  that  the  piece  is  over,  and  with  a  perceptible  air  of 
relief  in  consequence  of  that  mistaken  idea — think  of  the  change,  if  you 
can  picture  it  to  yourself,  that  must  come  over  the  countenance  of  a  man 
in  such  a  situation  as  the  truth  gradually  dawns  upon  him. 

Consider  the  performers  too.  What  must  be  the  feelings  of  the  tenor 
vrho,  pouring  out  his  soul  in  impassioned  strains,  with  his  eyes  turned  up 
to  the  ceiling  as  he  pipes  out  each  successive  note  of  his  falsetto,  while  the 
sympathizing  portion  of  the  audience  wags  its  head  to  the  time  and  in 
approval,  what  must  that  singer's  sensations  be  when  he,  in  a  pause  of 
intense  emotion,  hears  a  voice  sighing  for  a  glass  of  sherry,  or  confounding 
in  a  suppressed  but  too  audible  tone  the  owner  of  a  foot  which  has  just 
trampled  on  a  corn  ? 

It  is  a  mistake  to  ask  your  friends  to  music  indiscriminately,  whether 
they  like  it  or  no ;  but  the  difficulty  is  that  no  one  is  willing  to  confess  to 
indifference  on  the  subject,  perhaps  from  a  fear  of  being  set  down  amongst 
those  who  are  fit  for  treasons,  stratagems,  and  other  bad  practices,  one  of 
the  Elizabethan  poets  having  so  described  those  who  have  no  music  in 
their  souls. 

Everybody  wishes  to  be  invited,  although  few  care  for  the  music  when 
they  get  there,  and  many  find  it  impossible  to  hold  their  tongues  for  any 
length  of  time ;  and  it  is  quite  beyond  the  powers  of  the  lady  of  the  house 
to  keep  her  eye  upon  every  one  in  a  crowded  room.  There  should  be 
some  person  specially  retained,  with  a  baton,  to  conduct  such  portious  of 
the  audience  as  appear  unable  or  unwilling  to  conduct  themselves — 
properly ;  and  in  extreme  cases  it  might  be  remembered  that  a  baton  is 
capable  of  being  applied  to  other  kinds  of  beating  besides  time.  A  sort  of 
master  of*thc  ceremonies,  standing  in  a  conspicuous  situation,  with  his 
finger  to  his  lips,  which  are  screwed  up  into  that  peculiar  whistling  form 
which  expresses  a  wish  for  no  noise,  while  his  right  hand  flourishes  a 
stick,  would  inspire  a  wholesome  terror  in  those  who  prefer  the  sound  of 
their  own  voices  to  that  silence  which  at  a  concert  is  more  than  ever 
golden. 

vol.  v. — so.  30.  36. 
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When  the  attention  of  the  public  happens  to  be  drawn  to  any  productioa 
of  nature  or  art,  much  more  is  likely  to  be  said  upon  the  subject  than 
cither  experience  or  science  will  warrant.  Thus  petroleum,  which,  though 
known  to  mankind  for  upwards  of  two  thousand  years,  is  only  just 
beginning  to  figure  largely  on  the  stage  of  commerce,  has  already  set  the 
builders  of  theories  at  work  to  account  for  its  existence,  explain  its  origin, 
and  show  under  what  conditions  an  adequate  supply  of  the  material  can 
alone  be  insured.  According  to  the  commonly  received  opinion  it  is  to 
be  regarded  as  coal  oil,  and  its  geological  position,  say  the  advocates  oi* 
this  theory,  appears  in  all  cases  to  be  between  the  bituminous  coal-bed* 
and  above  the  anthracite.  But  in  studying  the  distribution  of  coal-beds 
in  Europe,  we  find  that  although  they  underlie  nearly  the  whole  of  the 
British  Islands,  and  great  portions  of  Sweden,  Germany  and  France,  they 
avoid  Italy,  and  nearly  all  the  countries  stretching  along  the  Mediterranean. 
Yet  in  most  of  those  regions  oil-springs  abound ;  that  is,  in  Italy,  Sicily, 
the  Ionian  Islands,  Syria,  the  Crimea,  the  plains  of  the  Kuban,  and  still 
farther  east  in  Persia  and  Siberia. 

An  American  writer,  after  having  examined  the  wells  of  Canada,  Ohio, 
and  Pennsylvania,  has  arrived  at  the  conclusion  that  petroleum  is  not 
coal,  but  coral-oil  stored  away,  he  says,  in  cells,  forming  in  the  aggregate 
immense  reefs ;  as  it  was  collected  from  the  impure  waters  of  the  early 
oceans  by  minute  coral  polypes,  it  has  been  driven  by  heat  and  pressure 
into  reservoirs  and  crevices,  where  man's  ingenuity  is  discovering  it  day 
by  day.  I  have  in  my  possession  m.ny  specimens  of  this  fossil  coral, 
with  the  oil  plainly  visible  in  the  cells.  This  fact,  however,  which  he 
deems  conclusive,  proves  nothing,  except  that  the  fragments  of  coral  in 
question  had  been  long  enough  steeped  in  an  oleaginous  fluid  to  permit 
the  finer  particles  to  penetrate  through  their  pores,  and  lodge  themselves 
in  the  interior  cells.  No  other  circumstances  seem  to  be  at  all  favourable 
to  this  hypothesis.  Throughout  the  Eastern  and  Pacific  Oceans,  from  the 
Maldive  Atolls  to  the  barrier  reefs  of  New  Caledonia,  and  the  smaller 
groups  of  the  Southern  Pacific,  we  find  no  oil  wells  amid  coral  formations, 
though  vast  beds  of  this  substance,  some  in  a  state  of  subsidence,  others 
incessantly  upheaving,  while  a  third-class,  neither  rising  nor  sinking,  has 
been  explored  with  the  minutest  attention  by  scientific  observers.  Still  in  a 
matter  so  obscure,  it  would  be  unphiiosophical  to  deal  in  positive  assertions, 
so  that  we  must  leave  the  point  to  be  decided  by  future  investigators. 

Petroleum  is  generally  discovered  in  connexion  with  volcanic  sub- 
stances, such  as  bitumen,  asphalte,  sulphur,  and  sometimes  with  jet  and 
amber.    In  or  near  salt  lakes  also,  and  salt  and  warm  springs,  you  find 
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indications  of  rock  oil,  which,  spreading  in  a  thin  pellicle  over  the  surface 
of  the  water,  reflect*  the  rays  of  the  sun  from  a  thousand  prisms,  and 
glows  with  all  the  colours  of  the  rainbow.  Thus,  in  the  swampy  forests  of 
Borneo,  which  in  most  cases  perhaps  lie  over  vast  coal-beds,  the  Dyaks 
collect  petroleum  on  the  surface  of  the  ponds ;  and  if  the  boring  process 
employed  in  America  were  resorted  to,  it  is  probable  that  in  numerous 
localities,  extending  from  the  Dutch  frontier  to  the  foot  of  Kina  Balu,  oil- 
springs  like  those  of  Ohio,  Pennsylvania,  and  Canada,  would  reward  the 
industry  of  the  searchers. 

Far  into  nature  as  science  may  be  said  to  have  penetrated,  we  are 
still  unacquainted  with  much  that  is  going  on  in  the  interior,  and  even  iu 
the  crust  of  our  planet,  where,  it  may  be,  the  work  of  creation  is  yet  in 
progress.  If  in  certain  localities  oil-springs  are  generated  like  those  of 
water,  we  may  obviously  reckon  on  a  perennial  supply ;  whereas  if  we  have 
only  fallen  upon  accidental  reservoirs,  these  must  in  time  be  exhausted. 
It  was  long  ago,  however,  remarked  in  Zante,  where  the  two  springs  in 
which  petroleum  is  largely  mingled  have  now  been  open  many  thousand 
years,  that  the  more  rapidly  the  substance  is  removed  from  the  wells,  the 
more  powerful  and  prolific  do  the  springs  become  ;  but  in  the  bay 
opposite  the  wells,  petroleum  and  bitumen  shoot  up  through  the  sea  and 
spread  far  and  wide  in  iridescent  masses  over  the  surface  of  the  waves. 
A  fact  observed  from  time  immemorial  in  connexion  with  these  phenomena, 
namely,  that  the  supply  is  most  abundant  during  the  prevalence  of  the 
south  and  south-west  winds,  suggests  the  idea  that  these  wells  are  only  so 
many  spiracles  of  Etna,  which  discharges  through  submarine  channels 
some  small  portion  of  its  superfluous  oils  and  gases  into  Greece. 

An  opportunity  will  soon  be  afforded  of  testing  the  correctness  of  the 
opinion,  that  while  the  petroleum  which  oozes  up  through  the  swamps, 
marshes,  peat-bogs,  and  lakes,  lying  at  the  foot  of  mountains,  is  of  a  brown, 
reddish,  or  dusky  green  colour,  that  which  flows  from  elevated  springs  is 
limpid  and  clear  as  water.  Milton,  who  had  read  that  the  Persians  light  up 
their  halls  and  palaces  with  rock  oil,  transfers  the  use  of  it  to  Pandemo- 
nium, and  anticipating  the  improvements  of  civilization,  describes  the  mem- 
bers of  his  infernal  parliament  as  deliberating  by' the  light  of  its  gases: 

"  Pendent  by  subtle  magic  many  a  row 
Of  starry  lamps  and  blazing  cressets,  fed 
With  naphtha  and  asphaltus,  yielded  light 
As  from  a  sky." 

Upon  the  discovery  of  the  oil  springs  of  the  New  World,  speculation 
immediately  projected  itself  forwards  to  the  time  when  gas  evolved  from 
the  petroleum,  being  much  more  vivid  and  powerful  than  that  obtained 
from  coal,  should  light  up  all  the  great  cities  of  Europe  as  well  as  of 
America.  Already  the  inhabitants  of  Montreal,  and  perhaps  by  this  time  of 
other  Canadian  towns,  are  illuminated  on  their  way  home  from  the  tavern,  or 
the  play-house,  by  petroleum  gas ;  and  so  sanguine  has  the  abundance  of 
the  article  rendered  many  scientific  fanatics,  that  they  are  unable  to  dis- 
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cover  any  reason  why  gas-light  should  not  become  very  shortly  as  cheap 
as  day-light.  Science  is  certainly  performing  wonders  in  the  world,  but  it 
transcends  our  acutencss  to  perceive  how  any  artificial  apparatus  can  be 
made  to  distribute  luminiferous  gas  at  as  small  a  cost  as  Nature's  old- 
fashioned  solar  lamp.  In  saying  this,  however,  we  would  not  be  under- 
stood to  disparage  that  unsavoury  production  of  the  prolific  earth  which 
is  now  imparting  a  taste  of  its  quality  to  everything  wearable,  eatable, 
and  drinkable,  throughout  whole  sections  of  the  Union,  from  the  eggs  and 
muffins  you  devour  at  breakfast,  to  the  sheets  in  which  you  lie  at  night, 
the  soap-and-water  with  which  you  wash  your  nice,  the  towels  with 
which  you  would  gladly  cleanse  the  oleaginous  particles  from  your  skin, 
and  the  railway  carriage  in  which  you  vainly  seek  to  escape  your  per- 
secutor. The  whole  Atlantic  and  Great  Western  Railway  *  smells  like  a 
leaky  parafine  lamp ;  and  unless  some  means  can  be  discovered  of  overcom- 
ing the  miasma,  an  American  and  a  Canadian  will  be  detected  in  society 
by  his  scent,  as  easily  as  a  musk  deer,  or  a  civet  cat.  In  spite  of  the  im- 
portant advantages  which  the  inhabitants  of  the  petroleum  districts  are 
deriving,  and  must  continue  to  derive,  from  the  springs,  it  is  a  serious  draw- 
back that  their  produce  in  a  crude  state  emits  so  foetid  an  odour  that 
everything  which  comes  within  its  influence  is  rendered  so  noisome  as  to 
be  all  but  unendurable.  A  truck,  a  cart,  a  waggon,  a  ship,  which  has 
once  been  employed  in  conveying  petroleum,  is  thereby  rendered  for  ever 
unfit  to  carry  wine,  flour,  bacon,  cheese,  or  any  other  article  of  human 
food.  Iron,  coal,  or  timber,  may,  it  is  assumed,  be  conveyed  in  such  ships 
or  carriages  without  detriment ;  but  it  may  well  be  doubted  whether 
wood  intended  for  house  building  or  furniture  would  not  be  so  deeply  im- 
pregnated by  the  offensive  miasma  as  to  be  rendered  completely  worthless. 
Meanwhile  the  flowing  wells,  which  both  in  the  States  and  Canada  are 
daily  multiplying,  throw  forth  oil  in  quantities  so  vast  as  to  appear  alto- 
gether fabulous.  One  spring,  it  is  said,  yields  at  the  rate  of  a  hundred  and 
fifty  thousand  gallons  a  day  ;  and  from  the  wells  in  the  States  alone 
upwards  of  five  millions  of  gallons  are  estimated  to  have  been  produced  ; 
the  whole  earth  in  the  district  is  saturated,  and  the  surface  of  the  Dela- 
ware is  covered  with  petroleum.  It  is  impossible  to  contemplate,  without 
uneasiness,  the  imminent  danger  of  such  a  state  of  things ;  for  should  any 
mischievous  person  apply  a  torch,  a  candle,  or  even  a  lighted  cigar  to  the 
oily  pellicle,  the  whole  expanse  of  the  Delaware  would  bo  instantly  in  a 
blaze,  and  atf  the  ships  in  the  river,  and  towns  on  its  banks,  would  pro- 
bably be  consumed,  since  water,  instead  of  extinguishing  the  fire  of 
petroleum,  only  causes  it  to  burn  more  fiercely. 

One  terrible  catastrophe  described  in  a  local  newspaper  strikingly 

*  The  Directors  of  this  Line,  by  which  the  crude  petroleum  is  chiefly  conveyed  to 
the  coast,  havo  judged  it  expedient  to  issue  the  following  caution:— «"  The  explosive 
material  in  petroleum  is  naphtha  or  benzoic,  and  unless  this  is  extracted  the  oil  fur 
illuminating  purposes  is  excessively  dangerous,  and  not  safe,  indeed,  to  be  handled  in 
a  heated  atmosphere  at  all." 
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shows  the  peril  attending  the  acceptance  of  this  gift  of  nature.  During 
the  drilling  of  a  well,  a  sudden  rush  of  oil  at  the  rate  of  seventy  barrels 
an  hour  took  place,  the  stream  ascending  forty-one  feet  above  the  surface 
of  the  ground.  From  this  mass  of  oil,  the  gas  or  benzine  rose  in  a  cloud 
fifty  or  sixty  feet  higher.  All  the  fires  in  the  neighbourhood  were  imme- 
diately extinguished,  excepting  one  four  hundred  yards  distant,  sparks 
from  which  ignited  the  floating  gas,  and  in  a  moment  the  whole  air  was 
in  roaring  flames.  As  soon  as  the  gas  took  fire,  the  head  of  the  oil  jet  was 
in  a  furious  blaze,  and  falling  like  water  from  a  fountain  over  a  space  one 
hundred  feet  in  diameter,  each  drop  came  down  a  blazing  globe  of  burning 
oil.  In  a  moment  the  ground  was  in  a  flame,  constantly  increased  and 
augmented  by  the  fiUling  oil.  A  scene  of  indescribable  horror  then  took 
place.  Scores  of  men  were  thrown  flat,  and  numbers  horribly  burned 
rushed  blazing  from  the  spot,  shrieking  and  screaming  in  their  anguish. 
Just  within  the  circle  of  the  flames  could  be  seen  four  bodies 
boiling  in  the  seething  oil,  and  one  man,  who  had  been  digging  at  a 
ditch  to  convey  away  the  petroleum  to  a  lower  part  of  the  ground,  was 
killed  while  at  work,  and  could  be  seen  as  he  fell  over,  the  handle  of  the 
spade  roasting  in  the  fierce  element.  Mr.  H.  R.  Rouse,  a  gentleman 
largely  interested  in  the  wells  in  this  locality,  and  whose  income  from 
them  amounted  to  one  thousand  dollars  a  day,  was  standing  near  the  pit, 
and  was  blown  twenty  feet  by  the  explosion.  He  got  up  and  ran  about 
ten  or  fifteen  feet  farther,  and  was  dragged  out  by  two  men,  and  conveyed 
to  a  shanty  some  distance  from  the  well.  When  he  arrived  not  a  vestige 
of  clothing  was  left  upon  him  but  his  stockings  and  boots.  His  hair  was 
burned  off  as  well  as  his  finger  nails,  his  ears  and  his  eyelids,  while  the 
balls  of  his  eyes  were  crisped  up  to  nothing.  In  this  condition  he  lived 
nine  hours.  The  heat  of  the  fire  was  so  intense,  that  no  one  could  approach  • 
within  one  hundred  and  fifty  feet  without  scorching  his  skin  or  garments. 
It  was  the  most  frightful  and  yet  the  grandest  pyrotechnical  display  ever 
vouchsafed  to  a  human  being.  Several  days  after  the  oil  was  still  rushing 
up  on  fire  with  the  same  regularity  and  speed,  throwing  up,  it  was  calculated, 
at  least  one  hundred  barrels  an  hour,  covering  an  immense  space  with 
flaming  oil — a  loss  to  the  proprietors  of  the  well  of  from  twenty  to  twenty- 
five  thousand  dollars  daily.  No  human  power  can  extinguish  the  flames, 
and  the  oil  therefore  must  burn  until  the  well  is  exhausted. 

It  is  not  at  all  surprising  that  intelligence  of  such  a  catastrophe  having 
been  spread  far  and  wide,  extreme  fear  should  have  accompanied  the 
introduction  of  the  petroleum  wherever  it  was  borne  in  a  crude  state. 
Analogous  in  many  of  its  properties  to  naphtha,  if  not  absolutely  identical 
with  that  substance,  it  is  believed  to  have  entered  into  the  composition 
of  the  Greek  fire,  which  would  burn  in  the  water  as  freely  as  in  the  air, 
and  could  only  be  extinguished  by  having  earth  in  large  quantities 
thrown  upon  it.  On  the  other  side  of  the  Atlantic,  the  refining  process, 
owing  to  a  variety  of  circumstances,  can  be  carried  on  neither  so  cheaply 
nor  so  rapidly  as  in  this  cotmtry,  for  which  reason  the  oil  is  generally 
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shipped  in  an  impure  state.  A  cargo  of  gunpowder,  however,  would  be 
much  less  perilous :  for  should  the  gases  which  incessantly  exhale  from  the 
casks  come  in  ever  so  minute  a  quantity  in  contact  with  fire,  instant  com- 
bustion must  ensue  ;  and  the  whole  ship,  crew  and  all,  would  be  utterly 
consumed.  Still,  out  upon  the  ocean,  the  danger,  imminent  as  it  may 
he — and  it  is  so  great  that  few  ship-masters  will  consent  to  take  the 
material  on  board,  unless  at  an  extremely  heavy  charge  for  freight — the 
danger,  we  say,  involving  the  fate  of  but  one  vessel,  is  trivial  compared 
with  that  which  exists  in  a  vast  river  like  the  Thames  or  the  Mersey, 
crowded  with  shipping,  where,  if  a  single  barrel  of  petroleum  were  ignited 
a  conflagration  of  unparalleled  fierceness  and  destructiveness  might  instantly 
rage  along  the  whole  line  of  the  stream,  involving  everything  afloat  in  fire, 
and  communicating  itself  to  docks,  warehouses,  and  private  habitations,  so 
that  half  London  or  Liverpool  might  be  reduced  to  ashes  before  the 
progress  of  the  flames  could  be  stayed. 

Apprehension  of  consequences  so  frightful  induced,  some  months  ago, 
the  directors  of  numerous  insurance  companies  to  bring  the  subject  under 
the  notice  of  the  Lord  Mayor.  While  they  were  engaged  in  stating  their 
objections  and  justifying  their  fears,  petroleum  enough  to  set  half  the 
island  on  fire  was  making  its  way  with  sail  and  steam  across  the  Atlantic 
towards  our  shores,  stinking  like  Phlegethon,  and  diffusing  around  it  the 
most  deadly  gases.  To  judge  of  the  immense  amount  of  this  ingredient 
of  destruction  thus  set  in  motion,  it  may  be  sufficient  to  observe  that  the 
Government  of  the  United  States  calculates  upon  realising  an  annual 
revenue  of  two  millions  and  a  half  of  dollars  by  a  slight  tax  upon  its 
exportation,  while  there  are  those  who  believe  that  the  petroleum  trade, 
which  they  compare  to  that  in  gold,  will  amply  make  up  for  any  deficiency 
that  may  be  caused  by  the  interruption  of  the  trade  in  cotton.  The 
expectation  may  at  first  sight  appear  extravagant,  but  when  we  consider 
the  vast  consumption  of  gas  in  all  the  great  cities  and  towns  of  Europe 
from  Lisbon  to  Moscow,  in  our  Australian  colonies,  in  the  cities  of  India, 
and  reckon  on  the  gradual  substitution  of  petroleum  for  coal  in  the  manu- 
facture of  gas,  the  calculation  will  hardly  be  thought  absurd.  But  what- 
ever may  be  the  advantages  likely  to  be  derived  from  the  discovery  of  the 
oil  springs  in  America,  or,  we  should  rather  perhaps  say,  exactly  in  pro- 
portion to  those  advantages,  is  the  desirableness  of  insisting  upon  die  neces- 
sity of  purifying  the  oil  before  shipment.  If,  owing  to  the  state  of  civiliza- 
tion in  Canada  and  the  Union,  this  be  found  impracticable,  laws  will  have 
to  be  passed  prohibiting  the  bringing  up  of  the  material  to  the  ordinary 
quays  and  wharfs,  and  appointing  certain  secluded  stations  where  the  petro- 
leum ships  may  lie,  and  discharge  their  cargoes  without  risk  to  such  por- 
tions of  our  commercial  navy  as  may  be  employed  in  a  less  perilous  traffic 

Science  is  now  actively  engaged  in  experiments  for  ascertaining  the 
amount  of  danger  created  by  the  presence  of  petroleum,  which  is  known 
to  exhale  a  highly  inflammable  gas.  If  water  be  poured  into  a  broad 
shallow  vessel,  and  a  teaspoonful  of  the  crude  oil  cast  upon  its  surface,  it 
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immediately  diffuses  itself  iii  a  thin  prismatic  film,  so  as  entirely  to  cover 
the  water.  A  lighted  match  being  then  brought  towards  the  vessel,  at  a 
distance  of  an  inch  and  a  half,  the  gases  ignite,  and  setting  the  oil  likewise 
in  a  blaze,  continue  burning  violently,  while  the  water  beneath  boils  and 
bubbles  till  the  whole  of  the  oleaginous  substance  is  consumed.  It  will 
have  been  observed  that  in  the  Pennsylvanian  conflagration  the  gas  took 
fire  at  the  distance  of  four  hundred  yards  from  the  oil  jet,  and  set  the 
whole  atmosphere  throughout  a  wide  circle  in  a  blaze.  This  may  serve 
to  reveal  the  manner  in  which,  when  large  quantities  of  petroleum  are 
brought  together,  accidents  are  likely  to  be  occasioned.  A  certain  quan- 
tity of  gas  evolved  from  each  barrel  will  meet  in  the  atmosphere,  and  haug 
in  a  concentrated  explosive  cloud  over  the  whole  stock  of  petroleum.  It 
will  augment  incessantly,  and  spread  till  it  comes  in  contact  with  the 
nearest  fire.  An  explosion  will  then  take  place,  which  will  shatter  and 
consume  ships,  docks,  warehouses,  with  whatever  else  may  be  found  withiu 
the  range  of  its  operation. 

The  destructive  property  of  this  substance  has  been  known  for  ages. 
An  old  Italian  writer,  in  a  curious  treatise  on  metals,  relates  that  a  mason 
having  to  repair  the  sides  of  a  well  in  which,  at  a  considerable  depth, 
petroleum  was  collected,  took  down  with  him  a  lantern,  in  order  that  he 
might  see  to  do  his  work.  Unfortunately  for  him  there  were  holes  in  its 
eides,  and  the  gas  coming  thus  in  contact  with  fire  exploded  with  a  report 
louder  than  that  of  a  cannon,  and,  rushing  up  the  shaft,  blew  the  man  to 
pieces.  Nay,  one  of  the  most  ancient  of  Greek  myths  is  believed  to  have 
been  connected  with  a  knowledge  of  the  petroleum  gas.  A  jealous 
princess,  wishing  without  detection  to  destroy  another,  who  was  her  rival 
in  love,  anointed  with  petroleum  the  wreath  she  was  about  to  wear  upon 
her  head  during  a  sacrifice.  On  the  lady's  approaching  the  flame  of  the 
altar,  the  gas  ignited,  and,  spreading  with  the  rapidity  of  lightning,  her 
whole  figure  was  soon  sheathed  in  fire  and  reduced  to  ashes.  Again, 
when  the  Macedonian  conqueror  lay  at  his  quarters  in  Persia,  after  the 
defeat  and  death  of  Darius,  a  native  of  the  subjugated  country  resolved  to 
amuse  the  son  of  Philip  by  an  extraordinary  pyrotechnic  display.  Carry- 
ing a  trail  of  petroleum  along  the  streets  leading  to  the  general's  quarters, 
he  soon  after  dark  set  fire  to  it  at  the  farther  end,  upon  which  a  torrent 
of  flame  rushed  along  between  the  houses,  bringing  out  as  it  passed  every 
picturesque  detail  in  strong  relief,  and  blazing  up  in  arches  and  columns 
in  front  of  the  palace  where  Alexander  and  the  other  Macedonian  princes 
stood  gazing  in  astonishment  at  the  novel  spectacle. 

At  what  period  the  Persian  trade  in  petroleum  began  is  not  known, 
though  it  was  evidently  in  very  remote  antiquity.  When  the  discovery 
bad  been  made,  one  pit  was  sunk  after  another  until  more  than  twenty 
wells  had  been  opened  in  one  small  district,  whence  quantities  so  con- 
siderable were  exported  to  foreign  countries,  that  the  duty  imposed  on  this 
branch  of  commerce  by  the  Shah's  government  formerly  brought  large 
sums  into  the  treasury.  When  the  oil  has  been  purified,  it  is  denominated 
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white  naphtha,  and  sold  to  strangers,  while  immense  quantities  of  the 
crude  material  are  retained  in  the  country  to  light  up  the  mosques, 
palaces,  and  private  dwellings,  where  it  is  usually  burnt  in  coarse  lamps 
with  wicks  as  large  as  the  finger.  Wood  being  scarce,  petroleum  is  like- 
wise used  instead  of  fuel,  by  casting  it  upon  handfuls  of  earth  or  clay, 
which,  being  kindled,  continue  burning  for  several  hours,  throwing  out  a 
bright  flame  and  fierce  heat,  together  with  a  dense  and  foetid  smoke,  that 
soon  entirely  blackens  the  interior  of  the  habitations  in  which  it  is  used. 
Still,  according  to  the  testimony  of  the  Persians,  food  cooked  over  such  a 
fire  is  deteriorated  neither  in  smell  nor  flavour. 

Our  civic  and  scientific  authorities,  therefore,  are  not  quite  correct  in 
regarding  petroleum  as  a  new  substance.  It  has,  on  the  contrary,  been 
used  in  medicine  and  otherwise  for  many  thousand  years,  though  the 
scanty  supplies  from  the  wells  of  the  Old  World  restricted  its  employment 
within  the  circle  of  very  few  industrial  processes.  We  find,  however,  that 
it  was  burnt  in  lamps — that  it  was  mixed  with  other  ingredients  to  con- 
stitute one  of  the  most  destructive  agents  known  to  ancient  warfare — and 
that  in  Kussia  and  Turkey  it  has  been  applied,  under  the  name  of  black 
naphtha,  to  the  tanning  of  leather.  But  amidst  the  innumerable  inventions 
aud  improvements  which  characterize  our  times,  we  look  back  with  abso- 
lute amazement  at  the  slowness  with  which  men  of  former  generations 
turned  to  account  the  gifts  of  nature.  During  many  ages  they  may  almost 
be  said  not  to  have  known  what  to  do  with  anything.  The  materials  of 
wealth  were  heaped  up  about  them  on  all  sides,  while  they  stood  stolidly 
in  the  midst,  rather  bewildered  than  benefited  or  enlightened  by  the 
prodigality  of  our  great  mother.  Whatever  other  faults  or  shortcomings 
may  be  laid  to  our  charge,  we  can  hardly  be  accused  of  neglecting  any 
source  of  material  wealth.  We  have  already  discovered  in  petroleum  a 
substance  which  will  amalgamate  with  wax  in  the  manufacture  of  candles, 
while  from  the  benzoline,  or  quintessence  of  the  oil,  the  fashionable  dyes 
of  rosenine  and  magenta  are  obtained.  It  has  been  also  stated  that  the 
petroleum  likewise  supplies  a  fine  lubricating  oil,  though  we  trust  none  of 
our  fair  readers  will  imagine  it  is  to  bo  applied  to  the  skin,  it  being 
intended  for  lubricating  machinery. 

The  discoveries  in  America  will  necessarily  lead  to  the  study  of  the 
way  in  which  the  great  reservoirs  of  petroleum  are  distributed  under  the 
earths  surface.  Hitherto  it  would  appear  that  although  the  substance  be 
popularly  denominated  rock  oil,  it  is  usually  found  in  morasses,  swamps, 
and  peat-bogs,  sometimes  at  a  distance  from  luxuriant  vegetation,  but 
occasionally,  as  in  Zante,  closely  neighboured  by  vines  and  other  beautiful 
shrubs.  Here  the  marsh  is  small,  bordered  on  one  side  by  a  bank  of 
shingle,  which  protects  it  from  tho  sen,  and  surrounded  on  all  other  sides 
by  a  semicircular  range  of  hills,  clearly  indicating  that  what  is  now  a 
mar«h  was  formerly  the  crater  of  a  volcano.  In  Canada,  the  oil  is  found 
by  boring  through  a  stiff  clay  from  fifty  to  a  hundred  feet  in  depth, 
mingled  confusedly  with  vast  boulders  and  fragments  of  limestone  torn 
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from  the  underlying  rocks.  The  surface  of  the  plain,  situated  at  no  great 
distance  from  the  lakes,  is  flat,  swampy,  and  densely  wooded,  a  description 
which  appears  to  answer  equally  well  to  the  aspect  of  the  oil  districts  in 
the  United  States,  where,  however,  it  is  sometimes  necessary  to  carry  down 
the  borings  to  a  depth  of  five  hundred  feet.  It  may  be  conjectured  that 
the  true  sources  of  the  oil  are  situated  in  the  nearest  ranges  of  mountains, 
which  may  account  for  the  prodigious  force  with  which  the  petroleum, 
when  an  opening  has  been  made  for  it,  shoots  up  into  the  atmosphere. 
Water,  it  is  well  known,  will  always  endeavour,  when  first  emancipated 
from  the  earth,  to  rise  to  the  level  from  which  it  originally  flowed ;  and  the 
specific  gravity  of  the  petroleum  being  considerably  less  than  that  of  water, 
it  may  be  expected  to  display  a  stronger  tendency  to  attain  the  height  of 
its  original  spring-head  than  the  most  buoyant  and  elastic  fountain. 

To  facilitate  the  understanding  of  the  subject,  a  map  should  be  con- 
structed, not  only  exhibiting  the  distribution  of  petroleum  wells,  but 
indicating  as  exactly  and  correctly  as  possible  the  characteristics  of  the 
country  in  their  vicinity,  and  pointing  out  the  districts  in  which,  from  the 
nature  and  aspect  of  the  soil,  springs  may  hereafter  be  expected  to  be 
discovered.  Throughout  the  swamps  of  the  Crimea,  it  seems  probable 
that  oil  would  be  found  by  boring  as  abundantly  as  in  Canada  and  the 
United  States,  and  as  we  observe  on  the  surface  of  the  Kuban  a  constant 
succession  of  oil  films,  it  may  be  inferred  that  in  many  places  lying 
between  the  embouchure  and  source  of  that  river  wells  might  be  sunk  for 
oil  with  every  probability  of  success.  Throughout  the  Pashalic  of  Bagdad, 
bitumen  and  asphalte  are  abundant  as  well  as  in  Syria,  almost  from  the 
▼alley  of  the  Orontes  to  the  southern  extremity  of  the  Dead  Sea.  In  all 
these  provinces,  therefore,  of  the  Turkish  empire,  it  seems  probable  that 
immense  reservoirs  of  petroleum  exist  at  different  depths,  and  it  may  per- 
liaps  be  found  practicable  to  organize  a  company  for  the  discovering  and 
working  of  this  prolific  source  of  wealth.  We  have  already  observed  that 
in  Zante  petroleum  has  from  time  immemorial  been  found  mingltd  with 
the  produce  of  the  tar  springs.  If,  consequently,  instead  of  the  lazy  method 
hitherto  pursued,  the  work  were  undertaken  with  the  spirit  and  enter- 
prise displayed  in  Ohio,  Pennsylvania,  and  Canada,  the  value  of  the  Ionian 
Islands  to  Great  Britain  might  soon  be  very  much  augmented.  Russia, 
which  has  already  found  petroleum  in  the  Ural  chain,  will  now  in  all  likeli- 
hood have  its.energy  stimulated  by  what  is  going  on  in  America,  for,  as  far 
as  can  be  gathered  from  the  revelations  of  geology,  petroleum  exists  in 
nearly  all  parts  of  the  earth.  It  has  been  found,  as  we  have  said,  in  Italy, 
Sicily,  France,  England,  Scotland,  Sweden,  Russia,  Persia,  Turkey,  and 
Borneo.  Many  parts  of  Australia  and  Africa  appear  well  calculated  to 
afford  petroleum  springs,  and  in  our  own  country  it  may  only  perhaps  be 
necessary  to  bore  to  a  certain  depth  in  such  districts,  for  example,  as  Chat- 
moss,  to  discover  flowing  wells  from  which  we  might  obtain  a  perennial 
supply  of  this  valuable  material.  • 
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TIIE  NOTCH  ON  TIIE  AXE. — A  STORY  A  LA  MODE.   Part  III. 

Mj  RE  you  of  our  fraternity  ?     I  see 

you  are  not.  The  secret  which 
Mademoiselle  de  Bechaiuel  confided 
to  me  in  her  mad  triumph  and 
■wild  hoyden  spirits — she  was  but 
a  child,  poor  thing,  poor  thing, 
scarce  fifteen : — but  I  love  them 
young — a  folly  not  unusual  with 
the  old!"  (Here  Mr.  Pinto  tlirust 
his  knuckles  into  his  hollow  eyes; 
and,  I  am  sorry  to  lay,  so  little 
regardful  was  he  of  personal  clean- 
liness, that  his  tears  made  streaks  of 
white  over  his  gnarled  dark  hands). 
"  Ah,  at  fifteen,  poor  child,  thy  fate 
was  terrible !  Go  to  !  It  is  not 
good  to  love  me,  friend.  They 
prosper  not  who  do.  I  divine  you. 
You  need  not  say  what  you  are 
thinking  " 

In  truth,  I  was  thinking,  if  girls  fall  in  love  with  this  sallow,  hooked- 
nosed,  glass-eyed,  wooden-legged,  dirty,  hideous  old  man,  with  the  sham 
teeth,  they  have  a  queer  taste.    That  is  what  I  was  thinking. 

"  Jack  Wilks  said  the  handsomest  man  in  London  had  but  half  an  hour's 
start  of  him.  And  without  vanity,  I  am  scarcely  uglier  than  Jack  Wilks. 
We  were  members  of  the  same  club  at  Medcnham  Abbey,  Jack  and  I,  and 
had  many  a  merry  night  together.  Well,  sir,  I — Mary  of  Scotland  knew 
me  but  as  a  little  hunch-backed  music-master  ;  and  yet,  and  yet,  I  think, 

she  was  not  indifferent  to  her  David  Riz  and  she  came  to  misfortune. 

They  all  do— they  all  do  ! " 

"  Sir,  you  are  wandering  from  your  point  1"  I  said,  with  some  severity. 
For,  really,  for  this  old  humbug  to  hint  that  he  had  been  the  baboon  who 
frightened  the  club  at  Medcnham,  that  he  had  been  in  the  Inquisition  at 
Valladolid — that  under  the  name  of  D.  Riz,  as  he  called  it,  he  had  known 
the  lovely  Queen  of  Scots — was  a  little  too  much.  "  Sir,"  then  I  said, 
"  you  were  speaking  about  a  Miss  de  Bdchamel.  I  really  have  not  time  to 
hear  all  your  biography." 
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"  Faith,  the  good  wine  gets  into  my  head."  (I  should  think  so,  the 
old  toper  !  Four  bottles  all  but  two  glasses.)  "  To  return  to  poor  Blanche. 
As  I  sat  laughing,  joking  with  her,  she  let  slip  a  word,  a  little  word, 
which  filled  me  with  dismay.  Some  one  had  told  her  a  part  of  the  Secret — 
the  secret  which  has  been  divulged  scarce  thrice  in  three  thousand  years 
— the  Secret  of  the  Freemasons.  Do  you  know  what  happens  to  those 
uninitiate  who  learn  that  secret  ?  to  those  wretched  men  the  initiate  w  ho 
reveal  it?" 

As  Pinto  spoke  to  me,  he  looked  through  and  through  me  with  his 
horrible  piercing  glance,  so  that  I  sate  quite  uneasily  on  my  bench.  He 
continued:  "  Did  I  question  her  awake?  I  knew  she  would  lie  to  me. 
Poor  child  !  I  loved  her  no  less  because  I  did  not  believe  a  word  she  said. 
I  loved  her  blue  eye,  her  golden  hair,  her  delicious  voice,  that  was  true  in 
song,  though  when  she  spoke,  fidse  as  Eblis  !  You  are  aware  that  I  possess 
in  rather  a  remarkable  degree  what  we  have  agreed  to  call  the  mesmeric 
power.  I  set  the  unhappy  girl  to  sleep.  Then  she  was  obliged  to  tell  me 
all.  It  was  as  I  had  surmised.  Goby  de  Mouchy,  my  wretched,  besotted, 
miserable  secretary,  in  his  visits  to  the  cMteau  of  the  old  Marquis  de 
Bechamel,  who  was  one  of  our  society,  had  seen  Blanche.  I  suppose  it  was 
because  she  had  been  warned  that  he  was  worthless,  and  poor,  artful,  and 
a  coward,  she  loved  him.  She  wormed  out  of  the  besotted  wretch  the 
secrets  of  our  Order.    '  Did  he  tell  you  the  number  one  ?  '  I  asked. 

"  She  said,  «  Yes.' 

"  '  Did  he,'  I  further  inquired,  { tell  you  the  ' 

"  '  Oh,  don't  ask  me,  don't  ask  me  ! *  she  said,  writhing  on  the  sofe, 
where  she  lay  in  the  presence  of  the  Marquis  de  Bechamel,  her  most 
unhappy  father.  Poor  Bechamel,  poor  Bechamel  I  How  pale  he  looked 
as  I  spoke  1  '  Did  he  tell  you,'  I  repeated  with  a  dreadful  calm,  *  the 
number  two  ? '    She  said,  *  Yes.1 

"  The  poor  old  marquis  rose  up,  and  clasping  his  hands,  fell  on  his 

knees  before  Count  Cagl  Bah !  I  went  by  a  different  name  then.  Vat's 

in  a  name?  Dat  vich  ve  call  a  Rosicrucian  by  any  other  name  vil  smell 
as  sveet.  1  Monsieur,*  he  said,  '  I  am  old — I  am  rich.  I  have  five  hundred 
thousand  livres  of  rentes  in  Picardy.  I  have  half  as  much  in  Artois. 
I  have  two  hundred  and  eighty  thousand  on  the  Grand  Livre.  I  am  pro- 
mised by  my  sovereign  a  dukedom  and  his  orders,  with  a  reversion  to  my 
heir.  I  am  a  Grandee  of  Spain  of  the  First  Class,  and  Duke  of  Volovento. 
Take  my  titles,  my  ready  money,  my  life,  my  honour,  everything  I  have  . 
in  the  world,  but  don't  ask  the  third  question.' 

"  1  Godefroid  de  Bouillon,  Comte  de  Be'chamel,  Grandee  of  Spain  and 
Prince  of  Volovento,  in  our  Assembly  what  was  the  oath  you  swore  ?  * " 
The  old  man  writhed  as  he  remembered  its  terrific  purport. 

"  Though  my  heart  was  racked  with  agony,  and  I  would  have  died,  ay, 
cheerfully  "  (died,  indeed,  as  if  that  were  a  penalty  1)  "  to  spare  yonder 
lovely  child  a  pang,  I  said  to  her  calmly,  'Blanche  de  Be'chamel,  did 
Goby  de  Mouchy  tell  you  secret  number  three  ?  * 
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"She  whispered  a  out  that  was  quite  faint,  faint  and  small  But  her 
poor  father  fell  in  convulsions  at  her  feet 

"  She  died  suddenly  that  night.  Did  I  not  tell  you  these  I  love  come 
to  no  good  ?  When  General  Bonaparte  crossed  the  Saint  Bernard,  be 
saw  in  the  convent  an  old  monk  with  a  white  beard,  wandering  about  the 
corridors,  cheerful  and  rather  stout,  but  mad — mad  as  a  March  hart. 
'  General,*  I  said  to  him,  '  did  you  ever  see  that  face  before?  *  He  W 
not.  He  had  not  mingled  much  with  the  higher  classes  of  our  society 
before  the  Revolution.  /  knew  the  poor  old  man  well  enough ;  he  Wie- 
the last  of  a  noble  race,  and  I  loved  his  child." 

"And  did  she  die  by  ?  " 

"  Man  !  did  I  say  so  ?  Do  I  whisper  the  secrets  of  the  Vehmgericht  ? 
I  say  she  died  that  night ;  and  he — he,  the  heartless,  the  villain,  the  betrayer, 
— you  saw  him  seated  in  yonder  curiosity-shop,  by  yonder  guillotine,  with 
his  scoundrelly  head  in  his  lap. 

"  You  saw  how  slight  that  instrument  was  ?  It  was  one  of  the  first 
which  Guillotin  made,  and  which  he  showed  to  private  friends  in  a  hangar 
in  the  Rue  Picpus,  where  he  lived.  The  invention  created  some  little 
conversation  amongst  scientific  men  at  the  time,  though  I  remember  a 
machine  in  Edinburgh  of  a  very  similar  construction,  two  hundred — well, 
many,  many  years  ago — and  at  a  breakfast  which  Guillotin  gave  he 
showed  us  the  instrument,  and  much  talk  arose  amongst  us  as  to  whetLer 
people  suffered  under  it. 

"  And  now  I  must  tell  you  what  befel  the  traitor  who  had  caused  all 
$is  suffering.  Did  he  know  that  the  poor  child's  death  was  a  sextexce  ? 
He  felt  a  cowardly  satisfaction  that  with  her  was  gone  the  secret  of  his 
treason.  Then  he  began  to  doubt  I  had  means  to  penetrate  all  his 
thoughts,  as  well  as  to  know  his  acts.  Then  he  became  a  slave  to  a 
horrible  fear.  He  fled  in  abject  terror  to  a  convent  They  still  existed 
in  Paris ;  and  behind  the  walls  of  Jacobins  the  wretch  thought  himself 
secure.  Poor  fool  !  I  had  but  to  set  one  of  my  somnambulists  to  sleep. 
Her  spirit  went  forth  and  spied  the  shuddering  wretch  in  his  celL  She 
described  the  street,  the  gate,  the  convent,  the  very  dress  which  he  wore, 
and  which  you  saw  to-day. 

"  And  now  this  is  what  happened.  In  his  chamber  in  the  Rue  St.  Honor*, 
at  Paris,  sat  a  man  alone — a  man  who  has  been  maligned,  a  man  who  has 
been  called  a  knave  and  charlatan,  a  man  who  has  been  persecuted  even 
to  the  death,  it  is  said,  in  Roman  Inquisitions,  forsooth,  and  elsewhere. 
Ha  1  ha  !    A  man  who  has  a  mighty  will. 

"  And  looking  towards  the  Jacobin  Convent  (of  which,  from  his  chamber, 
he  could  see  the  spires  and  trees),  this  man  willed.  And  it  was  not  yet 
dawn.  And  he  willed  ;  and  one  who  was  lying  in  his  cell  in  the  Convent 
of  Jacobins,  awake  and  shuddering  with  tenor  for  a  crime  which  he  had 
committed,  fell  asleep. 

"  But  though  he  was  asleep  his  eyes  were  open. 

"  And  after  tossing  and  writhing,  and  clinging  to  the  pallet,  and  saying, 
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'No,  I  will  not  go,'  he  rose  up  and  donned  his  clothes— a  gray  coat,  a  vest 
of  white  pique\  black  satin  small-clothes,  ribbed  silk  stockings,  and  a  white 
stock  with  a  steel  buckle ;  and  he  arranged  his  hair,  and  he  tied  his  queue, 
all  the  while  being  in  that  strange  somnolence  which  walks,  which  moves, 
which  flies  sometimes,  which  sees,  which  is  indifferent  to  pain,  which 
odets.  And  he  put  on  his  hat,  and  he  went  forth  from  his  cell ;  and  though 
the  dawn  was  not  yet,  he  trod  the  corridors  as  seeing  them.  And  he 
passed  into  the  cloister,  and  then  into  the  garden  where  lie  the  ancient 
dead.  And  he  came  to  the  wicket,  which  Brother  Jerome  was  opening 
just  at  the  dawning.  And  the  crowd  was  already  waiting  with  their  cans 
and  bowls  to  receive  the  alms  of  the  good  brethren. 

"  And  he  passed  through  the  crowd  and  went  on  his  way  through, 
and  the  few  people  then  abroad  who  marked  him,  said,  '  Tiens !  How 
very  odd  he  looks  1  He  looks  like  a  man  walking  in  his  sleep  1 '  This 
was  said  by  various  persons : — 

"  By  milk-women,  with  their  cans  and  carts,  coming  into  the  town. 

"  By  roysterers  who  had  been  drinking  at  the  taverns  of  the  Barrier, 
for  it  was  Mid-Lent 

"  By  the  serjeanta  of  the  watch,  who  eyed  him  sternly  as  he  passed  near 
their  halberds. 

"  But  he  passed  on  unmoved  by  the  halberds, 

"  Unmoved  by  the  cries  of  the  roysterers, 

"  By  the  market-women  coming  with  their  milk  and  eggs. 

"  He  walked  through  the  Rue  St.  Honore,  I  say  :— 

"  By  the  Rue  Rambuteau, 

"  By  the  Rue  St.  Antoine, 

"By  the  King's  Chateau  of  tho  Bastille, 

"  By  the  Faubourg  St.  Antoine. 

"  And  he  came  to  No.  29  in  the  Rue  Picpus— a  house  which  then  stood 
between  a  court  and  garden — 

"  That  is,  there  was  a  building  of  one  story,  with  a  great  coach-door. 

"  Then  there  was  a  court,  around  which  were  stables,  coach-houses,  offices. 

"  Then  there  was  a  house — a  two-storied  house,  with  a  perron  in  front. 

"  Behind  the  house  was  a  garden — a  garden  of  two  hundred  and  fifty 
French  feet  in  length. 

"  And  as  one  hundred  feet  of  France  equal  one  hundred  and  six  feet  of 
England,  this  garden,  my  friends,  equalled  exactly  two  hundred  and  sixty- 
five  feet  of  British  measure. 

"  In  the  centre  of  the  garden  was  a  fountain  and  a  statue— or,  to  speak 
more  correctly,  two  statues.  One  was  recumbent — a  man.  Over,  him, 
sabre  in  hand,  stood  a  woman. 

"  The  man  was  Olofernes.  The  woman  was  Judith.  From  the  head, 
from  the  trunk,  the  water  gushed.  It  was  the  taste  of  the  doctor ; — was  it 
not  a  droll  of  taste  ? 

"  At  the  end  of  the  garden  was  the  doctor's  cabinet  of  study.  My 
faith,  a  singular  cabinet,  and  singular  pictures ! — 
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"  Decapitation  of  Charles  Premier  at  Viteball. 
"  Decapitation  of  Montrose  at  Edimbourg. 

"  Decapitation  of  Cinq  Mara.  When  I  tell  you  that  ho  was  a  man  of 
a  taste  charming ! 

"  Through  this  garden,  by  these  statues,  up  these  stairs,  went  the  pale 
figure  of  him  who,  the  porter  said,  knew  the  way  of  the  house.  He 
did.  Turning  neither  right  nor  left,  he  seemed  to  walk  through  the 
statues,  the  obstacles,  the  flower-beds,  the  stairs,  the  door,  the  tables,  the 
chairs. 

"  In  the  corner  of  the  room  was  that  instrument  which  Guillotin  had 
just  invented  and  perfected.  One  day  he  was  to  lay  his  own  head  under 
his  own  axe.    Peace  be  to  his  name  1    With  him  I  deal  not  I 

"  In  a  frame  of  mahogany,  neatly  worked,  was  a  board  with  a  half-circle 
in  it,  over  which  another  board  fitted.  Above  was  a  heavy  axe,  which 
fell — you  know  how.  It  was  held  up  by  a  rope,  and  when  this  rope  was 
untied,  or  cut,  the  steel  fell. 

"  To  the  story  which  I  now  have  to  relate  you  may  give  credence,  or 
not,  as  you  will.    The  sleeping  man  went  up  to  that  instrument. 

"  He  laid  his  head  in  it,  asleep. 

"  Asleep ! 

"  He  then  took  a  little  penknife  out  of  the  pocket  of  his  white  dimity 
waistcoat. 

"  He  cut  the  rope,  asleep ! 

"  The  axe  descended  on  the  head  of  the  traitor  and  villain.  The  notch 
in  it  was  made  by  the  steel  buckle  of  his  stock,  which  was  cut  through. 

"  A  strange  legend  has  got  abroad  that  after  the  deed  was  done,  the 
figure  rose,  took  the  head  from  the  basket,  walked  forth  through  the 
garden,  and  by  the  screaming  porters  at  the  gate,  and  went  and  laid  itself 
down  at  the  Morgue.  But  for  this  I  will  not  vouch.  Only  of  this  be  sure. 
'  There  are  more  things  in  heaven  and  earth,  Horatio,  than  are  dreamed 
of  in  your  philosophy.'  More  and  more  the  light  peeps  through  the 
chinks.  Soon,  amidst  music  ravishing,  the  curtain  will  rise,  and  the 
glorious  scene  be  displayed.  Adieu !  Bemember  me.  Ha  1  'tis  dawn," 
Pinto  said.    And  he  was  gone. 

I  am  ashamed  to  say  that  my  first  movement  was  to  clutch  the  cheque 
which  he  had  left  with  me,  and  which  I  was  determined  to  present  the 
very  moment  the  bank  opened.  1  know  the  importance  of  these  things, 
and  that  men  change  their  mind  sometimes.  I  sprang  through  the  streets 
to  the  great  banking  house  of  Manasseh  in  Duke-street.  It  seemed  to  me 
as  if  I  actually  flew  as  I  walked.  As  the  clock  struck  ten  I  was  at  the 
counter  and  laid  down  my  cheque. 

The  gentleman  who  received  it,  who  was  one  of  the  Hebrew  persuasion, 
as  were  the  other  two  hundred  clerks  of  the  establishment,  having  looked 
at  the  draft  with  terror  in  his  countenance,  then  looked  at  me,  then  called 
to  himself  two  of  his  fellow  clerks,  and  queer  it  was  to  see  all  their  aquiline 
beaks  over  the  paper. 
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"  Come,  come  !  "  said  I,  u  don't  keep  me  here  all  day.  Hand  me  over 
the  money,  short,  if  you  please!  "  for  I  was,  you  see,  a  little  alarmed,  and 
so  determined  to  assume  some  extra  bluster. 

"  Will  you  have  the  kindness  to  step  into  the  parlour  to  the  partners  ?  " 
the  clerk  6aid,  and  I  followed  him. 

"  What,  again  ?  "  shrieked  a  bald-headed,  red- whiskered  gentleman, 
whom  I  knew  to  be  Mr.  Manasseh.  "  Mr.  Salathicl,  this  is  too  bad  ! 
Leave  me  with  this  gentleman,  S."    And  the  clerk  disappeared. 

"  Sir,"  he  said,  "  I  know  how  you  came  by  this;  the  Count  de  Pinto 
gave  it  you.  It  is  too  bad !  I  honour  my  parents ;  1  honour  their 
parents ;  I  honour  their  bills  !  But  this  one  of  grandma's  is  too  bad — it 
is,  upon  my  word,  now  !  She've  been  dead  these  iive-and-tbirty  years. 
And  this  last  four  months  she  has  left  her  burial-place  and  took  to  drawing 
on  our  'ouse  !  It's  too  bad,  grandma ;  it  is  too  bad  1 "  and  he  appealed  to 
me,  and  tears  actually  trickled  down  his  nose. 

"  Is  it  the  Countess  Sidonia's  check  or  not  ?  "  I  asked,  haughtily. 

"  But,  I  tell  you,  she's  dead  1  It's  a  shame  ! — it's  a  shame  ! — it  is, 
grandmamma!  "  and  he  cried,  and  wiped  his  great  nose  in  his  yellow 
pocket-handkerchief.  "  Look  year — will  you  take  pounds  instead  of 
guineas?  She's  dead,  I  tell  you!  It's  no  go  I  Take  the  pounds — one 
tausand  pound  ! — ten  nice,  neat,  crisp  hundred-pound  notes,  and  go  away 
vid  you,  do?  " 

"  I  will  have  my  bond,  sir,  or  nothing,"  I  said ;  and  I  put  on  an  attitude 
of  resolution  which  I  confess  surprised  even  myself. 

"  Wery  veil,"  he  shrieked,  with  many  oaths,  "  then  you  shall  have 
noting — ha,  ha,  ha ! — noting  but  a  policeman  1  Mr.  Abednego,  call  a 
policeman  !  Take  that,  you  humbug  and  impostor  !  "  and  here,  with  an 
abundance  of  frightful  language  which  I  dare  not  repeat,  the  wealthy 
banker  abused  and  defied  me. 

An  bout  du  compte,  what  was  I  to  do,  if  a  banker  did  not  choose  to 
honour  a  cheque  drawn  by  his  dead  grandmother  ?  I  began  to  wish  I 
had  my  snuff-box  back.  I  began  to  think  I  was  a  fool  for  changing  that 
little  old-fashioued  gold  for  this  slip  of  strange  paper. 

Meanwhile  the  banker  had  passed  from  his  fit  of  anger  to  a  paroxysm 
of  despair.  He  seemed  to  be  addressing  come  person  invisible,  but  in  the 
room  :  "  Look  here,  ma'am,  you've  really  been  coming  it  too  strong.  A 
hundred  thousand  in  six  months,  and  now  a  thousand  more  !  The  'ouao 
can't  stand  it ;  it  won't  stand  it,  I  say  !    What  ?    Oh  !  mercy,  mercy  !  " 

As  he  uttered  these  words,  A  HAND  fluttered  over  the  table  in  the 
air  !  It  was  a  female  hand  :  that  which  I  had  seen  the  night  before. 
That  female  hand  took  a  pen  from  the  green  baize  table,  dipped  it  in  a 
silver  inkstand,  and  wrote  on  a  quarter  of  a  sheet  of  foolscap  on  the 
blotting-book,  "  How  about  the  diamond  robbery  ?  If  you  do  not  pay,  I 
will  tell  him  where  they  are." 

What  diamonds?  what  robbery?  what  was  this  mystery?  That 
will  nev*»*  be  ascertained,  for  the  wretched  man's  demeanour  instantly 


Digitized  by  Google 


760  ROUNDABOUT  TAPERS.— NO.  XXII. 

changed.  "  Certainly,  sir ;— oh,  certainly,"  he  raid,  forcing  a  grin. 
"  How  will  you  have  the  money,  sir  ?  All  right,  Mr.  Abcdnego.  Thia 
way  out." 

"  I  hope  I  shall  often  see  you  again,"  I  said ;  on  which  I  own  poor 
Manasseh  gave  a  dreadful  grin,  and  shot  back  into  his  parlour. 

I  ran  home,  clutching  the  ten  delicious,  crisp  hundred  pounds,  and  the 
dear  little  fifty  which  made  up  the  account.  I  flew  through  the  streeta 
again.  I  got  to  my  chambers.  I  bolted  the  outer  doors.  I  sank  back 
in  my  great  chair,  and  slept  

My  first  thing  on  waking  was  to  feel  for  my  money.  Perdition ! 
Where  was  I  ?  Ha  ! — on  the  table  before  me  was  my  grandmother's 
snuff-box,  and  by  its  side  one  of  those  awful — those  admirable — sensa- 
tion novels,  which  I  had  been  reading,  and  which  are  full  of  delicious 
wonder. 

But  that  the  guillotine  is  still  to  be  seen  at  Mr.  Gale's,  No.  47,  High 
Holborn,  I  give  you  mt  honour.  I  suppose  I  was  dreaming  about  it.  I 
don't  know.  What  is  dreaming  ?  What  is  lift;  ?  Why  shouldn't  I  slcvp 
on  the  ceiling? — and  am  I  sitting  on  it  now,  or  on  the  floor?  I  am 
puzzled.  But  enough.  If  the  fashion  for  sensation  novels  goes  on,  I  tell 
fon  I  will  write  one  in  fifty  volumes.  For  the  present,  DIXf.  But 
between  ourselves,  this  Pinto,  who  fought  at  the  Colosseum,  who  was 
nearly  being  roasted  by  the  Inquisition,  and  sang  duets  at  Holyrood, 
I  am  rather  sorry  to  lose  him  after  three  little  bits  of  Roundabout  Papers. 

Ei  VOU8? 


London:  Smith,  Eldlb  it  Co.,  LUtlo  Green  Arbour  Court,  Old  Bailey,  B.  C. 
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